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It  hu  been  said  by  a  fine  writer,  that, 
jJthougrh  genius  n  tbe  heir  of  fame,  the  loss 
^  life  is  tlie  conditicn  on  which  the  bright 
reversion  most  be  earned ;  that  fame  ii  the 
recompense  not  of  the  living,  but  of  the 
dead, — its  temple  standing  over  the  grave, 
and  the  flame  of  its  altar  kindled  from  the 
ashes  of  the  great  There  is  truth  in  the 
tliought,  as  well  as  bcaaty  in  tlie  expression 
of  it,  though,  like  most  general  remarks  of 
the  same  description,  it  is  open  to  both  quali- 
fication and  exception.  It  is  true  that  fame 
is  not  popularity  merely.  It  Is  cot  the  shout 
of  the  multitude.  It  is  not  '  the  idle  buzz 
of  fashion;  the  venal  puff,  the  soothing  flat^ 
tery  of  favour  or  of  friendship.*  But  is  it 
alone,  on  the  other  hand,  the  spirit  of  a  roan 
tuniting  himself ^  as  Hazlitt  describes  it,  in 
tlie  minds  and  thoughts  of  other  men  7  Or, 
as  he  splendidly  represents  it  again,  is  it 
only  *  the  sound  which  the  stream  of  high 
tlioughts.  Carried  down  to  future  agea^  makes 
Bs  it  flowB-^eep,  distant,  murmuring  ever- 
more  like  the  waters  of  the  mighty  ocean  V 
This  is  fame,  indeed.  No  reputation  can  be 
called  tuck,  that  will  not  endure  tliat  test 
But  may  it  not  be^  also  in  the  life  of  him 
that  earns  it  7  May  it  not  begin,  and  con- 
tinue, coincident  with  tlie  mere  popularity 
which  is  so  often  mistaken  for  itself, — as  the 
immortal  soul  disdains  not  the  envelope  of 
perishing  humanity,  which  it  is  destined  so 
soon  to  leave,  and  to  outlive  so  long  7  May 
not  the  spirit  of  a  man  transfuse  its  influence 
into  the  spirits  of  other  men,  without  the 
mythological  transmigration  which,  accord- 
ing to  this  theory,  death  implies ;— and  the 
force  of  that  influence  be  felt,  and  recognized, 
and  acknowledged, — ^imperfectly  and  tardily 
we  admit  that  it  generally  is, — ere  yet  the 
*  swift  decay*  of  him  that  so  works  for  the 
srorld,  and  for  posterity,  shall  quite  release 
lim  from  his  toils?  It  is  truly  a  *  weary 
ife*— 

**  A  waatiog  tuk,  and  iooe*** 
IS  that  of  the  diver,  in  Eastern  Seas,  £ar  the 
;em  that,  gleam  as  it  may,  'a  star  to  all  the 
ihaU*,— 


"—Not  MM  *iiiklgt  throBgi  wAl  isf. 
Fur  that  pale  qoiTerinf  ly,*  *'* 
A  weary  life !    And  who  will  think,  Ujt 
mournful  fancy  adds, 

**  Whan  the  •train  it  rant . 
Tin  a  thousand  hearti  are  ttirT'd. 
What  Ure-drofM,  froni  iha  miniirel  wrmit 
Uava  guah'd  with  eteiy  woid  V* 

**  Nona !  nooa  !-hi«  treantra*  lita  filie  Ihina. 

fit  Strives  and  dies  liiia  thee,— 
Thou  that  best  b«>en  to  the  pearfs  dark  sbrina, 

O  wrafliar  with  the  tea !" 

And  thi$  also  is  doubtless  true, — that, 
weary  and  wasting  as  it  is, — ^thit  diving  for 
the  gems  of  thought, — th^  world,  that  is  to 
wear  the  rich  results,  does  not  and  cannot 
appreciate,  or  but  slowly  and  slightly  at  the 
best,  the  exhausting  effort  which  it  costs, 
lliat  can  be  understood  only  by  him  who 
suffers  it,  and  it  is  the  province  of  the  one 
party  even  to  enjoy  *  tlie  price  of  the  bitter 
tears*  .of  the  other.  But  it  is  enjoyed ;  and 
that  is  fame.  It  is  the  influence  of  mind 
upon  mind,  independently  of  every  persona^ 
consideration;  and  that  is  ftme^ — ^however 
much  those  considerations,  or  some  of  them, 
were  they  known  and  felt,  as  they  cannot  be, 
might  add  to  tbe  interest  of  that  influence, 
and  even  to  its  force. 

The  best  confirmation,  melancholy  though 
it  be,  of  the  truth  of  these  remarks,  is  fur- 
nished  by  the  case  of  the  giflcd,  accomplish- 
ed, and  amiable  writer  whose  beautiful  illus- 
tration of  her  own  career — ^not  to  call  it  a 
prediction  of  her  own  destiny — ^we  have 
borrowed,  and  whose  works  are  now  for  the 
first  time  gathered  together,  in  the  following 
pages,  we  truU  with  something  like  a  com- 
pleteness corresponding  to  the  exertion  which 
has  been  made  by  the  Publisher,  as  well  at 
to  the  .merit  and  charm  of  the  works  them 
selves.  The  mere  popularity  of  these 
poems, — their  cotemporaneous  notoriety, — 
and  especially  as  indicated  by  the  notice  of  Ihe 
periodical  press, — ^has  been  perhaps  entirely 
unexampled  m  the  history  of  literature  ot 
this  deseription.    Such  at  least  was  the  re 
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putation  of  the  larger  portion  of  them,  all 
her  later  productiona  included ;  fiir  it  is  true, 
as  critica  haye  remarked,  that  not  only  the 
dcbfit  which  she  made  in  a  juvenile  volume, 
(t  Liverpool,  while  yet  in  her  childhood,  (a 
collection  of  little  efiVuiona  written  between 
the  ages  of  eight  and  thirteen,  to  which  she, 
who  had  the  light  of  decision,  did  not  her- 
nelf  aubeequently  clioose  to  give  a  place 
among  her  mature  *  works',)  but  even  the 
much  more  elaborate  compositions  of  many 
succeeding  years,  including  the  Restoration 
of  the  Works  of  Art  to  Italy,  (published  in 
1817,)  and  other  poems  studded  as  richly 
with  brilliant  passages,  did  not  have  the  ef- 
fect to  establish  her  reputation.  In  fact,  the 
Records  of  Woman,  which  appeared  only 
some  eight  years  since,  may  be  considered 
ns  having  fairly  laid  its  foundations.  From 
that  time,  however,  as  we  have  said,  the  fa- 
vour her  poems  met  with  was  unexampled. 
But  who  will  pretend  that  it  was  no  more 
than  *  favour  ;*  that  it  was  but  a  transient  air 
of  popular  whim  which  sustained  them,  but 
gave  no  test  nor  pledge  of  an  inherent  and 
enduring  buoyancy  7  Who  will  deny  that 
Mrs.  Hemans  has  enjoyed— or,  if  we  use 
the  term  which  is  applicable  to  the  personal 
effort  and  effect,  that  she  has  ^i^ered, — ^in 
her  own  life-tkne,  a  true  fame, — even  the 
truest,  dearest,  best,  of  all  its  species, — ^tliough 
only  as  the  dim  beginning  of  the  brightness 
which  awaits  her  name  7  Even  the  extra- 
ordinary newspaper  popularity  (so  to  speak) 
of  her  later  writings,  is  itself  an  indication, 
on  the  whole,  of  the  fact.  It  shows  the  feel- 
ing of  the  people,  which  dictates  the  fashion 
of  the  press ;  and  although  there  are  many 
of  the  works  of  genius  which  may  largely 
attract  the  attention  and  admiration  of  the 
world,  for  a  time,  and  for  various  and  obvious 
reasons,  without  leaving  their  mark  on  the 
minds  or  hearts  of  men,  others  there  are, 
possessed  of  a  vital  spirit,  that,  once  ap- 
preciated, they  will  not  •  willingly  let  die.* 
The  notoriety  of  such  an  author,  as  an 
author,  is  equivalent  to  his  fame.  It  is  as 
true  of  virtue,  especially,  as  of  vice,  that  it 
*  needs  but  to  he  seen ;'  and  although  that 
sonvcntbnal  corporation  which  has  the 
name  of-  tlie  public,'  merely,  are  not  seldom 
deceived  by  fklsc  pretences,  and  dazzled  by 
brilliant  shows,  the  world  at  large  is  wiser 
jian  the  public,  (as  much  as  it  is  wiser  than 
any  individual,)  and  wiU  tee.  It  will  feel, 
too ;  and  acknowledge  what  it  feels.    It  will 


acknowledge  it,  not  in  the  columns  of  the 
newspapers,  to  be  sure,  alone — though  these 
certainly  have  their  port  to  play  —  but  as 
Scott's  was  acknowledged,  when  a  traveller 
states  that  he  fi>und,  in  tlie  remotest  regions 
of  Hungary,  a  volume  of  one  of  liis  delight 
ful  romanoes  in  a  peasant's  cabin ;  as  Thom 
son's  was,  when  a  shabby,  soiled  copy  of  *  The 
Seasons'  was  noticed,  by  a  man  of  genius, 
lying  on  the  table  of  an  obscure  alc-hoase, 
in  Enghmd.  *•  That,'  said  he,  *  is  true 
fame  !*  And  it  was,  and  is  so.  Such  is  tiie 
fame  of  the  Vicar  of  Wakefield,  and  Jolm 
Gilpin,  and  the  Pilgrim,  and  poor  Robinson 
Crusoe,  and  the  Colter's  Saturday  Night 
It  is  seen  not  in  the  diamond  editions  thai 
glitter  on  the  centre-tables  of  genteel  society, 
or  crowd,  with  every tJiing  else,  the  biblio- 
pole's multifarious  collections  of  rari<t>s;  but 
the  ragged  volumes  uf  every  circulating  li- 
brary,  grown  old  and  illegible  before  their 
time  by  dint  of  reading — and  Uie  tliumb- 
ed  copies  that  lie  on  the  window-ledge  of 
the  poor  man's  collage,  wit'i  Ihc  leaves  turn- 
ed down  by  the  good  woman  to  *  keep  (he 
place' — and  tlie  song,  or  the  ode,  whicli  tlic 
milk-maid  trolls  on  the  hill-side,  or  a  band 
of  freemen  (like  the  descendants  of  the  Ply- 
mouth Pilgrims)  adopt  for  the  festal  com. 
memoration  of  Ihcir  fathers*  glory, — these 
are  the  quick  pulses  that  prove  tlie  existence 
of  an  author  in  his  fame.  Such  has  been 
already  the  success  of  ]Mrs.  Hemans.  She 
addressed  heri^clf  net  to  passion,  or  fusliion. 
or  the  public,  or  tny  class  of  the  communit) 
or  country  she  lived  in,  but  to  human  Ijeingfs, 
as  such, — ^to  their  hearts,  as  well  as  tluir 
heads — ^with  trutlf  s  Iranjjparenl  and  glowing 
passport  in  her  liand  ; — and  it  v/cs  an  intro 
duction  that  never  yet  failed  to  be  cfTcetual, 
nor  ever  will.  Fashion  will  pass  away,  and 
passion  subside  in  satiety ;  and  the  frivolou 
industry  that  ministered  to  the  gratification 
of  tlie  one,  and  the  false  cxeitement  that  led 
the  other  to  its  owti  destruction,  will  be  de- 
spised first,  and  tJi<jp  forffotlcn;  but  man  ic- 
mains  the  same,  from  first  to  last ;  and  trulb 
which  also  remains,  is  miglity,  and,  worthily 
interpreted,  must  prevail.  How  long  it  may 
be  in  making  its  way,  depends  upon  the  cir- 
cumstances of  each  particular  case.  It  may 
address  the  head,  or  the  heart,  or  both.  It 
may  be  more  or  less  a  matter  of  necessity 
or  of  luxury  alone.  It  may  be  lefl  to  tlio 
recommendation  only  of  its  own  modes* 
merit,  or  be  drawn  into  notice  by  fbrtwiofe 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


PREFACE. 


18 


^  or  casual  acoompanimentsi  wcU  adapt- 
ed to  excite  a  seasonable  sympsthy  as  it  were 
at  the  mere  sight  of  its  features,  or  the  sound 
of  its  name,  while  its  absolute  character  is 
yet  unknown.    Meanwhile 

"  TIm  tool  wheaoo  thflM  hif h  fiftiafeihai, 
Man  faint  io  tolkiada,** 

exhausted  by  these  same  efforts,  or  borne 
down  by  circumstances  which  have  little  or 
no  connexion  with  thcm{  or  it  may  thrive 
s  the  ]roung  tree  that  leans  over  runnmg 
waters,  and  grow  stronger  as  it  gives  more 
fruit,  till  it  lives  to  feel,  in  the  airs  that  reach 
it  from  many  a  far-off  shore,  the  joy  of  its 
own  blossomy  breath  returned  to  it,  and  to 
bear  the  blessing  of  the  poor  pilgrim  who 
has  paused  in  the  dust  of  the  way-side  of  a 
weary  life,  and  the  school-girrs  glee,  and 
the  child*s  murmur  of  sweet  delight,  as  they 
turn  down  from  the  heat  of  the  day,  to  be 
refreshed  and  rejoice  together  in  the  gloom 
of  Its  green  repose. 

So,  we  say,  has  it  been  already,  and  so, 
we  venture  to  predict,  it  will  be  still,  with 
much  of  the  poetry  of  Mrs.  Hemans.  She 
strove  to  be  the  worthy  interpreter  of  worthy 
truth,  deeply  concerning  the  happiness  of  her 
race ;  and  the  vital  spirit  of  virtue  has  in- 
B2)ired  her  to  be  equal  to  the  task.  This  is 
ner  praise;  and  it  is  praise  enough;  not 
that  she  has  spent  her  strength  in  the  rearing 
of  daz2ling  fabrics  of  fancy,  as  brilliant  and 
as  useless  as  the  ioe-paiaces  of  the  northern 
Queen ;  not  that  she  has  chosen  to  indulge 
the  impulse  of  a  wayward  temperament  in 
the  reckless  eiquression  of  feeling  without 
principle,  and  of  sentiment  without  point; 
not  that  she  has  dealt  only  in  the  coki  oracles 
of  a  selfish  philosophy,  more  thoughtful  of 
truth,  and  of  proof,  than  of  the  use  of  either 
m  the  wants  of  the  world ;  not  that  she  has 
indulged  unholy  passion  in  her  ovm,  breast, 
or  the  breast  of  any  living  creature;  not 
that  she  has  dared  to  exaggerate,  that  at  all 
events  she  might  astonish,  or  dcignod  to  be 
mean,  in  the  miserable  hope  of  amusing. 
No !  She  has  neither  failed  to  fbel  the  high 
dignity  of  her  profession,  nor  forgotten  to 
observe  it  She  has  made  no  vain  display 
of  genius  faitlUess  to  its  trust  She  has  cul- 
tivated self  as  the  .means,  not  consulted  it  ss 
the  end.  She  has  been  ambitious  less  to 
gain  honour,  tlian  to  give  pleasure,  and  do 
food.  She  has  not  assumed  to  assert  what 
is  doubtful,  or  to  deny  what  is  not  She  has 
•Mt   dogmatized,   criticized«  or   tbeoriaed. 


She  has  not  speeulatod.  She  lias  not  trifled. 
She  has  not  flattered,  nor  inflamed.  But  slie 
did  strive  to  ennoble  virtue ;  to  encourage  ex 
ertion;  to  sustain  hope;  to  increase  the  liappi- 
ness  of  men*  by  increasing  their  capacity  to  bo 
happy,  and  devek>ping  tl&eir  taste  for  what  is 
deservingof  pursuit  She  strove,  in  a  word,  as 
we  began  with  saying,  to  be  the  worUiy  inter- 
preter  of  worthy  truth.    And  she  was  so. 

This,  we  say,  is  libr  praise ;  and  it  is  tlie 
greater  for  its  rarity.  There  lias  been  too 
much  among  us  of  extravagant  excitement^* 
even  from  the  master-minds  of  the  times,—- 
as  if  there  were  no  way  of  avoiding  the  cold 
gorgeousness  of  the  mere  phantasmagoria 
of  fancy,  or  the  idle  insipidity  of  a  soulless 
sentimcntalism,  or  any  other  of  the  deficient 
styles  of  the  day,  but  by  rusliing  headlong 
to  the  opposite  extreme.  Mrs.  Hemans  has 
taken  the  reooonahlc  medium,  which  her  na- 
tive sense  aud  sensibility  alike  appiuved. 
She  ha£  shown  us  that  nature  alone  is  strange 
enough,  and  strong  enough,  for  all  the  pur- 
poses of  interest  and  instruction  which  po- 
etry demands :  and  that  its  true  ofiioe  is  not 
to  distort,  but  to  ^cribc;  not  to  magnify, 
but  to  simplify ;  to  dp  justice,  strictly,  to  di- 
vinity, and  to  humanity,  and  to  the  universe 
around  us,  net  by  assuming  to  paint  them 
as  they  should  be,  but  by  faithfully  labouring 
to  interpret  them  as  they  are- 
No  Delphic  frenzy  could  aid  in  the  dis- 
charge  of  siich  a  scrviee;  it  would  have 
made  it,  as  in  so  many  other  cases,  {not 
heathen,)  it  has  done,  a  worse  than  worth- 
less labour.  Slie  wanted  the  powers  of  per- 
ception, and  reflection,  to  appreciate  the 
world  without,  and  the  world  within;  and 
these  she  had,  and  did;  but  not  as  if -to 
know,  and  to  think,  only,  were  the  Ufe  ot 
the  souL  ^ie  wanted  scnfiibility,-^the  more 
exquisite  the  better, — and  the  more  cultivated 
with  all  the  faculties  in  due  proportion,  the 
better, — ^  for  what  is  it  to  Gve,  if  it  be  not 
to  love  ?'•  She  wanted  to  be  ready  to  fed, 
as  only  the  good  can  do,  *  at  the  sight  of 
whatever  is  excellent,  an  emotion  like  tlial 
which  the  swoet  remembranoe  of  infanqy 
causes  ;* — an  instinct  to  recognize  the  faot 
of  the  beautiful,  wherever  it  nuiy  be,  and  t. 
rush,  as  it  were,  into  its  arms,  as  the  Syrian 
pilgrim,t  from  all  his  wanderings  retomcd 
to  his  mothcr*s  home  again,  into  hen.  Sh«s 
¥ranted  enthusiasm  even,  in  the  exeniseol 
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thoie  oapacH&esr-^nAvuiMiii  to  make  the 
exordte  a  delight,  and  to  inspire  her  to  com- 
mnnicate  to  other  boeoms  the  njoieiiif  of 
her  own.  Bot  with  all  these,  which  ihe  had, 
she  needed  no  morbid  disorder.  She  had 
none.  She  know  that  *'we  praserre  this 
predoos  fibcnlty  of  the  heart**— even  tiie— 
'only  in  proportion  as  we  cnltivaie  truth, 
and  guard  against  the  exaggeratsd,  aflfoded, 
or  factitious.*  She  kqA  herself  oalm  even 
for  the  purpose  of  fooling— 4>f  feeling  right- 
ij— as  much  as  of  seeing  clearly,— knowing 
also  it  id  a  fruitless  torture  we  choose  tosu^ 
ftr,  *  to  force  ourselves  to  be  false  to  ourselves, 
and  to  everything,  that  we  may  learn  how 
to  be  true;*  that  tho  mind  may  faithfully 
mirror,  only  in  a  state  of  econposure,  the  im- 
pressions which  moot  it ;  that  the  knowledge, 
the  knowledge  of  all  nature,  and  specially 
of  his  own,  which  the  poet  pursues,  flees 
fit>m  the  rusiiing  fixitstcp  of  passion,  even  as 
tho  hasie  of  the  hunter  startles  his  game. 
*And  why,  after  all,* — ^the  philosopher  we 
havo  cited  so  often,  inquires, — ^  why  should 
we  be  disturbed  7  What  shouM  we  gain  by 
so  much  toil  7  Why  do  we  not  allow  our* 
selves  time  to  breathe  7  The  good  we  fol- 
!ov^— and  this  is  as  true  in  poetry,  as  in 
pIiilOBophy— ^  is  nearer  to  the  soul  than  we 
think ;  U  wndd  eeme  to  us,  if  we  only  eon- 
uttted  to  h€  calm.* 

This  calmness  it  is,  whieh  eminently  cha- 
racterixos  the  poetry  of  Afrs.  Hemans,  and 
which  most  distinguishes  it  from  the  revo- 
lotiunary  poetry  of  the  revolutionary  agevre 
live  in.  It  is  a  self-possession  which  -never 
fiirsakos  her  in  the  heat  of  her  highest  enthu- 
siasm of  joy  or  sorrow.  There  is  a  divine 
dignity,  unsurpassed  even  by  the  grandeur 
of  Milton,  in  the  rapture  of  an  admiration 
that  seems  almost  to  lift  her  in  her  song,  as 
iipoii  angels*  pinions,-— 

**To  Um  biaalh 
Oi  Doriao  flolB,  or  lyre  note  aoft  and  riow:*** 

md  again,  in  the  darkest  mood  of  the  *  ten- 
der gloom'  which  beautifully  tinges  the 
«rhole  surface  of  her  works,  (like  the  dim 
religious  light  of  an  ancient  forest,  or  of  one 
af  her  own  lonely  fitnes — 

*'A  nifhlir  misBler,  dim,  and  mood,  and  vast,)*'     t 

there  is  yota  more  than  wakeful, — a  cheerfhl, 
— «n  inextinguishably  cheerful  spirit, — an 
immortal  hoper-^a  calmness  of  the  just,' — 
as  manifest  and  as  majestic  in  herself  as  in 

*l4)affaeorUM  Alp*. 


her  own  **A]vBr's  glorioas  mMn,''t*-ani 

making  its  voice  heard  in  the  midst  of  its 

sorrow,  like  the  martyr's 

'*  Swwc  and  aoleiiin-breftlhioff  atraia. 
Piarciof  tha  flanea,  uatfanttliHia  and  olaai " 

We  have  called  it  the  vital  spirit  of  virtue 

which  sustains  her.    Let  us  say,  in  her  own 

language,  again, — 

**  It  ia  a  fearful,  yet  a  nlorioua  thiof . 
To  hear  Uwl  hfmn  vf  martypdooi,  and  know 
That  its  glad  ftieam  ef  nelodr  ouuld  apriiif 
Up  from  the  uiMoundcd  Kulfa  of  human  woe  I 
AWar !  TImmm  !— What  it  deep  t  what  atrooff  T 
GmTt  brtMtk  writkin, the  •unit " 

For  tueh  an  exhaustlcss  reservoir  of  r^ 
sources,  after  all,  is  the  secret  of  her  inspi- 
ration. And  this,  too,  is  the  inspiration  of 
truth,  dcepeeated,  but  calm,  as  a  lake  of  the 
hills,  in  tho  sun-bright  silence  of  the  breast 

This,  then,  we  regard  as  the  prineipU  of 
the  poetry  of  Mrs.  Hemans, — its  truth.  It  im- 
I^es  muchf  in  detail.  It  implies  perception, 
imagination,  sensibility,  self-control,  and 
control  over  language ;  and  truth,  and  taste, 
in  all ;  for  there  is  need  to  know,  feel,  reason, 
conceive,  and  describe,  and  all  in  their  due 
proportion  and  season;  in  other  words,  as 
truth  requires, — since  to  feci  too  much  {for 
example)  is  of  course  as  false  to  Nature  as 
to  feel  too  little,  or  not  at  all ;  and  as  regards 
the  party  to  whom  poetry  is  addressed,  to 
be  unable  to  command  the  means  of  convey, 
ing  what  is  fch,  by  suitable  language,  is  the 
same,  so  far  as  the  deficiency  exists,  as  if 
there  were  nothing  to  be  conveyed,  and  no 
effort  made  to  do  it 

This  characteristic  implies,  then,  that 
what  is  attempted,  is  done.  It  does  not  im- 
ply, necessarily,  the  highest  order  of  genius, 
in  the  popular  sense  of  the  term,  or, — not  to 
settle  the  precedence  of  the  diversities  of 
genius, — ^it  does  not  imply  every  kind  of  it 
In  the  Evening  Prayer  at  a  Girls*  School, 
Mrs.  Hemans  may  have  exquisitely  succeed- 
ed in  doing  justice  to  the  truth  of  a  beauti- 
ful subject  (as  we  think  she  has)  without 
evincing  (as  we  think  she  has  not)  the  uni- 
versal  power  of  Shakspeare  to  identify  him 
sel^  intuitively,  as  it  has  been  described 
with  every  character  which  he  wished  to  re 
present,  **  and  to  pass  from  one  to  another 
like  the  same  soul  successively  animating 
different  bodies."  This  may  be  necessary 
to  a  perfect  dramatic  talent,  but  not  to  every 
species  of  composition ;  the  writer  himscli; 
whose  splendid  sketoh  we  refer  to,  admits 

r  Foreit  Banctnary. 
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Uiat  ercn  the  muTemlity  of  his  gcoxoB 
was  *  perhaps  a  disadvantage  to  hu  iingle 
workt^*  the  Tsriety  of  his  lescraroes  some- 
times diverting  him  £rom  applying  them  lo 
the  most  effectual  pnipoBe. 

Mrs.  Hemans  did  not  attempt  everything, 
tlioagh  her  range  certainly  wss  wide  enough 
to  content  the  mere  ambition  of  most  authors. 
Nor  did  ehc  equally  succeed  in  everything 
she  did  undertake,  especially  in  the  earlier 
part  of  her  career,  while  it  remained  yet  to 
be  decided  by  trial,  to  her  own  satisfaction, 
what  she  was  best  qualified  to  do.  It  b  one 
of  the  traits  she  most  deserves  to  be  praised 
for,  that  she  h&s  not  attempted  some  things, 
as  mnch  as  that  she  succeeded  so  eminently 
in  others.  It  were  far  better  for  the  world, 
as  well  as  fi>r  tliose  who  write  for  it,  if  they 
would  exercise  a  good  deal  more  of  the  mind 
they  do  possess,  in  the  shape  of  a  sound 
judgment  and  a  nice  tact,  to  determine  what 
they  cannot  accomplish,  and  what  they 
should  not  attempt  There  would  be  &r  more 
work  done, — and  fiir  worthier  of  being  done, 
o^-and  better  done ; — and  far  fewer  of  those 
abortive  abuses  which  consist  in  tlie  jug. 
gling  torture,  and  end  often  in  the  sacrifice, 
of  real  poetical  power,  with  only  the  reward 
of  the  open-mouthed  gaze  of  the  mob, — up- 
tonied  ibr  a  moment,— who  are  silly  enough 
to  surroand  the  stage  which  it  plays  its 
pranks  on.  Tliere  is  no  necessity  of  parti- 
cularizing those  portions  of  the  works  of  our 
authoress,  in  which  she  has  succeeded  best, 
or  leastt  npon  this  principle  of  following  her 
bent.  Suffice  it  to  say  that  she  made  it  a 
study — at  the  expense  of  experience,  of 
eonrse-— a  serious  and  conscientious  study ; 
and  that  she  finally  devoted  herself,  ftr  the 
most  part,  with  a  sagacity  and  a  self-denial 
equally  worthy  of  all  admiration,  to  the  de- 
partment she  found  herself  to  be  fitted  for. 
Thus,  too,  did  she  follow  out  the  principle 
of  her  genius,  its  truth.  She  was  true  to 
herself^  as  well  as  to  nature ;  true  to  her  own 
nature,  we  should  rather  say;  and  because 
she  was  so,  in  no  small  degree  it  is,  that  she 
achieved,  in  those  departments^  a  success 
unrivalled  in  the  history  of  the  literature  to 
which  we  allude. 

It  might  be  expected  that  poetry  to  which 
Jiese  remarks  were  applicable,  should  be 
struDgiy  distinguished  by  its  simplioity ;  and 
it  is  so.  Truth  is  always  simple,  as  every 
speeies  of  affeetation  necessarily  is  other- 
wise, and  stands  directly  in  its  light  lliese 


compositions  are  ss  simple  as  they  are  calm 
and  serene.  They  will  please  therefi>re,  at 
lea^  when  they  do  not  surprise;  nay,  in 
the  midst  of  all  the  whirl  and  turmoil  of  tlie 
machinery  of  the  poetry-factory  of  these 
days,  they  will  surprise,  even,  by  Uicir  scrctio 
simplicitry.  They  did  so,  especially  at  their 
first  appearance ;  and  it  is  only  because  Mnt 
Hemaps  herself  has  accui:touicd  the  public 
to  this  rarest  of  tlie  novcItic$:,  that  tiic  im. 
pression  of  its  charm  may  have  been  in  any 
degree  even  transiently  disparaged,  as  by 
the'chargc,fi>r  example,  of  monotony.  An 
accomplished  writer,  to  whom  wo  are  proba- 
bly more  indebted  in  tliia  country,  than  to  any 
other  individual,  next  to  the  authoress  her- 
self,  for  the  early  acquaintance  wc  have  ma<'^ 
with  her  poems,  has  well  illustrated  h**.  mer- 
it in  this  respect,  as  compared  with  the  noisy 
and  difiicult  jargon  of  many  who  have  gone 
before  her,  by  reference  to  tlie  anecdote  of 
Napoloon^B  coronation,  as  emperor,  in  the 
cathedral  of  Notre  Dame.  The  fondness 
of  the  French  (or  parade  and  c0cct,  is  well 
known,  and  this  was  the  most  brilliant  era 
of  the  great  man^s  career.  The  Parisians, 
to  astonish  everybody,  filled  the  orchestra 
with  eighty  harps,  which  were  struck  toge- 
ther with  unequalled  skilL  *The  whole 
world*  was  delighted.  But  presently  enter- 
ed the  Pope.  A  few  of  his  singers,  who 
came  with  him  from  Rome,  received  him 
with  HieTues  Petrus  of  Scarlatti.  Notan 
instrument  wajd  heard ;  tlicre  were  no  fash- 
ionable flourishes;  but  the  simple  majesty 
of  the  old-fashioned  air,'  *  annihilated  at 
once  the  whole  effect  of  the  preceding  fan- 
faronade.** We  have  had  a  liberal  allow- 
ance of  instrumental  in  the  poetry  of  our 
times ;  and  the  Voice  of  Spring  is  wortli 
the  whole  of  it  What  a  streogth  is  in  its 
simplicity!  What  power  fit>m  lips  that 
seem  to  tremble,  as 

*'  Ther  BtriTe  to  iposlu 
Like  a  fhul  barp-ttrioit,  ibaken  bj  the  Monn  V* 

So  spake  ihe  Switzer's  Wife,  when  the  SpeUi 
of  Ihme  inspired  her : — 

*'Ay.  pak  sbe  Hood,  but  witb  an  ejre  of  lishu 
And  look  hw  fair  efaiM  to  ^r  faoljr  broaat. 

And  UAed  bar  soft  voice,  that  gather'd  micbt 
Afl  it  fbond  laoffuace  t-"  Are  we  thua  oppieai'd  1 

Thea  UMiat  we  riae  npea  our  mountaia  sod. 

And  nan  moat  arm,  and  woman  call  on  God  !** 


•  North  Ameriean  Review,  for  April  1887,  We  oeew 
aeareelraar.  thai  afloaion  is  made  above  to  Ibf  editfn 
or  Uie  Boaton  edition  or  tbe  l-iaxiier  Poems  of  nn  H«* 
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" I  know  wkftt  iboa  wooldM  do,-«gd  b«  it donl 
Thy  lou]  it  darkened  with  its  fe«n  for  ne. 

Trufll  Rra  to  Hmven.  mj  kiHbaiid  t  Tbia.  Uif  mm. 
The  bab«  whom  I  have  boroe  thee,  mat  be  ^  1 

\nd  the  tweet  memory  of  oar  plaatant  hearth 

May  well  five  atrenftb-if  auf ht  be  ttfoog  oo  etith 

"  Thou  beat  beeo  broodiog  o*er  the  ailaot  dread 
Of  m J  detpoadiDK  tean ;  now  lift'  onee  morep 

Mf  boater  of  the  hiJk.  Ibjr  atateiy  heod. 
And  let  thioe  eagle  glaoee  mj  joy  reatoral 

1  can  bear  all.  but  teeing  tJut  tubdaed,— 

Take  to  thee  back  thioe  own  oodaunted  n 


"  Go  forth  betide  the  waters,  and  along 
The  ehamoit-pothe,  and  through  the  fofeale  goi 

And  toll,  in  bunikig  worda.  thy  tale  of  wrong 
To  the  brave  heaitt  that  'midtt  the  hamlelt  glow. 

God  thall  be  with  thee,  my  bebved  !-A  way ! 

Dieta  but  thy  ehild,  and  leave  aae.-I  eao  piay  !'* 

llo  tpranr  op  like  a  warrior-youth  awaking 

To  elarion-toooda  upon  th« tinglmr  air: 
He  caoght  her  to  hit  breatt.  while  proud  tean,  breakiag 

'^-nm  hit  dark  eyra,  roll  o'er  her  braided  hair.— 
Ana     *Vorthy  art  thou."  wat  hit  joyoua  ery. 
*-  That  Biao  for  thee  ahould  gird  hiavelf  to  die.** 

Here,  it  roust  be  confessed,  after  al],  is  the 
forte  of  Mrs.  Hemans, — the  fireside;  and 
we  come  now  to  saj,  in  a  word,  that  We 
consider  her  not  only,  as  the  Edinburgh  Re- 
Tiew  pronounced  her  some  six  years  since, 
'  The  mott  touching  and  accomplished  writer 
of  occasional  verses  that  our  literature  has 
yet  to  boast  of^ — splendid  as  that  compli- 
ment is, — ^but  as  the  model,  in  erery  respect, 
of  what  a  female  writer  of  poetry  sbotild  be. 
Her  poetry,  itself^  is  the  model  of  female 
poetry,  so  to  speak.  It  has  not  simply  a 
negative  merit,  of  course,  fhongh  that  in 
our  times  is  something  to  be  distingtushed 
by,  if  not  to  boast  of;  the  merit  of  being 
flhee  from  the  characteristic  faults  or  foibles 
of  men  or  women ;  of  being  perfectly  amia- 
ble  as  well  as  decorous,  and  meek  and  mod- 
est in  all  the  fervour  of  its  earnestness. 
This  fervour  itself,  pure  as  it  is,  is  an  ez- 
qtiisite  quality  which  belongs,  in  its  true 
fineness,  only  to  a  woman^s  heart  Mrs. 
If  emans  had  a  generous  share  of  it  in  her 
temperament ;  and  she  has  poured  and  pour- 
ed it  out,  strong  and  fresh  as  the  rushing 
waters  of  her  own  *  streams  and  fbimts'  of 
the  Spring,  when  they  burst 

**  From  their  tparry  eavea. 
And  the  earth  reaouoda  with  the  joy  of  wavea.** 

What  dcvotcdness, — ^what  f<^le68,  uncal- 
i.tilating,  uncompromising  confidence, — the 
confidence  of  the  heart, — of  a  wonutn's  heart 
—breathe,  as  with  a  living  ardour  of  the 
warm  lips  themselves,  in  the  agony  of  Inez  at 
Ihe  Auto  da  F6,  when  the  *  breathless  rider' 
•bund  her  by  the  gkam  of  the  midnight  fire. 


^'d  off  fieitdy  thoeo  who  came  to  part. 

HMh'd  to  that  pale  girl,  aod  clajpTher  to  Ma  bMil 

And  for  a  oMMoent  all  aroond  gave  way 
To  that  (bll  bunt  of  patiion !— on  hit  breait. 
Like  a  btid  panting  yet  firom  ffaar,  ahe  lay* 
But  bleat— in  nitery'a  very  lap-yet  bleat!-' 
Oh  love.  love,  atrong  at  death !— from  toeh  an  boor 
Pretaing  oat  joytiy  tbine  immortal  power. 
Holy  and  fervent  love!  bad  earth  but  rott 
For  thee  aod  thine,  thia  world  were  all  too  bir ! 
How  could  we  tbenoe  be  wean'd  to  die  witbuaid«apair  t 

Bat  ahe— tt  faNt  a  willow  from  the  ttorm. 
O'er  hi  own  river  iireaminc— that  reclined 
On  the  yonth'e  boeom  bung  her  fragile  form 
And  eiatpug  armt.  to  poittoaaioly  twined 
Unround  bit  neok— with  tucfa  a  trutiing  fold, 
A  full  deep  tente  of  tafely  in  their  hoU, 
At  if  naught  earthly  might  th*  embrace  onbind  ! 
Alat!  a  child't  fond  faith,  believing  itill 
Ita  roother*a  bieaat  beyond  the  lightning't  reach  to  km  * 

What  a  picture  is  tliis !  How  do  we  fed 
that  only  one  who  has  herself  a  heart,  and 
such  a  heart,  can  render  such  justice  to 

••Thettrife 
Of  love,  faith,  fear,  and  that  vain  dream  of  lift, 
JVitJuM  kw  w&mam*»  breattP* 

How  do  we  seem  to  hear,  as  her  hero  *  woos 

her  back  to  life,*  in  his  frenzy,   her  ^soft 

voice  in  his  soul  !*    How  do  we  see,  again, 

"  Her  large  tean  gush 
Like  blood-dropi  from  a  victim  ;  initA  nrft  raim 
Balking  the  b^om  where  sk4  Uan*d  that  homr, 
Jis  if  her  life  vouldvuU  U  thai  o'ersiceUmt  thower.** 

Not  an  *  inalienable  trust*  is  this,  alone; 
but  what  an  exquisite  tenderness  is  mingled 
with  it;  and  bow  does  that  trait  pervade 
thia  poetry  everywhere,  till  it  must  melt  the 
manhood  even  of  the  *  stoics  of  the  wood,' 
the  savages  in  sentiment,  who  would  have 
been  themselves  ashamed — forsooth!  —  to 
*  stain*  their  Indian  page  *  with  grief.*  Yet 
have  they  wept  with  the  Bride  of  tlie  Greek 
Isle,  when  leaving  the  vine  at  her  fiither*! 
door,  and  the  myrtle  once  called  her  own, 

"She  tom*d— and  her  mother's  gaae  brought  baek 
Each  hue  of  her  childhood's  faded  track. 
Oh !  both  the  tong,  and  let  her  teara 
Flow  to  the  dreanf  of  her  early  yean ! 
Holy  and  pure  are  the  dropi  that  fall 
When  the  young  bride  goea  from  her  fathaia*  haD« 
She  goet  unto  bve  yet  untried  aod  new, 
She  paru  from  love  which  hath  ttill  been  tme ; 
Mute  be  the  aomr  aod  the  choral  ttraio. 
Till  her  heart't  deep  well-tpring  ia  clear  again ! 
She  wept  on  her  mother't  faithful  breatt. 
Like  a  babt^al  tobt  itwlf  to  rcat ; 
She  wepl-yet  laid  her  hand  the  wUU 
In  hie  that  waited  hfr  dawning  entile. 
Her  eouTe  afHancfid,  nor  eheriah'd  tut 
Ar  the  gmth  ef  nature*e  taidemeee  P* 

These,  we  say,  ore  the  fervour,  and  tlie 
trust,  and  the  tenderness,  of  a  woman's  po- 
etry. Shakspcarc  himself,  perfect  as  even 
his  female  characters  are< — as  fitr  as  they  are 
not  female,  bat  only  human, — did  not  write 
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Uns,  uid  could  not,  for  though  he  was  like 
all  other  men,  excepting^  tliat  he  resembled 
oobodj,  as  Hailitt  describes  him,  he  was 
not  like  woman^  and  he  could  enter  into  the 
fteling  of  her  character, — ^the  female  feeling, 
— in  some  respects  perhaps  bat  little  better 
than  Milton  himsel£  It  is  no  reproach  to 
him  that  he  could  not,  any  more  than  it  is 
to  Mrs.  Hemans  that  she  could  not  write  like 
him.  It  may,  howerer,  occasion  a  dramatic 
deficiency, — more  or  less  perceptible  to  the 
reader,  as  he  or  she  is  possessed  more  or  leas 
of  the  quality  itself  in  question,— wherever 
the  play  moYos  oyer  ground  which  does  not 
belong  to  this  genius  of  man:  and  hence 
Shakspcare  appears  best  upon  his  own  ground, 
and  so  far  forth  as  he  represents  the  influ- 
ence, rather  than  the  absolute  existence,  of 
the  other  sex.  And  the  same  is  true  of  her, 
and  of  her  heroes.  If  it  be  true  to  a  greater 
extent,  on  one  hand,  she  has  gained  and 
saved  something,  on  the  other,  by  the  exer- 
else,  in  this  instance,  again,  of  that  excellent 
tact — itwlf  almost  a  characteristic  of  the  sex, 
— which  she  has  generally  employed  to  so 
good  purpose  in  the  choice  of  subjects  as 
well  as  of  style,  and  not  less  in  forbearance 
than  in  effort.  She  has  avoided,  almost  en- 
tirely, mere  masculine  materiel,  and  has  gra^ 
dually  abandoned  even  those  topics  of  gene- 
ral interest,  which  do  not  actually  require 
the  exertion  of  her  more  peculiar  power.  If 
she  leaves  the  fireside  oooasionaUy,  she  does 
not  travel  m  male  disguise,— still  less  does 
she  cease  to  be  what  she  is.  Her  household 
gods  go  with  her  wherever  she  goes, — and 
the  sound  of  their  parting  footsteps  is  audi- 
Ue  with  her  own.  With  the  wreck,  and  the 
treasures  of  the  deep,  'mid  gold  and  gems, 
and  buried  isles,  and  towers  overthrown,  we 
6nd 

**Th6  lott  And  torahr  !-^1mw  for  wjiom 
Tb*  pia«e  wu  k«pl  at  board  ud  baaitb  M  loos  !** 

S9ie  brings  her  'flowers*  for  crowni  to  the 
tarhf  deadt  and  for 

"BridMtBWSftf/-    « 
Thsf  ««ra  bora  to  bhab  in  dMir  ■Uninc  hair !» 

She  sends  the  Crusader  to  Syrian  deserts, 
that  he  may  find  his  way  back  again  to 
some  fond  mother's  glance,*  that  *o*er  Aim, 
too,  brooded  in  his  early  years.*  She  makes 
the  conqueror  in  his  sleep,  *  a  child  again.* 
rhe  Traveller,  at  the  source  of  the  Nile, 
B 


thinks  of  the  wild  sweet  voices  of  the 


^'Haaataorplaj, 
Whora  brifhtlj  tbrou«h  the  bdecheo  ihada. 
Their  watora  jiUnced  away." 

Her  trumpet  sounds  for  the  lover  to  quit  hia 

marriage  allar,  and 

"The  mother  on  her  flrat-born  ion, 
Looka  With  a  bodint  e/e ;" 

and  It  is  still '  woman  pn  the  field  of  batlls 
itselfl  She  felt  that  hero  was  her  empire 
She  knew  that  it  w&s  the  spells  of  home 
which  inspired  her,  and  she  clung  even  to 
the  forsaken  hearth,  and  to  the  graves  them- 
selves, of  the  household.  The  clement  pf  her 
poetry  was  the  warm  air  of  the  fireside. 
The  faith,  the  trust,  the  fear,  the  love,  even 
the  anguish,  of  a  woman's  heart,  sustained 
her, — and  she  revived  with  the  'taste  of 
tears,** — and  again,  and  again,  while  yet  she 
weeps,  like  tlie  Bride  of  tlic  Isle,  till  her  voice 
seems  lost  with  the  choking  swell,  sweeter 
and  clearer  than  ever  do 

*•  Her  kiveljr  thoofhta  from  thair  oeUa  find  way, 
In  tba  midden  flow  of  the  plainiive  lai.** 

We  say,  then,  the  distinctive  character  of 
her  poetry  is  female— and  in  its  being  in 
that  department  just  what  it  should  be.  It 
is  aU  the  records  of  woman ;  aZ2,  the  songs 
of  the  affections.  It  is  the  poetry  of  the 
household,  the  poetry  of  the  heart 

Nor  let  us,  in  tliis  connexion,  lose  sight 
altogether  of  the  aid  she  derived  from  her 
personal  experience,  her  experience  as  a  wifo 
and  a  mother,  and  still  more,  the  lessons 
which  circmnstances,  more  individual,  must 
have  taught  her.  We  will  not  go  krgely 
into  these,  but  it  is  essential  to  a  right  appre- 
ciation of  her  poetical  character,  that  as  much 
of  her  history  as  a  popular  foreign  writer 
has  lately  communicated,  should  be  known  -* 
*  They  learn  in  suffering  what  they  teach  m 
song,*  was  Shelley's  maxim;  and  Mrs.  He> 
mans  did  more  than  to  adopt  it  as  a  theme4 
She  lived  it  her  lifo  long ;  and,  like  her  V^ 

*  ^oraat  Sanctuary. 

.  t  ''Felicia  Dorothea  Browne  waa  bom  hi  Liverpool, 
la  a  fmall  quainl-lookini  hooae  in  St.  Anne  siri>et.  nnw 
atandinc.  old  faahioned  and  demlate,  in  the  midM  of  the 
newer  Duildings  bjr  wliicb  it  is  rarrounded.  Our  ah 
alatnint  from  any  attempt  roinutelf  to  trace  her  hittorv, 
raqoirea  no  apoloay :  it  m  enoufh  to  aaf ,  that  when  cne 
waa  eery  youni,  rwr  famity  removed  from  Liverpool  to 
the  neishbourhood  of  Bl  Aaaph,  in  Ni»rib  Welea :  that 
aha  married  at  a  very  early  ate— that  her  married  ifa, 
after  the  birth  orflveaona,  wet  clouded  by  liieratriiflso- 
ment  of  her  haabaod--ihai.  on  the  death  of  her  moiher. 
with  whom  she  had  reeided.  ihe  broke  np  her  esiabliah- 
ment  in  Wales,  end  removed  to  Wavertree,  in  tha 


neighbourhood  orLiverpooJ^^from  whence,  after  a  re« 
deuce  of  about  three  years,  ahe  ajrnin  removed  to  D«>> 
Un— her  last  reeling  place.** jftk 
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iMMPUn  heroine,  ibe  took  ber  toale  iwUjr  on 

lusr,  knowinn^  how 

*'  Strtmgtk  m  bon 
In  the  deepiilenoe  oriong-raAriag  houti. 
Not  •midst  joj;" 

Uiotijrh  mourning,  with  the  Sicilian,  u  dis 

did, 

"That  there  ihooldbe 
Thing*,  witiefa  we  love  wttb  tocb  deep  leo^erneei, 
Bui.  throat  h  that  loTe.  to  leera  how  mfuk  tfvo€ 
Dwdli  in  one  hoar  like  this." 

Yet  loved  she  on,  and  learned  on,  till  her 
poetry  haa  been  imbued  with  aoch  a  spirit 
of  the  heart,  as  could  seem  only,  like  the  dj- 
Ing  breath  of  the  trampled  violet,  to  have 
been  crushed  out  of  it  in  the  act  of  its  ex- 
tinction. There  was  no  need  of  afibctation. 
She  had  in  herself,  again,  the  truth.  She 
looked  in  her  heart,  and  wrote.* 

Much  might  be  said  of  the  perfect  purity 
And  dignity  of  tlie  poetry  of  Mrs.  Hemans; 
but  these  are  inferable  from  the  sketch  we 
have  given  already,  as  general  as  it  is.  ^e 
has  not  been  surpassed  in  these  attributes  by 
any  writer  'of  the  severest  schod.  It  was 
the  n«ult  with  her,  of  an  ambition  of  the 
highest  order — a  deep  religious  principle — ^no 
more  than  Milton*s  ^  to  be  raised  from  the 
heat  of  youth  or  the  vapours  of  wuio ;'  *  nor 
Co  be  obtained  by  the  invocation  of  Dame 
Memory  and  her  siren  daughters;  but  by 
devout  prayer  to  that  eternal  Spirit  whq  can 
enrich  with  all  utterance  and  knowledge, 
and  sends  out  hi*  seraphim  with  the  haUow- 
ed  fire  of  his  altar,  to  touch  and  purify  the 
lips  of  whom  he  pleases.*  To  such  a  mind 
there  was  a  beauty  in  every  thing  which 
God  has  created;  and  although  it  was  no 
error  of  hers,  as  it  lias  been  of  so  many  be- 
fore her,  to  search  out  the  materials  of  poetry 
with  such  microscopic  eyes  as  to  degrade  its 
rmblo  offiee-~deBcribing  the  interior  of  a  cot- 
tage, (as  a  witty  critic  remarked  of  Crabbe,) 
like  a  person  sent  there  to  distrain  for  the 
lease,  and  recording,  a  rent  in  a  counterpane 
as  an  event  iu  history — none  could  be  more 
alive  than  she  was  to  the  respectability,  so 
to  speak,  ofall  that  reason  discovers  and  re- 
ligion reveals,  of  the  spiritual  met^iings  of 
Uie  universe  around  us,  in  the  least  as  we|l 
an  the  grandest  of  its  parts.  She  has  told  us 
where  we  may  trace  these  meanings  in  our 
daily  paths.  She  had  tr  sed  them  herself. 
She  had  looked  upon  nature  with  eyes  of 
ti!ve.  that  clothed  it,  m  all  its  shades,  with  the 

*  Sir  PbHip  Bydnej. 


mind*s  mystery,  like  the  *  faith,  touching  aR 
things  with  hues  of  heaven.*  No  author  has 
luxuriated  in  the  beauties  of  the  physical 
worid  with  a  keener  relish  than  she  has ;  and 
none  has  come  nearer  to  raising  them  as  it 
were  into  life  itself,  by  the  connexion  with 
the  lessons  of  Hfe  which  she  gives  them. 
There  is  no  little  genius  to  be  exercised  in 
preserving  the  delioate  relation  between  the 
dignity  of  bninanity,  of  mind,  time,  eternity, 
virtue,  truth,  of  God  himself,— tlie  highest 
themes  of  song,  in  a  word,— on  one  hand, 
and  that  of  the  subordinate  subject-matter, 
equally  to  bo  regarded  in  iiB  way,  on  the 
other.  This  relation  she  has  seen  and  re- 
spected. All  her  imagery,  borrowed  from 
nature,  rich  as  it  is,  is  made,  like  oriental 
flowers,  to  mean  somctliing,  and  to  utter  it 
in  a  language  of  its  own.  It  is  a  sort  of 
trellice-work,  for  thought  ^nd  affection  to 
climb  upon.  The  Palm  Tree,  for  example 
is  laden,  as  it  were,  with  a  moral,  as  with 
clusters  of  golden  grapes. 

In  respect  to  tiie  religious  dignity  which 
she  attached  tp  her  profession,  tlie  late  wri- 
ter in  the  AthensBum,  referred  to  above, 
quotes  fi-om  a  letter  which  lay  before  him  :-^ 
*  I  have  now,'  she  says,  *  passed  through  the 
feverish  and  somewhat  tisionary  state  of 
mind  often  connected  with  the  passionate 
study  of  art  in  early  life ;  deep  affections  ana 
deep  sorrows  seem  to  have  solemnized  my 
whole  being,  and  1  now  feel  as  if  bound  to 
higher  and  holier  tasks,  which,  though  I  may 
occasionally  lay  aside,  I  could  not  long  wan 
der  from  without  some  sense  €)f  dereliction 
I  hope  it  is  no  self-delusion,  but  I  can  no* 
help  sometimes  feeling  as  if  it  were  my  true 
task  to  enlarge  the  sphere  of  saered  poetry 
and  extend  its  influence.  When  yon  re- 
ceive my  volume  of  *  Scenes  and  Hymns, 
you  will  see  what  I  mean  by  enlarging  its 
sphere,  though  my  plan  as  yet  is  very  im- 
perfectly  developed.*  How  much  she  ac- 
complished in  this  noblest  sphere  of  her  la- 
bours, will  be  seen  in  the  following  pages 
How  much  remained  to  be  done,  wliich  she 
might  have  accomplished,  is  a  reflection  tliat 
must  add  a  new  poignancy  to  the  sorrow  her 
death  has  occasioned. 

Sho  speaks  here  of  the  passionate  (itudy  ca 
art  in  early  life.  And  tliis  is  not  the  least 
of  her  merits,— that  she  did  study,  early  and 
late,  her  whole  life  long,  making  poetry,  as 
it  deserveS|  no  less  a  subject  of  science  tlian 
a  gf  ft  of  genius.    She  was  above  the  misera 
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Ue  diBparagement  of  laboiu*  Bad  inrning, 
and  practice,  and  the  advice  of  the  world. 
She  profited  contirually  by  them  att;  and 
tlic  critics  have  id  no  respect  rendered  her 
fuUcr  justice,  than  in  noticiaf  th?  astonish- 
ing progress  indicated  by  her  saccessivo  pro- 
ductions. There  are  embryo  traces,  indeed, 
of  her  peculiar  mind,  and  particnlarly  of  her 
fervid  temperament  and  rich  imagination, 
etcn  in  the  juvenile  volome  alladed  to  above 
—and  passages  of  the  Sceptic  are  scarcely 
surpassed  in  strength  by  anything  which 
has  followed  them — ^but,  in  general,  the  con- 
tinuity of  character,  so  to  speak,  from  first 
to  last,  is  little  more  than  sufficient  to  show, 
al  the  same  time  with  the  identity  of  the 
intellect,  the  wonder-working  effect  of  what 
Milton  calls  *  industrious  and  select  reading, 
steady  observation,  insight  into  all  seemly 
and  generous  arts  and  affairs.*  A  glance  at 
her  notes,  mottoes,  and  translations  alone, 
^ill  convey  the  notion  of  a  learning  in  the 
•angnages  which  would  seem  to  bo  result 
enough,  in  itseU^  for  the  toil  of  a  life  like 
•lers.  Hence  much  of  her  glowing  ftcility 
and  felicity  of  language.  Much  of  it,  indeed, 
— the  unrivalled  elegance,  (for  there  is  no- 
thing in  English  literature  which  exceeds 
Aer  in  this  regard,)  the  exquisite  grace,  the 
indescribable  tact  of  phraseology, — ^these 
were  original  with  her,  and  were  especially 
^numg  tho  female  traits  of  her  genius.  Even 
these,  however,  were  improved  with  tlie 
rast,  till  by  dint  of  discipline,  added  to  na- 
tive  ability,  she  came  at  length  to  be  mii*. 
tress  of  an  inimitable  finishing-power, — a 
power  of  doing  precise  justice  to  the  niceties 
of  conception  wilh  which  perhaps  the  mind 
of  a  woman  only  is  conversant, — a  minia- 
ture minuteness, — such  as  nothing  short  of 
the  power  itself  would  enable  us  properly  to 
describe.  The  enthusiasm  of  Mrs.  Hemons 
made  even  her  industry  indefatigable.  Those 
who  affect  her  more  attractive  qualities,  will 
do  well  to  imitate  this.  It  requires  no  small 
share,  in  the  outset,  to  study  her  works  at- 
tentively enough— especially  as  they  are 
read  cursorily  with  such  eager  interest — to 
appreciate  the  credit  she  deserves  in  this  re- 
^pert.  It  was  the  most  difficult  result  of  her 
sbour  that  sho  succeeded  in  concealing  the 
effort,  while  she  proved  the  effect. 

Thus,  then,  is  her  poetry  distinguished. 
Others  have  possessed  her  imagination,  her 
taste,  her  ambition,  her  art,  her  glowing 
foeling,  her  christian  principle ;  but  they  did 


not  all  undertake,  and  they  were  not  all  oom- 
petent  if  they  had,  to  devote  the  exercise  oC 
every  energy,  effectually,  to  the  one  object 
of  her  labours, — ^the  composition  of  a  mode* 
which  might  perfectly  represent  what  fb 
mole  poetry  is  and  should  be.  This  Mrs 
HeiQans  has  done.  She  had  a  genius  wor 
thy  to  be  the  representative  of  that  of  her 
sex, — and  she  sounded  the  depths  of  its  capo* 
cities  of  exertion  and  suffering,  and  trained 
them,  with  every  ftculty,  to  do  justice  to 
herself^  her  sex,  her  race,  her  Creator,  in  the 
discharge  of  the  true  office  of  the  profession 
sho  chQac,*>the  iUuminating  or  figuring  forth 
of  truth,  (as  Sydney  describes  it,)  and  espo- 
oially  of  the  truth  most  worthy  of  the  work, 
*«which  it  most  concerns  men,  as  such,  to 
feel  the  ferco  of^ — and  which,  also,  she  was 
lierseif  best  qualified  so  to  set  forth — ^  hy  the 
apeokifig  picture  of  jtociry,*  She  wrote  wit 
only  as  none  but  a  woman  could  write,  but 
so  wrote  09  tliat,  in  her  dopartment,  neither 
her  prodecQssors,  or  successors,  of  her  own 
sex,  have  been,  or  will  he,  able  to  surpasf  her. 
In  introducing  her  works  entire,  for  tha 
first  time,  it  may  b^  proper  to  allude  to  the 
interest  she  has  been  firequently  known  to 
express  In  our  peculiar  institutions  and  prot- 
pccls,  and  the  gratification  she  derived  iYojn 
(ho  evidence,  to  which  she  could  not  be  blind, 
that  her  productions  wore  nowhere  more 
eordiolly  welcomed,  or  more  fully  appreci- 
ated, than  hero.  For  the  numerous  compii 
sitions  founded  on  American  themes,  sucli  a 
reception  was  rather  to  be  anticipated,  q$  a 
mark  of  the  pleasure  we  felt  in  the  worth  f 
illustration  of  our  national  topics,  and  cspi- 
cially  by  the  talent  of  one  who  by  no  meant 
dceined  it  necessary  to  be  fiilthless  to  her 
own  country,  or  to  any  thing  else  her  ovm, 
that  she  might  do  justice  to  the  world  at 
large  beside.  But  this  was  not  her  sole  re- 
commendation  to  us.  Five  years  since  an 
English  authority  of  note  suggested  that  *her 
peculiar  beauties  were  first  pointed  out  to  us 
by  our  trons-atlontic  brethren.*  There  was 
great  truth  in  the  remark ;  and  the  fact  is 
as  creditable  to  one  party,  as  the  admission 
of  it  is  to  tlie  other.  She  h^s  lost  nothing 
among  us  in  later  days,  and  her  American 
fiune  was  dear  to  the  last  The  feeling  with 
which  the  Landing  pf  the  Pilgrim  Fatherb 
is  regarded,  was  rightly  represented  to  hci 
during  the  last  season,  by  a  gentleman  firom 
New-England,  who  called  on  her  at  Dub 
lin,  and  the  enthusiasm  of  gratification  vh 
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expressed  to  him,  was  BQch  as  the  composi. 
tion  itself  might  lead  us  to  expect  She  had 
composed  that  poem  in  the  glow  of  a  barat 
of  admiration,  immediately  awakened  by  the 
chance  perusal  of  a  part  of  some  Plymouth 
Oration  (as  it  seemed  to  be)  which  she  found 
on  a  scrap  of  an  old  newspaper.  '  And  I  can 
tell  you  tlie  portion  of  it  we  like  best,*  our 
friend  added, — 

*'  And  tlmy  kfl  auuiaed.  what  there  they /«iiiui;*'~ 
Aj^freedcm  to  worship  God  f  she  quickly 
subjoined ;  *  tlie  truth  was  the  best  part  of  it, 
I  know ; — I  rejoice  that  it  is  so,  and  that 
you  so  understand  it* 

We  trust  it  will  be  so  understood,  as  long 
as  the  old  Rock  itself  shall  stand.  To  tell  the 
truth  of  that  grand  occasion,  was  praise 
enough  for  any  poet ;  it  was  a  truth  stronger 
than  fiction  ever  was,  and  which  fiction 
oould  but  degrade.  But  we  know  her  more 
than  as  the  poet  of  the  Pilgrims.  We  shall 
cherish  the  fiime  which  was  bom  with  us ; 
she  has  trusted  it  safely  to  our  hands.  We 
■ball  remember  her  as  she  would  herself 
have  desired  to  be  remembered,  in  all  'words 
that  breathe,  and  thoughts  that  bum.*  She 
•ska, — ^let  us  hear  her  once  more, — 

'  Wbeo  will  70  think  of  roe,  mj  friends  1 

When  will  ye  think  ofmel— 
Whan  the  leet  red  lifhi,  the  farewell  of  day. 
From  the  rock  end  the  river  it  paniny  away— 
When  the  air  with  a  deep'ntnr  hush  ia  fraofht. 
And  the  heart  ffrowa  bardeo'd  wiih  taodsr  thought,— 

Then  let  it  be ! 

When  win  ye  think  of  me.  kind  friendal 

Wheii  will  ye  think  of  mo  ? 
Whon  tho  roM  of  the  rich  mid-tummer  tinM 
la  liird  with  the  hue*  of  iia  glorinua  primf^— 
When  ye  Rather  ita  bionm,  oa  in  briylit  houra  fled, 
i^ron  the  walka  where  my  fuuiatopa  oo  mure  may 
Uwiii— 

Then  let  it  be* 


WbSB  will  ye  think  of  me.  eweel  friendal 

When  will  ye  think  of  me  t 
When  the  luddcn  tears  o'erfluw  your  cya 
At  the  aound  of  aoeae  olden  metpdy. 
When  ye  hear  the  voice  of  a  mountain  ■trosJHw 
When  ye  feel  ihe  charm  of  a  pti«t*a  dream. 

Then  let  It  be! 

Thus  let  my  memory  6e  with  yon,  frieoda! 

iSiua  ever  think  of  me ! 
Kindly  and  f  entJy,  but  as  of  one 
For  whom  'tis  well  to  be  fled  end  gone— 
Aa  of  a  bird  from  a  chain  UDbound, 
Aa  of  a  wandeier  whoee  hmna  ia  foand— 

Boletilbe!" 

Ay,  and  so  wiU  it  be.    It  will  be  with  the 

thousands  of  hearts  which  have  been,  like 

Sydney*8,  *  moved  more  than  with  a  trumpet,* 

now  by  the  soft  sweetness  that  pleaded  fi>r 

room  in  the  Pagan  Heaven,  *mid  all  the 

*  nobler  dead,*  fi>r  the  unknown  *  most  loved,* 

**  Of  whom  fame  apeaka  not,  with  her  clarion  voiee^ 
In  racalliaUa;" 

and  now  with  the  majestic  spirit  of  the  strain 

that  gives  a  *  memory  on  the  mountains,*  to 

the  brave  bands  who  pledged  their  faith  for 

fireedom — 

''Where  the  light 
Of  day'a  laat  foolalep  bathea  in  bammg  gold 
Great  Righi'a  cliflk;  and  where  Mount  Piiate*a  height 
Casts  o'er  hia  atarry  lake  ibe  darkness  of  his  might." 

It  will  be,  as  long  as  the  deep  yearnings 

which  she  knew  so  well  to  express,  and  to 

address,  shall  remain  with   men.     It  will 

be,  in  the  Hour  of  Prayer,  and  the  Hour  of 

Death ;  and  the  Dreams  of  the  Better  Land 

will  be  Uglitcd  with  hues  of  the  hatmting 

beauty  of  remembered  visions  of  the  song. 

It  will  be  while  yet  the  honour  of  heroic 

virtue  shall  live  upon  htunan  lips,  and  till 

the  holy  love,  in  human  hearts  so  «oreIy 

tried,  shall  find,  after  all  its  weary  t^issing 

u^  timers  waves,  a  home  where  it  majr 

rest, 

**  remembering  not 
The  moaning  of  the  seal' 
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[Thii  Memoir  h  oztryeled  «ntir«  from  "The  Poetical  Beaaiai  of  the  late  If  ra.  Heaaia,**  a  voloiae  raeenUy 
pubriihed  io  Ediaborxh.  embracing  mmiw  prodaeUooa  of  our  author  which  had  not  hitherto  been  publiehed 
Than  will  be  fonad  m  thia  volome,  bof  ioniag  oo  page  4(4,  and  exteodioff  to  the  cloM  of  the  book.] 


Ab  tlui  IB  the  lartof  aaariea  of  poetical  voluniea, 
which,  making  their  appearance  at  intervala  during 
the  last  nineteen  yean,  have  in  an  eepedal  manner 
anesied  the  attentioo  of  the  iroaginatiTe  and  the  in- 
tellectual ;  and,  aa  all  have  oatunlly  a  deaire  to  know 
•omething  of  thote  fiom  whom  they  have  received 
mental  gratification  or  delight,  it  has  been  determined, 
that  a  brief  btographical  memoir  of  the  acoompUehed 
and  lamented aatfaor.should  be  prefixed  to  tbeae  pages. 

Felicia  Dorothea  Browne  waa  bom  in  Liverpool  on 
dw  25th  of  September,  1793L  Her  mother,  whose  &• 
mily-mune  waa  Wagner,  although  a  Gennan  by  ap- 
pellation, waa  of  Italian  descent  Her  father  wos  a 
merchant  ol  considerable  eminence ;  but,  being  en- 
piged  in  extensive  specnlatkms,  during  the  unfixed 
and  vaiying  periods  of  the  French  Revolulipn,  he,  in 
common  with  many  others,  fiom  the  unlooked-for  and 
destructive  changea  of  that  eventful  time,  sufifeied 
under  those  reverses  which  aie  incidental  to  a  com- 
mercial life.  A  fev9,  years  aAerwards,  and  while  his 
daughter  was  consequently  still  very  young,  he  retired 
with  his  fiunily  into  Wales,  and  resided  for  some  time 
at  G^iych,  near  Abergele,  in  Denbighshire. 

In  that  secluded  region,  where  the  romantic  varie- 
ties of  sea  and  mountain  scenery  are  beautifully  com- 
bined and  contrasted,  the  lamented  subject  of  this 
short  memoir  was  educated  by  a  mother,  not  only  of 
eiemplaiy  virtue,  but  whoae  acquirements  were  of  a 
high  order.  Here  also  it  was,  that  Mrs.  Hemans  re- 
ceived those  impressions  of  the  sublime  and  lovely  in 
the  features  of  the  external  world,  which  ever  aAer- 
waids  lent  a  colouring  to  her  feelings,  and  exercised 
so  marked  an  influence  on  the  t^ne  of  her  mind  and 
writings. 

Under  these  fostering  influences,  the  peculiar  bias 
of  her  imagination  and  intellect  began  to  develope 
itself  at  an  early  period  of  childhood.  While  yet  only 
m  her  sixth  year,  she  took  to  the  reading  of  Shakspeare 
SI  her  ftvourite  recreai  <ni,  and,  such  was  the  reten- 
tiveness  of  her  memory,  ihat  she  could  repeat  pages 
of  his  most  striking  scenes,  as  well  as  many  passagetf 
from  our  beet  poets,  after  little  more  than  a  single 
pSTusaL  The  circumstance  is  certainly  not  a  imique 
one,  but,  in  her  case,  is  a  proof  of  the  intense  delight, 
which  her  mind  enjoyed  while  imbibing  the  beautiful 
■nd  grand  in  sentiment,— impressions  so  instantane* 
onsly  stamped  showing  their  depth  by  their  durability. 

Such  a  prevailing  love  of  poetry  soon  naturally 
xunea  to  a  cultivation  of  the  art  in  bor  own  person ; 


and  a  volume  of  venes,  written  by  her,  when  she  waa 
not  yet  eleven  yearn  old,  attracted  fiom  that  dfcum* 
stance,  as  well  as  frcm  their  intrinsic  merit,  no  inooiw 
siderable  share  of  public  attentioD.  This  little  volume 
was,  in  the  coune  of  the  fbiir  succeeding  yeais,  fol 
lowed  b/ two  others,  which  evinced  powers  graduaUy 
but  steadily  expanding,  and  which  were  received  with 
increasing  favour  by  the  admiren  of  poetiy.  Her 
studies,  up  to  this  time,  had  been  the  worid  to  her; 
with  nature  and  her  books  she  had  lived  in  devoted 
seclusion,  dreammg  bright  dreams ;  storing  up  know* 
ledge ;  and,  no  doubt,  enjoying  by  occasional  anticipa* 
tion,  glimpsesof  that  repotaticm,  which  was  eventually 
to  encircle  her  name.  But  a  change  soon  passed  over 
the  spirit  of  that  Elysian  picture ;  and,  in  her  nine- 
teenth  year,  she  was  married  to  Captain  Hemans,  of 
the  Fourth  Regiment,  a  gentleman  of  highly  respecic 
able  connections.  Unfortunately  his  health  had  been 
undermined  by  the  vicissitudes  of  a  military  life- 
more  porticulariy  by  the  hardships  he  had  endured 
in  the  disastrous  retreat  to  Comnna,  and  by  the  fever, 
which  proved  so  fttal  tn  many  of  our  troops  in  the 
Wolcheren  expedition.  Indeed  to  such  an  extent  waa 
this  breaking  up,  as  to  render  it  necessary  for  him,  a 
few  years  after  tficir  marriage,  to  exchange  his  native 
climate  for  the  milder  sky  of  Italy. 

The  literary  puKsuits  of  Mis.  Hemans  rendering  il 
ineligible  for  her  to  leave  England,  she  continued  to 
reside  with  her  mother  and  sister  ata  quiet  and  pretty 
spot,  near  St  Asaph,  in  North  Wales ;  where,  in  the 
bosom  of  her  family,  entirely  devoted  to  literature, 
and  to  the  education  of  five  interesting  boys,  in  whose 
welfare  centred  all  the  energies  of  her  mind  and 
heart,  she 

*'Trod  b  gentle  peace  her  gnilolen  war  ;'* 
and  ^n  mora  and  more  on  public  regard  and  estim^ 
tion  by  the  simple  and  pathetic  beauty  of  those  highly 
gifled  productions,  which  have  not  only  thrown  an 
additional  beauty  over  female  nature,  but  have,  doubt- 
less, advanced  in  many  a  meditative  bosom  the  sacrea 
causes  of  religion  and  virtue. 

Apart  firom  all  interoo^ise  with  literary  society,  atiU 
acquainted  only  by  name  and  occasional  correspond- 
ence with  any  of  the  distinguished  authors  of  whoir 
England  has  to  boast,  Mrs.  Hemans,  during  the  pio- 
gressot  her  poeticalcareer,  had  to  contend  with  mom 
and  greater  obetacles  than  usually  stand  in  the  peili 
of  female  authorship.  To  her  praise  be  it  spoken, 
therefore,  Ihat  it  was  to  her  own  ir^nt  alone,  wholly 
(21) 
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mdependent  of  ailTentiUoiis  eireiniiitaooei,  that  ihe 
WM  indebted  for  the  eztemiTe  thftra  of  popularity 
which  her  compotttloni  vltiAateljr  obtaiaed.  ^rotn 
Ihit  rtnd'iooa  tedoaioD  were  giTea  forth  the  two  poema 
which  fint  permanently  elevated  her  among  the  wri- 
ten  of  her  age,— (he  "  Rcaturetion  of  the  Worka  of  An 
to  Italy,**  and  '•Modem  Greeoe.**  In  theae  the  matu- 
rity  of  her  intellect  appean;  and  ahe  nakea  na  feel, 
that  the  has  marked  oat  a  path  for  henelf  throug^h  the 
nghm  of  aong.  The  TetaifkAfkm  h  faigh-toiied  and 
ttoAoti,  m  aeoMdance  with  the  aentimem  and  aob- 
Jecf ;  and  in  eteiy  page,  we  luiTe  evidence  noC  only 
of  iMta  and  genios,  but  of  careful  •laboratSon  and  re- 
aeanfa.  TlieaA  tthttM  wer6  foTOoraUy  iMMiced  by 
Lord  Byroit;  and  attmcted  the  admiratian  o/Shelle^. 
Bishop  Heber  *nd  odter  jodiciow  and  faitelligeiit 
counaellon  cheered  her  ott  by  their  approbation :  the 
repatation,  which,  tfaroogh  yeaiv  of  silent  study  and 
«fcrtion.  she  had,  no  doubt,  somotimes  with  brightened 
«nd  sometimes  with  doubtful  hopes,  looked  forward 
to  as  a  snflBcient  great  rewnid,  was  at  length  unequi- 
vocally and  unrelttctandy  acooided  he#  by  the  wortd : 
and,  probably,  this  was  the  happiest  period  of  her 
life.  The  translations  from  Comoens ;  the  Prize  poem 
of  Walhoe,  as  also  that  of  Dartmoor.  The  TtHM  and 
nistorie  Scetres,  the  Sceptic,  Hie  Welsh  Melodies; 
the  Siege  of  Valencia;  mid  the  Vespen  of  Palenno, 
may  all  be  referred  t6  this  epoch  of  her  literary  career ; 
and  are  characterited  by  beauties  of  a  high  and  pecu- 
liar siampi  With  inference  to  the  two  hitter,  it  must 
be  owned,  that  if  the  genius  of  Mfl  Remans  was  not 
eSMniially  diumatie,  yet  that  they  abound  with  high 
and  magnificent  bunts  of  poetry  It  waa  not  eaiy  to 
adapt  her  ftoe  taste  and  imifoimty  high-toned  senti- 
ment to  the  varied  aspects  of  lifo  and  character,  ne- 
c«amry  to  die  sucoesi  of  scenic  ethibition ;  and  dhe 
must  have  been  aware  of  the  difficulties  that  sur- 
rounded her  in  that  path.  If  these  cannot.  therefi)re, 
b«  considered  as  suoccMfol  tmgedies,  they  hold  their 
f^ftcei,  as  dramatic  poems  of  rich  ahd  rare  poetic 
beauty.  Indeed  it  would  be  difficult,  flt>m  the  whole 
rftnge  df  Mi«.  Hemans*  writings,  to  AeleCt  anythitig 
more  exquisitely  conceived,  more  skilfully  managed, 
or  more  energetically  written,  than  the  Monk^s  Tale 
Hi  the  Siege  of  Valencia.  His  description  of  his  son, 
in  which  he  dwells  with  parental  enthusiasm  on  his 
boyiA  beauty  and  accomplishments— of  his  honor  at 
that  son*s  renunciation  of  the  Christian  fklth,  and 
leftguhig  with  the  infidel— and  of  th«  twilight  enootm- 
t^r  in  which  he  took  the  life  of  his  own  giving,— ord 
art  worked  out  in  the  loftiest  spirit  6f  poetry. 

The  life  of  Mrs.  Hemani  thus  oentintied  for  many 
/lan  a  scene  of  unimemipted  domestic  privacy— m- 
4B^Ylurse  widi  the  world,  in  an  extended  acceptation 
jt  the  term,  might  be  said  to  have  been  dropped  by 
tiei :  and  the  ideas  with  Which  her  mind  was  stored, 
were  dert'Ml  solely  from  reading,  united  to  a  deep 
>H>ling  o(  the  beauties  of  nature,  and  its  own  bright 
«nmorpnension  and  disqiemmenL    Her  talent  for  ac- 


quiring languages  wm  veiy  remarkable,  and  she  was 
well  veised  in  German,  French,  Italian,  Sponish.  and 
FaitulttMo*  with  a  sufltdent  knowledge  of  LalSn  fot 
every  requiaito  purpose.  Of  these  languages  she  pre- 
ferred the  first,  which  ahe  cultivated  with  much  ii^ 
terMI,  fbiditig  iti  litemture  most  In  unison  with  her 
own  style  of  fooling  and  of  thought.  She  took  paiii 
cular  pleasure  iiy  the  writings  of  Schiller  and  Goethe* 
and  conaklered  her  intimacy  with  their  works  m  pa^ 
ttcnlar,  and  with  i*ie  many  treasures  of  German  Hte- 
lahiiv  generally,  as  having  hnparted  an  entirely  new 
hnpube  to'  the  poweri  of  her  own  mind,  fiar  in  tha 
did  ihe  Judge  erroneously.  About  this  time  wen 
composed  iom«  of  thoife  hiimltable  lynesr-more  espe- 
cially "The  Treasures  of  the  Deep,**  ''The  Hebrew 
Mother,"  *The  Voice  of  Spring,**  and  "The  Hour  of 
Death,**  Which  the  American  critic  Neale  has  quaintly 
characterized  **  lumps  of  pure  gold  ;**  and  which  will 
find  a  responM  In  die  human  bosom,  till  thi>  end  oi 
all  time.  A  deep  and  reverential  study  of  our  own 
Wbrdsworth  vnM  added  to  that  of  these  continental 
clattics ;  and,  with  What  sUccesft,  "Tlie  Records  of 
Woman,"  "The  Lays  of  Many  Lands,"  "The  ForeiT 
Sanctuary,"  "The  Songs  of  the  Affections,"  and 
"  The  Sciihea  and  Hymns  of  life,"  will  long  remain 
to  testify. 

In  muiic  atid  drawing  the  acqufremenfs  of  Mrs 
Hemans  were  such  as  naturally  might  have  been  et 
pected,  in  a  mind  so  fraught  with  taste  and  imoginar 
don.  She  preferred  in  the  former  what  was  national 
and  melancholy ;  and  her  strains  adapted  for  singing 
were,  of  course,  framed  to  the  tones  most  congenial 
to  the  temperament  of  her  own  mind.  How  success- 
fully wed  to  the  magic  of  sweet  sound  many  of  her 
venes  have  been  by  her  sister,  lio  lover  of  music  need 
to  be  reminded.  The  **  Roman  Giri*8  Song"  is  full  of 
a  Solemn  cliUsic  beauty ;  and,  in  one  of  her  letters,  il 
is  taid  that  of  the  "Captive  Knight,"  Sir  Waller  Scott 
never  was  weary.  Indeed,  it  seems  in  his  mind  to 
have  been  the  song  of  Chivalry,  representative  of  the 
Englmh ;  as  the  Flowers  of  the  Forest  was  of  the 
Scottish ;  the  Cancionella  Espanola  of  the  Spaniali 
and  the  Rhine  Song  of  the  German.  In  her  love  for 
painting,  she  had  few  opportunities  of  indulging;  bu 
thoso  few  were  rich  in  interest  and  imogery. 

The  death  of  her  mother  in  1827,  and  the  marriage 
oflier  sister  in  the  following  year,  added  to  the  neces- 
sity of  additional  facilities  for  the  education  of  her 
l^c^.  induced  Mrs.  Hemans  to  leave  Wales,  and  to 
^x  her  residence  at  Waverti^,  near  Liverpool.  Whilsi 
at  that  place,  a  favourable  opportunity  occurred  fbr 
her  visiting  Scotland,  with  the  scenery  of  which  she 
was  delighted ;  and.  the  remembrance  of  the  friends 
she  had  made,  and  the  courtesy  she  had  experienced 
there,  was  never  ef&ced  from  her  memory.  In  her 
joiimeyings  on  thn  occasion,  she  hod  the  pleasure  of 
forming  a  pemnol  acquaintance  with  Sir  Waltei' 
Soott,  Loid  Jeffrey,  Wordsworth  the  author  of  Cyril 
Thornton,  and  othar  distinguished  literary  charactaia 
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Tlw  writer  or  «i»  Immble  iketdt  hod,  ataok  tt  tfiift 
fliM  the  honoor  of  meetiDg  hm,  and  eigoying  a  ft  w 
brieC  but  delighlAiI  houia  of  her  aodetf.  Her  nm- 
dence  both  at  Ambleiide  and  at  Abboidbid,  waa  f»- 
tnnaieljr  of  anfReieiit  doratioa  to  make  her  iadmately 
•eqnainted  with  the  Ulortriotit  peiaona  there;  and 
Wfiile  in  the  neighboiufaood  of  Edioborgh,  her  prin- 
eipal  ai^ani  waa  at  Milbum  Tower,  Oie  aaai  of  the 
irenerable  ffir  Robert  LiaiDik. 

fiboidy  after  her  return  from  a  aeeondTiait  I^Sool- 
land,  Mn.  Hemani  changec}  her  reiidence  to  Dublin, 
when  her  Hymna  ftr  Childhood,  and  her  Natknal 
hyAm  and  Songi  ftr  Moaia  were  publiahed.  It  waa 
hnpoflibie  now,  when  her  lame  had  faeoone  natiaoal, 
to  hvm  altofaifaer  fai  the  quiet  aeqvartntion  which  the 
hnd  eqogred  in  Waba,  and  had  eipected  to  find  at 
Waveitree;  bn^  that  riieeoBited  retirement,  ai  much 
aa  die  natiue  of  her  aituationand  the  claima  of  aociety 
■dibilled.  ia  CTideoL 

The  aeeda  of  the  eomplaint  which  terminated  the 
•liiteBee  of  thia  amiabia  and  gifted  woman,  had  long 
been  nwn,  and  their  growth  was  aadlj  apparaot  lo 
tfanae  who  ftnaed  the  circle  of  her  intimatm  in  Dublin. 
He^  cnnatitmion,  never  atraig,  waa  probably  una! 
la  rarfit  with  impunity  the  ftveriah  excitement  atteo* 
duit  on  a  life  of  aneh  unremitted  mental  exertion,  and 
tht  |iectic  changes,  which  latterly  paaied  over  her 
eoontenanoe,  too  deariy  indicated  lo  her  anxiooa 
fiienda,  what  was  woridng  withia  Yet  while  all 
aioond  her  wera  filled  with  painful,  but  too  well- 
grounded  apprehensions,  she  did  not  finr  some  time 
appear  sennble  of  the  fearful  encmachaoenti  which 
an  insklioaa  disease  waa  ailently  maidng  on  a  frame 
80  delicate  in  textara.  It  was  only  a  ft  w  months  b» 
fcre  her  death,  when  staying  mt  the  ooontry-seat  of  the 
Archbishepof  DoUm  (which  that  distingukhed  pnlole 
bad  kindly  placed  at  her  diapoaa^  that  she  began  lo 
entertain  a  de^p  presentiment  that  life  waa  dmwing 
to  a  dose.  Her  mind,  naturally  meditative  and  me- 
lancholy, seiemed  gradually  to  become  imbued  with  a 
deap  oonsciOusnesB  of  her  situation.  Instead  of  the 
steady  glow  of  health,  it  was  but  loo  evident  that  the 
lamp  ef  lift  %vas  {^mmering  in  the  socket,  and  her 
oompositions  about  that  period,  more  especially  her 
glorious  lyric  **  Despondency  and  Aspirstion,'*  ars  evi- 
dently darkened  by  the  gloom  of  a  melancholy  fci» 
boding.  Not  unprofitably  had  the  night  of  death  east 
Iheaa  dreary  shadows  beftre;  and  on  Saturday  the 
leih  May,  1836»  Felteia  Hemana  met  bar  ftte  with 
the  eatan  reaigmtioo  of  a  Christian.^  Nodiingcanbe 
Bore  indicative  of  the  lone  of  her  mind  at  this  period» 
dwn  tfw  Sabbath  Sonnet,  With  which  the  preaent  vo* 
'  Ivow  eoAdndes,  and  which  was  dictated  fiom  her 
deathbed,  to  her  brother  M^  Browne,  a  short  time 
beftreberdeceese.  la  that  aad  bat  beautiful  eompo* 
■tion,  the  situation  of  the  writer  is  plaintively  indi- 
cated; but  faith  upholds  sinking  nature,  and  the 


•Hen 

Cbareb,  Dublia. 


»  dtpoMMd  is  Uit  Tsnlt  of  St.  Aaos'* 


Malancholy  is  mingled  vritfa,  aad  triumphed  o««r  by 
the  workings  of  a  nosigned  and  diaatoned  spirit 

During  bar  long  iUnes^she  was  attended  with  Ihi 
most  unwearied  oare  and  disittterested  kindness  bf 
Dr.  Qtaves  and  by  Dr.  Croker,  two  eminent  phyeiriaBfe 
of  Dublin;  nor  were  her  last  moments  unaootfaed  by 
the  atteatloB  of  real  friends,  as  well  aa  by  the  praaenea 
of  near  aad  dear  relativeik  It  is  bat  justice  to  the 
illoslrioaa  liviiig  to  mention,  that,  while  confined  to 
her  swkrroom.  Mm.  Hemans  reedved  eome  noMe  tri- 
botea  of  kindnese  fiom  Sir  Rebett  Peel ;  and  thai 
without  the  slightest  solidtation,  he  gave  her  towtfl 
son  a  place  in  the  Admlmlty. 

Many  at  Mia.  Hemans'  Woite  ifera  feprmtod  ttl 
Boston,  in  the  United  Siatea»  onderihe  ftiendlyausplk 
cea  of  Proftssor  Norton,  who  sceored  ftr  her  the  pt^ 
coeds  of  their  Veiy  extendve  sde^  Indeed  the  geniitt 
of  the  authorof  the  *•  Records  of  Woman,'* "  the  Fttm^ 
Senctoaiy,"  and  "the  Scenes  and  Hymns  of  liftr*  hai 
been  there  regarded  with  an  enthadami,  of  whiok 
few  en  this  sfaie  of  the  Atlatitie  can  hare  any  bdieC 
Nor  waa  thia  impreseion  confined  atanply  to  the  gen» 
ral  imnd.  We  have  only  to  raftr  to  the  pariodjoal 
woriis  of  America,  during  the  last  ton  yean,  to  be 
made  aware  of  the  space  she  filled  in  litorftiy  estinm* 
tion,  andof  the  admiratkm  vrith  which  her  saooeeding 
vdumea  were  bailed.  No  better  pnwf  of  tfaie  can  ha 
adduced  than  the  shod  of  iimtoton  wfaieh  apnng  ap 
among  our  TVansathmtlo  brethrsn— ftr  it  is  only  whal 
weadmiramoBtrihatwemoetdoBimtooopy.  Totheir 
credit  be  it  said,  diat  they  ooold  net,  among  modem 
writoiB,  have  ehoeen  a  modd  of  purer  taato,  or  more 
dassie  degance.  Odiermhidiefahi^er  order  hav« 
avowe^y  lighted  thtf  lofdi  of  didf  inapiratiau  at  her 
shrine.  In  ftct,  they  have  selected  Mrs.  Heraani  at 
the  head  of  a  literary  ad&ool,  aaid  have  ftnaed  thatt^ 
selves  on  the  most  prominent  exoaUendes  ef  her  pa* 
ediar  manner. 

We  cannotpait  fiom  this  viewof our  sobjeel  withool 
again  adverting  to  the  emhnsiastie  inttoeai  whieh  FM- 
feaaor  Norton  bss  taken  m  die  disMsiiiiwiiiMi  of  the 
wRtingB  of  Mrs.  Hemana  among  his  conntiymen*  Botii 
in  herconvOTsation  and  in  her  letters^  she  was  eloqnant 
in  hereatpressions  of  gretttade  towards  him  in  this  ra» 
spect;  and  an  her  admiren era  bouid  to  respect  thai 
gentlemani  ftr  the  disinterestod  endeavoon  hesoaa» 
esmfiiUy  made,  not  only  in  rendering  her  gemoa  mora 
extendvely  known;  bio,  probably,  for  having  beetf 
the  meanaof  exdting  her  to  exertiona,  which  mighl 
have  otherwiee  been  damped  by  limited  success,  or 
ahagalher  ftoamted  by  critiod  hoaiility.  That  Fdida 
Hemans  would  have  been  a  poeieai,  whether  content 
porary  oritidsm  had  aUowed  the  ftct  or  not,  admiianoi 
ef  dispoto;  bat  still  we  know  not  how  ftr,  in  mane 
reapeeli^even  the  inoat  gifted  and  intoilectod  are  th» 
children  of  drcumstanoes.  Many  a  flower  of  genius, 
which  would  have  expanded  under  the  sunshine  of 
popular  ftvour,  has  been  nipt  in  the  Idoom  by  the 
chilling  breath  of  disragard. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


u 


BIOGRAPHICAL  MEMOIR. 


Mn^Hemsiis  was  about  the  middle  boight,  ood  m- 
Iher  aleoderly  made  than  otherwifl&  To  a  oouate- 
nanoe  of  great  intelligence  and  expreweD^ahe  united 
mannen  alike  unanuming  and  joyful;  end  with  a 
triut  arising  out  of  the  purity  of  her  own  charaeterg — 
which  was  beyond  the  meanness  of  suspicion  in  others, 
she  remained  untainted  by  the  breath  of  worldly  guile.' 
Her  heart  overflowed  with  tenderness  in  all  the  iel»> 
(ions  of  domestic  life ;  and  the  exquisite  delicacy  of  her 
perceptions,  regarding  all  that  is  pure,  ennobling,  and 
of  good  report,  remains  for  ever  stamped  on  her  vari- 
ous writings. 

It  is  beyond  the  scope  of  the  present  memoir  to  enter 
into  any  critical  analysis  or  examination  of  the  numer- 
ous publications  of  M^  Hemens.  They  are  now,  as- 
ihe  has  left  themi  at  the  bar  of  posterity;  and  it  is 
pleasmg  to  think,  when  we  consider  the  degree  of  at- 
tention with  which  they  have  been  received,  that  no 
ondue  or  empirical  means  were  resqrted  tOb  to  influ- 
ence popular  suffrage.  Ota  the  contraiy,  tnosrof  them 
were  produced  in  solitude,  and  apart  even  from  the 
eiciting  influences  of  literary  society.  The  author 
experienced  nothing  of  the  fiwtering  partiality  of  cote- 
ries; nor,  as  we  have  said,  hod  she  a  personal  ac- 
quaintance with  any  of  the  contemporary  lights  of 
poetry,  until  she  herself  had  become  a  part  of  the  con- 
stellation. With  her  sister  spirits,  Joanna  Baillie,  Caro- 
line Bowles,  Mary  Mitfbrd.  Letitia  Landon,  and  Maiy 
Howitt,  she  pressed  forward  in  generous  emulatwn ; 
but  there  was  not  a  spark  of  rivalry  in  her  bosom. 
Their  glory  was  in  a  great  measure  felt  as  her  own ; 
and  she  rejoiced  in  their  success,  with  a  cordial 
warmth,  which  at  was  truly  delightful  to  observe. 

Without  aspiring  Co  the  vehemence,  which  some 
writers  liave  mistaken  for  energy,  the  poetry  of  Mrs. 
Hemaus  is  never  languid,  even  in  the  depths  of  its 
taste,  tenderness,  and  elegance.  To  the  most  graceful 
and  harmonious  diction,  she  wedded  themes  of  endless 
variety, — the  outpourings  of  piety,  and  love,  And  friend- 
ship,—the  delights  of  the  past  and  of  t^e  future, — re- 
ooids  of  household  aflSictwns, — ^lays  of  pQtriotism,«-«nd 
legends  of  histoiy  or  romance.  She  has  also  given  many 
beautiful  and  most  delicate  illustrations  of  Words- 
worth's favourite  theory,  regarding  the  subtle  analogy 
existing  between  the  external  and  moral  world ;  9nd 
which  has  embued  the  aspects  of  nature  with  somo- 
thJIog  akif  4  to  sentiment  and  perception.  Nothing  can 
be  richer  or  more  glowing  than  her  tmisgery,  yet  her 
pictures  are  never  overlaid  with  colour;  and  all  her 
delineations  are  clear  and  distinct  Many  of  her  do- 
criptions  are  ornate  even  to  gorgeousness ;  but  her 
tfeoorations  are  never  idle ;  they  are  brought  in  either 
in  act  as  a  foil  to  nmple  elegance,  or  to  contrast  with 
rfio  unguisa  of  defeated  pession,  and  bofHed  hope.  The 
*»hoie  vuiB  oi  £ier  mind  was  poetical,  and  the  most 


trifling  occurrence  of  the  moment,— a  word  spoken^— 
a  tone  heaid,r-a  circumstanoeof  daily  life,— frequently 
formed  the  germ  of  what,  in  her  active  imoginatkiD, 
was  woven  into  a  beautiful  and  perfect  oomposiuoa. 
Yet  it  should  be  remembered,  that,  instead  of  trusting 
to  her  natural  powers  of  thought  and  fancy,  she  was, 
through  the  whole  course  of  her  literary  career,  an  ar> 
dent  and  unwearied  student  From  a  course  of  ex- 
tensive reading,  she  enlarged  her  comprehension  with 
muc!^  that  was  soul-stirring  and  noble,— with  much 
that  was  gentle  and  refined :  and  if  she  has  not  ofien 
ventured^— as  Wordsworth,  Crabbe,  and  Wilson  have 
so  powerfully  done, — to  descend  to  the  delineation  of 
what  is  homely  in  life  and  msnnen,  it  evidently  arose 
from  no  arrogance  of  intellect,  but  simply  fiom  such 
themes  being  incompatible  with  the  system  which  she 
formed  for  herself,  and  had  itesolved  to  follow  out  in 
her  writings. 

Mrs.  Jameson  has  truly  said;  that "  the  poetry  of  Mn 
Hemans  could  only  have  been  written  by  a  woman.'' 
In  all  her  thoughts  and  feelings  she  is  intensely  anl 
entirely  feminine ;  and  there  is  a  finish  and  complete- 
ness about  her  composition,  singuUirly  accordant  with 
the  fine  perception,  and  delicate  discrimination  of  me 
female  mind.  In  her  poetry  religious  truth  and  intel 
lectual  beauty  meet  together,  and  Mend  in  delightfuS 
union;  and  assuredly  it  is  not  the  less  calculated  to 
refine  the  taste  and  exalt  the  imagination,  because  it 
addresses  itself  only  to  the  better  feelings  of  our  na- 
ture. Over  all  her  pictures  of  humanity  are  spreao 
the  glory  and  the  grace  reflected  from  purity  d*  mo- 
rals, dignity  of  sentiment,  beauty  of  imagery,  sublimity 
of  religious  foitfa,  and  ardour  of  patriotism ;  and,  turn- 
ing fiom  the  dark  and  degraded,  whether  in  circum- 
stance or  conception,  she  seeks  out  those  verdant  oases 
in  the  desert  of  human  life,  on  which -the  wings  of 
her  imagination  may  most  pleasantly  rest  Her  energy 
resembles  that  of  the.  dove, 

"  Pcckxog  the  hand  that  hoven  o*er  its  mate,*' 

and  her  exaltation  of  thought  is  not  of  that  daring 
kind,  which  doubts,  and  derides,  or  even  questions, 
but  which  clings  to  the  anchor  of  hope,  and  looks  fo^ 
ward  with  feith  and  reverential  fear. 

Mrs.  Hemans  has  written  much,  and  on  a  for  ety  of 
subjects ;  and,  as  with  all  authors  of  similar  renotility 
her  stnihis  possess  different  degrees  of  excellence. 
Independently  of  this  uncertain  criterion,  her  diflbrent 
works  will  be  differently  estimated,  ss  10  their  rela- 
uve  value,  by  different  minds.  Btit  we  hesitate  not 
to  assert,  that  she  has  bequeathed  to  posterity  many 
compositions,  which  the  English  language  **  will  not 
willingly  let  die."  The  music  of  her  words  has  inter> 
woven  itself  with  the  national  heart,  and  cannot  fiiil  to 
be  breathod  fh>m  the  lips  of  our  children's  rhiklreii. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


POETICAL  WORKS 


OP 


wm^  wwLmmi^.  mmnj^s^, 


rue  iFot(»t  SbanrttiAts. 


Ihr  Platse  iller  meiner  imien  Frauden, 
Euch  IftM  kh  himer  mlr  auf  imrhenjar  1 

*8o  \m,  dM  Getaes  Raf  an  mich  ena'rtj^n, 
Mich  treibt  oicht  eillea^  Irdhnhea  Verlangen. 

Dia  Jungjrau  V9n  Orleans 
Long  timo  against  opprearion  hava  1  fbughi, 
Amffor  the  native  libeny  of  faith 
Have  Uod  aiid  suflcr'd  bond^ 

Jiemontt  a  TVof  srfy. 


The  following  Poem  is  intended  to  describe  the 
mental  conflicts,  as  well  as  outward  sufferings,  of 
a  Spaniard,  who,  flying  from  the  religious  perse- 
cutions of  his  own  country  in  the  1 6th  century, 
takes  refuge  with  his  child  in  a  NoKh  American 
finest  ne  t^rj  ie  supposed  to  be  related  by 
himsei/  amidst  the  wUdemess  which  has  aflbrded 
him  an  asylum. 


Tkx  voices  of  my  home  !-^  hear  them  still ! 
They  have  been  with  me  through  the  dreamy 

nigfht-^ 
The  blessed  household  voices,  wont  to  fill 
My  heart's  clear  depths  with  ilnalloyM  delight ! 
I  hear  them  stiil,  imchang'd: — ^though  some 

from  earth 
Are  music  parted,  and  the  tones  of  mirth— 
Wild,  silvery  tones^  that  rang  through  days  more 

bright! 
Have  died  in  others, — ^yet  to  me  they  come, 
Singing  of  boyhood  back — the  voices  of  my  home ! 
11. 
They  call  me  through  this  hush  of  woods,  re- 
posing 
In  the  gray  stillnesa  of  the  summer  mom, 
They  wander  by  when  heavy  flowers  are  closing, 
And  thoughts  grow  deep,  and  winds  and  stars 

an  bom; 
E*en  as  a  fount's  remembered 'gnshings  burst 
On  the  parch'd  traveller  in  his  hour  of  thirst, 
B*en  thus  they  haunt  me  with  sweet  sounds,  till 


By  quenchless  longings,  to  my  soul  J  sajr 
Oh  I  for  the  dove's  swift  wings,  that  I  mightflee 
away, 

111. 

And  find  mine  ark  !— yet  whitlier  1— I  must  hoar 
A  yearning  heart  within  me  to  the  grave. 
I  am  of  those  o'er  whom  a  breath  of  air — 
Just  darkening  in  its  course  the  lake's  bright 

wave, 
And  nghing  through  the  feathery  canes(l)- 

hath  power 
To  call  up  shadows,  in  the  silent  hour, 
From  the  dim  past,  as  from  a  wizard's  cave ! 
So  must  it  be ! — These  skies  above  me  spread, 
Are  they  my  own  soft  skies  1 — Ye  rest  not  here, 

my  dead  t 

IV. 

Ye  far  amidst  the  southern  flowers  He  sleeping, 
Your  graves  all  smiling  in  the  sunshine  clear, 
Save  one ! — a  blue,  lone,  distant  main  is  sweeping 
High  o'er  one  gentle  head — ^ye  rest  i^  here  1  — 
'Tis  not  the  olive,  with  a  whisper  swaying. 
Not  thy  low  rippUngs,  gUssy  water,  pla>ing 
Through  my  own  chesnut  groves,  which  fdl 

mine  ear; 
But  the  faint  echoes  in -my  breast  that  dwell. 
And  ibr  their  birth-place  moan,  aa  moans  tbe 

ooeaii.sheU.(3). 

V. 

Peace ! — I  will  dash  these  fond  regrets  to  earUa. 
Ev'n  as  an  eagle  shakes  the  cumbering  rain 

(1) 
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Fiom  hi>  itrong  pinion.    Thoo  that  gaVst  me 

birth, 

And  lineagei  and  once  home, — my  native  8  pain ! 
Mj  own  bright  land — my  father's  land-^my 

child'Bl 
What  hath  thy  aon  brought  from  thee  to  the 

wfldsl 
He  hath  brooght  marks  of  torture  and  the  chain, 
Traoesof  things  which  pass  not  as  a  breeas, 
A  blighted  name,  dark  thoughti^  wralh,  w»--thy 

gtfts  are  these. 

VI. 

A  blighted  name !— I  hear  the  winds  of  nom— 
Their  sounds  are  not  of  this  I — I  hear  the  shiver 
Of  the  green  reeds,  and  all  the  rustlings,  borne 
From  the  high  forest,  when  the  light  leaves  qui- 
ver: 
Their  sounds  are  not  of  this  f-the  cedaiv,  wa- 
ging, 
Lend  it  no  tone:  His  wide  savannahs  laving. 
It  is  not  murmur'd  by  the  joyous  river  I 
What  part  hath  mortal  name,  where  G^  alone 
Speaks  to  the  mighty  waate^  and  through  its  heart 
is  known  7 

VU. 

Is  it  not  much  that  I  may  worship  Him, 
With  nought  my  spirit's  breathings  to  control, 
And  feel  His  presence  in  the  vast,  and  dim, 
And  whispery  woods,  where  dying  thunders  roll 
From  the  far  cataracts  % — Shall  I  not  rpjoice 
That  I  have  leam'd  ai  last  to  know  Hie  voice 
From  man*s  1 — I  will  rejoice ! — my  soaring  soul 
Now  hath  redeem'd  her  birth-right  of  the  day, 
And  won,  through  clouds,  to  Him,  her  own  onfet- 
ter'd  way ! 

VIII. 

And  thou,  my  boy!  that  silent  at  my  knee 
Dost  lift  to  mine  thy  soft,  dark  earnest  eyes, 
Fiird  with  the  love  of  childhood,  which  I  see 
Pure  thr9Ugh  its  depths,  a  thing  without  dis- 
guise; 
Thou  tijat  host  brcatliM  in  slumber  on  my 

lireast, 
When  I  havfrchcck'd  its  thrt)b*  to  gfvethee  rdst, 
Mine  own !  whose  young  thoughts  /Vesh  befbre 

morisel 
(s  H  itot  Much  that  I  may  guide  thy  prayer, 
And  t\tcUi  thy  gkd  soul  with  froe  and  h<>afthful 
air? 

IX. 

Wny  shirakl  I  weep  on  thy  bright  head,  my 

iioyi 
Within  thy  fathers'  halls  thi>0  wilt  uuc  dwell, 
Nor  liA  tn^  banner,  with  a  warrior's  joy, 
AmidM  Che  ions  of  motintain  cfaidb,  who  ielt 


For  Spain  of  old.^Yet  what  if  rolling  waves 
Have  borne  us  Ikr  from  our  ancestiml  graves  I 
Thou  Shalt  not  feel  thy  bursting  heart  relief 
As  mine  hath  done ;  nor  bear  what  I  nave  borne, 
Casting  in  fiJsshood's  mould  ih'  indignant  brow 
of  scorn. 

X. 

This  shall  not  be  thy  lot,  my  blessed  cbild! 
I  have  not  sorrow'd,  stnigii^led,  lived  in  vain— > 
Hear  me!  magnificent  and  ancient  wild; 
And  mighty  rivers,  yc  that  meet  the  main^ 
As  deep  meets  deep;  and  forests,  whose  (fim 

shade 
The  flood's  Voice,  and  the  wind's  by  swells  per- 
vade; 
Hear  met-  'tis  well  to  die,  and  not  oomplaln. 
Vet  there  are  hours  when  the  chaiged  heart  must 
speak, 
Ev'n  in  the  desert's  ear  to  pour  itself  or  break  I 

XI. 

I  see  an  oak  (efare  me,(3)  it  hath  been 
Theerowji*d  one  of  the  woods;  tnd  might  have 

flung 
Its  hundred  arms  to  Heaven,  stilt  freshly  green, 
But  a  wild  vine  around  the  stem  hath  clung. 
From  branch  to  branch  close  wreaths  of  boiid> 

age  thro^ng. 
Till  the  pn>ud  tree,  before  no  tempest  howing, 
Hath  shrunk   and   died,  those   •srpeni'foMB 

among. 
Alas  1  alas  '—what  is  H  that  I  seel 
An  image  of  man's  mmd,  land  of  my  sires,  with 

thee! 

XII. 

Yet  art  thott  kively!  Song  it  on  thy  hills-^ 
Oh  sweet  and  mournfol  melodies  of  Spain, 
That  Inird  my  boyhood,  how  yonr  mem*«y 

thriib 
The  exHe's  heart,  with  sodden-wakening  palnl-- 
Your  sounds  are  on  the  roeks — that  I  might  hear 
Once  more  the  music  of  the  mountaineer! — 
And  from  the  sunny  vales  the  shepherd's  strain 
Floats  out,  and  fills  the  solitary  place 
With  the  old  tuneful  names  of  Spain's  heroic  racei 

xin. 

But  there  was  silence  one  bright,  golden  day 
Throngk  my  own  pine-bung  mountains.  Clear, 

yet  Wile, 
la  the  rich  autumn  light  the  vineyards  lay, 
'  And  from  the  fields  the  peasant's  voice  was  gone-, 
And  the  red  grapes  untrodden  ■traw'd  th» 

gmund, 
And  the  free  flocks  untended  roam'd  around: 
Where  was  the  pastor!— ^where  the  i*pe's  wHd 

tone? 
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Musie  and  mirth  were  hush'd  (he  hilU  amongr, 
WhSle  to  tlw  city's  gates  each  hamlet  poar'd  its 
throng.   • 

XIT. 

SUcnce  apon  the  mountains  t-^Bnt  within 
The  city's  gates  a  rush — a  press    a  swell 
Of  multitudes  their  torrent  way  to  win; 
And  heavy  boomings  of  a  dull  deep  bell, 
A  dead  pause  following  each-^Iike  thai  which 

parts 
The  dash  of  billows,  holding  breathless  heafts 
Fast  in  the  hush  of  fear— knell  after  knell; 
And  sounds  of  thickening  stepf,  like  thunder- 
rain, 
Tliat  plashes  on  the  roof  of  some  Tast  echoing 
&ne! 

XV. 

What  pageant's  honr  approach'd  1— The  suUen 

ga!« 
Of  a  strong  ancient  prison-honfte  was  thiowti 
Back  to  the  day.    And  who,  in  mournful  state, 
Came  forth,  led  slowly  o'er  its  thre8hold<stone  1 
They  that  had  leam'd,  in  cells  of  secret  gloom, 
How  sunshine  b  forgotten  1 — They^  to  whom 
The  very  features  of  mankind  were  grown 
Tilings  that  bewilder'd !— O'er  their  dazzled 

«ght, 
They  IiIUhI  their  wan  htnds^  and  cower'd  before 

the  ligiit  I 

XVi 

To  this  man  brings  hi^  brother!— Some  were 

there, 
VTho  with  their  desolation  had  entwined 
Fierce  strength,  and  girt  the  sternness  of  despair 
Fast  lottod  their  bosoms^  even  aa^warriofs  Und 
The  breastrplate  on  for  fight:  but  brow  and  cheek 
Seemed  Ikeirw  a  tortoring  panoply  to  speak ! 
And  there  were  some,  from  whom  the  very  mind 
Had  been  wrung  out:  they  smiled— oh  I  start- 
ling smile 
Wbenee  man's  high  soul  is  fled ! — where  doth  it 
sleep  thfl  while? 

XVII. 

But  onward  mo««d  the  radansfaoly  tndik, 
For  their  false  creeds  in  fiery  pangs  10  dv. 
This  was  the  solenm  sacrifice  of  Spail^— 
Heaven's  ofiering  from  the  land  ef  chivalry  I 
ThnN^  thousands,  tbousaniii  of  thek  no  they 

moved— 
Oh!  how  uliiika  all  others ^th«  bctefud, 
The  free,  tb#  proud,  the  beautiful  1  whoo  ey^ 
Grew  fixed  before  them,  while  a  people's  breath 
W^<  hushed,  and  its  one  soul  bound  in  the  thought 

cifdeathi 


XVlil. 
It  might  be  thai  amidst  the  eountiest  thtong, 
Thtfu  sWelied  sons  hmH  witk  Pity's  wtight 


For  the  uride  stream  of  hui]nn  Ibtu  baODng 
And  woman,  on  whose  fond  and  faithful  breast 
Childhood  is  reared,  and  al  whose  knee  the  sigh 
Of  iu  fiivt  pmyer  b  breathed,  she,  too,  ws«  nIgiL 
Buttifo  bdear,  and  the  free  footstep  bbssed, 
And  home  a  sunny  place,  where  each  magr  fill 
Some  «yu  with  glistening  amiles^-~und  thersfors 
aUi 


XIX. 

An  Mat-^yt>tlth,  oenngv,  MrMgfhf^Hi  winter 

Md, 
A  chain  of  palsy,  cast  on  uight  and  itihid  t 
StiN,  as  at  noon  a  southem  forestls  shikle. 
They  stood,  those  breathless  masses  of  mankind ; 
Still,  as  a  frozen  torrent  I — but  the  wave 
Soon  leaps  to  foaming  freedom — ^they,  the  brav«e, 
Endured^-thsy  saw  the  martyr**  plaM  isslgnml 
in  the  red  flames    whence  bthswitbeilfig  spell 
ThAt  numbs  each  human  |)uhuT— ihey  mm,  voA 

thottgfat*kt  well 

XX. 

And  !,  too,  tliought  it  well!  ThM  tetf  ihoni 
From  a  far  land  I  came,  yet  round  me  clung 
The  spirit  of  my  own.    Ko  hand  had  torn 
With  a  strong  grasp  away  the  veil  tvhtch  hung 
Between  mine  eyes  and  truth.    I  gazed,  1  saw, 

-    DinUy,  as  through  a  glsss,    In  silent  awe 
I  watched  the  fearful  rites;  and  if  there  sprung 
One  rebel  feeling  from  its  deep  ^mntft  ap, 

Shuddering,  1  flung  it  back,  9M  ipiilt's  uWtt  piisdH* 
Mp. 

XXI. 
But  I  was  wakened  as  the  dreamers  waken 
Whom  the  shrill  trumpet  aiid  the  Ariek  of  dxead 
Rouse  up  at  midnight,  when  their  walls  ars 

taken,. 
And  they  roust  battle  tOI  their  blood  b  shed 
On  their  own  threshold-floor.    A  path  for  light 
Through  my  torn  breast  was  riiattered  by  this 

might    . 
Of  the  swift  thunder-stroke— and  Fieedouhi 

tread 
Came  in  thnragh  ruhis,  lalB,  yet  not  !n  vtm. 
Making  the  blighted  plate  all  gft^n  triUi  ttfo^^ 

XXII. 
Still  darkly,  slowly,  as  a  sullen  buss 
Of  doQd,  o'ersweepingi  withotti  wiadi  Ihu  14  , 
Dream-like  I  saw  the  sad  procession  paasi 
And  marked  its  vbtims  with  a  liwrfass  efSL 
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They  moved  before  me  but  as  pictuTfS,  wrought 
Each  lo  rereal  lome  wcret  of  man's  thought, 
On  the  sharp  edge  of  sad  mortality, 
TiU  in  nis  pkee  came  one— oh!  could  it  bel 
My  friend,  my  heart's  fint  Oriend!— «Bd  did  I 
'         gazeontheel 

XXIII. 
On  thee!  with  whom  in  boyhood  I  had  played, 
At  the  grape-gatherings,  by  my  native  streams ; 
And  to  whose  eye  my  youthful  soul  had  laid 
Bare,  as  to  Heaven's,  its  glowing  world  of  dreams; 
And  by  whose  side  'midst  warriors  I  had  stood, 
And  in  whose  helm  was  brought— oh!  earned 

with  blood  1— 
The  fresh  wave  to  my  lips,  when  tropic  beams 
Smote  on  my  fevered  brow! — Ay,  years  had 


Severing  our  paths,  brave  friend ! — and  thus  we 
met  at  last! 

xxrv. 

I  see  it  still— -the  lofty  mien  thou  borestr— 
On  thy  pale  forehead  sat  a  sense  of  power! 
The  very  look  that  once  thou  brightly  worest 
Cheering  me  onward  through  a  fearful  hour. 
When  we  were  girt  by  Indian  bow  ahd  spear, 
'Midst  the  white  Andes— e'en  as  mountain  deer, 
Hemmed  in  our  camp— but  through  the  javelin 

shower 
We  rent  our  way,  a  tempest  of  despair ! 
—And  thou— hadst  thou  but  died  with  thy  true 

brethren  there ! 

XXV. 

I  call  the  fend  wish  back— for  thou  hast  perished 
More  noUy  fer,  my  Alvar ! — making  known 
The  might  of  truth  ,(4)  and  be  thy  memory  che- 
rished 
With  theirs,  the  thousands,  that  around  her 

throne 
Have  poured  their  lives  out  smiling,  in  that  doom 
Finding  a  triumph,  if  denied  a  tomb ! 
— Ay,  with  their  ashes  hath  the  wind  been  sown, 
And  with  the  wind  their  spirit  shall  be  spread, 
Falling  man's  heart  and  home  with  records  of  the 
dead. 

XXVI. 
Thou  Searcher  of  the  Soul  I  in  whose  dread  saght 
Not  the  bold  guilt  alone,  that  mocks  the  skies. 
But  the  scarce-owned,  un whispered  thought  of 

night. 
As  a  thing  vmtten  with  the  sunbeam  lies ; 
Thou  know'st — whose  eye  through  shade  and 

dept.A  can  see. 
That  this  man's  crime  was  but  to  worship  thee, 


Like  those  that  made  tlieir  hearts  thy  sacrifice. 
The  called  of  yore;  wont  by  the  Saviour's  siJa 
On  the  dim  Olive-Mount  to  pray  at.evcntidc 

XXVII. 
For  the  stroQg  spirit  will  at  times  awake^ 
Piercing  the  mists  that  wrap  her  clay-abode ; 
And,  bom  of  thee,  she  may  not  always  take 
Earth's  accents  for  the  oiacles  of  God; 
And  e'en  for  this — 0  dust,  whose  mask  is  power ! 
Reed,  that  would  be  a  acourge  thy  little  hour! 
Spark,  whereon  yet  the  mighty  hath  not  trod. 
And  therefore  thou  destroyestl— where  wer« 
flown 
Our  hope,  if  man  were  left  to  man's  decrae  alone  / 

XXVIII. 
But  this  I  felt  not  yet    I  could  but  gaze 
On  him,  my  friend ;  while  that  swift  moment 

threw 
A  sudden  freshness  back  on  vanished  days. 
Like  water-drops  on  some  dim  picture's  hue ; 
Calling  the  proud  time  up,  when  first  I  stood 
Where  banners  floated,  and  my  heart's  quick 

blood 
Sprang  to  a  torrent  as  the  clarion  blew. 
And  he— his  sword  was  like  a  brother's  worn. 
That  watches  through  the  field  hb  mother's  young- 
est bom. 

XXIX. 

But  a  lance  met  me  in  that  day's  career, 
Senseless  I  lay  amidst  th'  o'ersweeping  fight. 
Wakening  at  last — ^how  full,  how  strangely  clear, 
That  scene  on  memory  flashed ! — the  shivery 

light, 
Moonlight,  on  broken  shields — the  plain  of 

slaugliter, 
The  fountain-side — the  low  sweet  sound  of  wa- 
ter^ 
And  Alvar  bending  o*er  me — from  the  night 
Covering  me  with  his  mantle  I — all  the  past 
Fbwed  back — ^my  soul's  fer  chords  all  answered 
to  the  blast. 

XXX. 

Till,  in  that  rush  of  virions,  I  became 
As  one  that  by  the  bands  of  slumber  wound. 
Lies  with  a  powerlesi,  but  all-thrilling  frame, 
Intense  in  consciousneas  of  sight  and  sound, 
Yet  buried  in  a  wildering  dream  which  brings 
Loved  feces  round  him,  girt  with  fearful  things  ! 
Troubled  e'en  thus  I  stood,  but  Ohained  and 

bound 
On  that  familiar  ferm  mine  eye  to  heef^— 
-AJasI  I  might  not  fell  upon  his  neck   and 

weep! 
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XXXI. 
He  passed  me—and  what  nextT — I  looked  on 

two, 
Following  his  footsteps  to  the  same  dread  place, 
For  the  same  guilt — his  asters  !(5)— Well  I  knew 
The  heauty  on  those  brows,  though  each  joong 

face 

Was  changeif— so  deeply  changed! — a  dun- 
geon's air 
Is  hard  for  loved  and  fevely  things  to  bear, 
And  ye»  O  daughters  of  a  lofty  race, 
Ctueen-Iike  Theresa !  radiant  Inez ! — flowers 
So  cherished !  were  ye  then  but  reared  for  those 
dark  hours  T 

XXXII. 

A  mournful  home,  young  fustcrs !  had  ye  left, 
With  your  lutes  hanging  hushed  upon  the  wall, 
And  silence  round  the  aged  man,  bereft 
Of  each  glad  voice,  once  answering  to  his  call; 
Alas,  that  lonely  father!  doom'd  to  pine 
For  sounds  departed  in  his  life's  decline. 
And,  'midst  the  shadowing  banners  of  his  hall, 
With  his  white  hair  to  sit,  and  deem  the  name 
A  hundred  chiefs  had  borne,  cast  down  by  you  to 
BhaiDe'(6) 

XXXIII. 
And  wo  for  you,  'midst  looks  and  words  of  love, 
And  gentle  hearts  and  faces,  nursed  so  long  1 
How  had  I  seen  you  in  your  beauty  move, 
Wearing  the  wreath,  and  listening  .to  the  song! 
— ^Yct  sat,  e'en  then,  what  seemed  the  crowd  to 

shun, 
Half  veiled  upon  the  clear  pale  brow  of  one^  - 
And  deeper  thoughts  than  oft  to  youth  belong, 
Thoughts,  such  as  wake  to  evening's,  whispery 

sway, 
Within  the  drooping  shade  of  heir  sweet  eyelids 

lay. 

XXXIV. 
And  if  she  mingled  with  the  festive  train, 
It  WW  but  as  soms  melancholy  star 
Beholds  the  dance  of  shepherds  on  the  plain, 
In  Us  bright  stillness  present,  though  afar. 
Yet  would  she  smile— and  that,  too,  bath  its 

smile— 
Girded  with  joy  which  reached  her  not  the  while. 
And  bearing  a  lone  spirit,  not  at  war 
With  earthly  things,  but  o'er  their  form  and  hue 
Sheddinn^  too  clear  a  light^  too  sonowfully  true. 

XXXV. 

But  the  dark  hours  wring  forth  the  hidden  might 
Which  had  lain  bedded  in  the  silent  loul, 
A  treausare  all  undreamt  of; — as  the  night 
Calk  out  the  harnvjixios  of  stvcame  thast  roll 


Unheard  by  day.    It  seemed  as  if  her  breast 
Had  hoarded  energies,  till  then  suppressed 
Almost  with  pain,  and  bursting  from  contrdL 
And  finding  first  that  hour  their  pathway  free: 
— Could  a  rose  brave  the  storm,  such  might  her 
emblem  be  I 

XXXVI. 

For  the  soft  gloom  whose  shadow  still  had  hang 
On  her  fair  brow,  beneath  its  garlands  worn, 
Was  fled ;  and  fire,  like  prophecy's  had  sprang 
Clear  to  her  kindled  eye.    It  might  be  scorn  - 
Pride— sense  of  wrong— -ay,  the  firail  heart  is 

bound 
By  these  at  times,  even  as  with  adamant  round, 
Kept  so  firom  breaking ! — ^yet  not  thus  upborne 
She  moved,  though  some  sustaining  passion's 

wave 
Lifted  her  fervent  soul — a  aster  for  the  bnive! 

XXXVIL 

And  yet,  alas !  to  see  the  strength  which  clings 
Round  woman  in  such  hours  I — a  mournful  sight, 
Though  lovely !— an  overflowing  of  the  springs, 
The  full  springs  of  afifection,  deep  as  bright  1 
And  she,  because  her  life  is  ever  twined 
With  other  lives,  and  by  no  stormy  wind 
May  thence  be  shaken,  and  because  the  light    , 
Of  tenderness  is  round  her,  and  her  eye 
Doth  weep  such  passionate  tears — therefore  Ae 
th^  can  die. 

xxxvin. 

Therefore  didst  thou,  through  that  heart-shaking 

scene. 
As  through  a  triumph  move ;  and  cast  aside 
Thine  own  sweet  thoughtlulness  for  victoxy'i 

mien, 
O  faithful  sister!  cheering  thus  the  guide. 
And  friend,  and  brother  of  tby  sainted  youth. 
Whose  hand  had  led  thee  to  the  source  of  trutli, 
Where  thy  glad  soul  from  earth  was  purified ; 
Nor  wouldst  thou,  folbwing  him  through  all  Um 

past, 
That  he  fehould  see  thy  step  grow  tremulous  at  lasL 

XXXIX. 

For  thoQ^adst  made  nc  Jeepef  love  a  guest 
'Midst  thy  young  spirit's  dreams,  than  that  which 
grows 
Between  thenurtuied  of  the  same  fond  breast 
'  The  sheltered  of  one  roof;  and  thus  it  rose 
Twined  in  with  life.— How  is  it,  that  the  hours 
Of  the  same  sport,  the  gathering  eariy  flowen 
Round  the  same  tree,  the  sharing  one  repose, 
And  mingling  one  first  prayer  in  murmurs  soft 
From  the  heart's  memory  fiide,  in  thu  world* 
breath,  80  aft7 
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XL. 

Bnt  thoo  that  bmOb  had  touched  not ;  thee,  nor 

him, 
The  true  hi  aU  things  found!— and  thou  weit 

Meat 
Even  then,  that  no  lemembeTed  change  could 

dim 
The  perfect  image  of  affection,  preaied 
Like  armour  to  thy  boaom !— thou  hadrt  kept 
Waleh  by  that  brother's  couch  of  pain,  and  wept, 
Thy  aweet  &oe  oorering  with  thy  robe,  when 

net 
Fled  from  the  suffoer ;  thou  hadrt  bound  his  faith 
ITnto  thy  soul— one  light,  one  hope  ye  ehose— one 


So  didst  thou  pass  on  brightly  1— but  for  hn, 
Next  in  that  path,  how  may  her  doom  be  spo- 

kenl 
—All  meicifhl !  to  think  that  such  things  were, 
And  ore,  and  seen  by  men  with  heaxts  un- 
broken! 
To  think  of  that  fidr  girl,  whose  path  had  been 
So  strewed,  with  rose-leaves,  all  one  fciry  scene ! 
And  whose  quick  glance  came  ever  as  a  token 
Of  hope  to  droopiog  thought,  and  her  glad  voice 
As  a  free  bird's  in  spring,  that  makes  the  woods 
lejoioel 

XLII. 

And  she  to  die  !--she  loved  the  laughing  earth 
With  inch  deep  joy  in  its  fresh  Iqavcs  and  flow 

ers! 
--Was  not  her  smile  even  as  the  sudden  Uith 
Of  1^  young  rainbow,  colouring  vernal  showers  1 
Yes!  but  to  meet  her  fawn-like  step,  to  hear 
The  gushes  of  wild  song,  so  silvery  clear, 
Which,  oft  unoonaciously,  in  happier  hours 
Flowed  from  her  lips,  was  to  forget  the  sway 
Of  Time  and  Death  below,— blight,  shadow,  dull 

decayl 

XLHl. 

Could  this  change  be7— the  hour,  the  scene, 

when  last 
t  MW  that  form,  eame  floating  o'er  my  mind: 
-A  gdden  vintag^eve;— the  heats  were  pass- 

«*'  ... 

And,  in  the  freshness  of  the  fanmng  wind, 

Uer  fiither  nt,  where  gleamed  the  first  faint  sUr 

Through  the  lune-boughs;  and  with  her  light 

guitar, 

sihe,  en  the  greensward  at  his  foet  reclined, 

In  his  cakn  face  laughed  up  {  sobm  shepbeid-lay 

¥mging,  «»  childhood  sings  on  th«  Imw  hills  al 


XLIV. 

And  now-^K)h  God!  the  bitter  fear  of  death, 
And  soro  amaze,  the  faint  o'ershado wing  drsad. 
Had  grasped  her  1 — ^panting  in  her  ^uick-drawL 

breath, 
And  in  her  white  lips  quivering  *, — onward  ln^ 
She  looked  up  with  her  dim  bewildered  eyes. 
And  there  smiled  out  her  own  sod  brilliant skie^ 
Far  in  their  sultry  southern  azure  spread, 
Glowing  with  joy,  but  silent  !^^till  they  smiled 
Yet  sent  down  no  reprieve  for  earth's  poor  (rem 

bling  child. 

XLV. 

Alas!  that  earth  had  all  too  strong  a  hold, 
Too  fast,  sweet  Inas!  on  thy  heart,  whoso  bloom 
Was  given  to  early  love,  nor  knew  how  cold 
The  hours  which  follow.    There  was  one,  with 

whom. 
Young  as  thou  wert,  and  gentle,  and  untried* 
Thou  mightest,  perchance,  unshrinkingly  have 

died; 
But  he  was  far  away;~and  with  thy  doom 
Thus  gathering,  life  grew  so  intensely  dear, 
That  all  thy  slight  frame  shook  with  its  cold  mofw 

talfearl 

XLVl. 

No  aid! — thou  too  didst  pass! — and  all  bad 

passed, 
The    fearfiil— and    the   desperate — and    the 

strong ! 
Some  like  the  Imik  that  rushes.with  the  blast, 
Some  Idee  the  leaf  swept  shivcringly  along, 
And  some  as  men,  that  have  but  one  more  0e)d 
To  fight,  and  then  may  Bluinbcr  on  their  shield, 
Tlierefofe  they  arm  in   hojje.     But  now  the 

throng 
Rolled  on,  and  bore  me  with  tlioir  living  tide 
Even  as  a  bark  wherein  is  left  no  power  to  guiJe. 

XLVII. 
Wave  swept  on  wave.    Wo  reached  a  sUtelv 

square. 
Decked  for  the  rites.    An  alUr  stood  on  high. 
And  gorgeous,  in  the  midst.    A  place  for  prayci , 
And  praise,  and  oflering.    Could  the  earth  sup. 

ply 
No  fruits,  no  flowers  for  sacrifice,  cf  all 
Which  on  her  sunny  lap  unheeded  fiJII 
No  fair  young  firstling  of  the  flock  to  die, 
As  when  before  their  God  the  Patriarchasteed  ? 
-Look  down!  man  brings  thee,  Heaven!    his 

blather's  guiltless  blood ! 

XLVIIl. 
Hear  its  voice,  hear  I— a  cry  goes  up  to  thM, 
FroDi  the  stained  sod,— mak^  thou  thy  jwl^- 
meBiknowii 
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On  nim,  the  ihedderl— let  hia  portion  be 
The  fear  that  walka  at  midnight- five  the  nxMin 
In  the  wind  haunting  him  a  power  to  aay 
**  Where  is  thy  brother  7"— and  the  atan  a  r^ 
To  anaich  and  shake  hit  apirit,  when  alone 
With  the  dread  ^pleodopr  of  their  burning  ejeal 
-So  ahali  earth  own  thy  wiU^meic/,  not  aacri- 
fice! 

XLIX. 
8ounda  of  triumphant  praiae  1 — ^the  mum  waa 

sting — 
^Voioes  that  die  not  might  h»Tf  poured  anch 

strains! 
Thfoogfa  Salem's  tosien  might  thai  proud  chant 

have  rung, 
When  the  Most  High,  on  Syria's  pahny  plafaia, 
Had  quelled  her  fbea ! — so  full  it  fwept,  %  sea 
Of  loud  waves  jubilant,  and  rolling  fine! 
Oft  when  the  winda^  as  through  resounding 

ianeSi 
Hath  filled  the  choral  forests  with  its  power, 
Some  d^p  tone  bring*  me  back  the  munc  of  that 

hour. 


It  died  away; — ^the  incense-cloud  was  driven 
Before  the  breeze — the  wonis  of  doom  were 

And  the  sun  fiKled  mournfully  from  heaven, 
— He  fiulcd  mournfully!  and  dimly  red, 
Pkrting  in  cbuds  from  those  that  looked  their 

last, 
And   sighed— "  Farewell,    thon    sun  T— Eve 

gk)wed  and  passed— 
Night — midnight  and  the  moon— came  fofth 

and  shed 
Sleep,  even  as  dew,  on  glen,  wood,  peopled 


8«ve  on»— «  place  of  deaih--and  there  men  slum- 
bered not. 

LI. 

*Twas  not  within  the  Gity(7) — but  in  sight - 
Of  the  snow-crowned  sierras,  freely  sweeping, 
With  m&ny  an  eagle's  eyrie  on  the  height. 
And  hunter's  cabin,  by  the  torrent  peeping 
Far  off:  and  voles  between,  and  vineyards  lay, 
With  sound  and  gleam  of  waters  on  their  way, 
And  chesnutrwoods,  that  girt  the  happy  sleep- 
ing, 
In  many  a  peasant-home !— the  midnight  sky 

Brought  softly  that  rich  world  round  those  who 
came  to  die. 

LII. 
The  darkly-glorious  midnight  sky  of  Sp«in, 
Bwning  with  stan!— What  had  tba  Riches' 
glan 


To  do  beneath  that  Temple,  an(]  profiine 
Its  holy  radiance  1— By  their  wavering  flare^ 
I  paw  beside  the  pyres— I  see  thee  note, 

0  bright  Theresa!  with  thy  lifted  brow, 

And  thy  cbsped  hands,  and  dark  eyes  filled  with 

prayer! 
And  thee,  and  Inez!  bowing  thy  fair  head. 
And  m^tlii^  up  thy  face,  all  colourless  with 
dread! 

LHL 

And  Ahrar,  Alvar !— I  beheld  thee  too. 
Pale,  steadfast,  kingly;  till  thy  clear  glance  fell 
On  that  young  sister;  then  perturbed  it  grow 
And  all  thy  labouring  bosom  seemed  to  swell 
With  painful  tendernew.    Why  came  I  thero,. 
That  troubled  image  of  my  friend  to  bear 
Thenoe,  for  my  after- years  1 — a  thing  to  dwell 
In  my  heart's  core,  and  on  the  darkness  rise, 
Disquieting  my  dreams  with  its  bright  mournful 
eycsl 

'    LIV. 

Why  came  11  oh !  the  heart's  deep  raysteiy  ^ 

Why 
In  man's  last  hour  doth  vain  aiiection's  gaaa 
Fix  itself  down  on  struggling  agony, 
To  the  dimm'd  eye-balls  freezing,  as  theyglaael 
It  might  be— yet  the  power  to  will  seemed  o'er— 
That  my  soul  yearn'd  to  bear  his  voice  once 

more! 
But  mine  was  fettered !  mute  in  strong  amaoe, 

1  watched  his  features  as  the  nightrwind  blew. 
And  toicb-light  or  the  moon's  p»siyd  o'er  their 

marble  hue. 

LV. 

The  trampling  of  a  steed !— a  tall  white  stee^, 
Rending  his  fiery  way  the  crowds  among^— 
A  storm's  way  through  a  forest— came  at  apeed. 
And  a  wild  voice  cried  "  Inez!"  Swift  she  flung 
The  mantle  from  her  fiioe,  and  gazed  around, 
With  a  faint  shriek  at  that  familiar  sound. 
And  from  his  seat  a  breathless  rider  sprung, 
And  dashed  off  fiercely  those  who  came  to  part. 
And  rushed  to  that  pale  girl,  and  clasped  hbi  to  his 
heart 

LVI. 
And  for  a  moment  all  around  gave,  way 
To  tha^full  burst  of  passion!— on  his  bieaeti 
Like  a  bird  panting  yet  from  fear  she  lay. 
But  blessed— in  misery's  very  lap— yet  blest  '•  - 
Oh  love,  love,  strong  iu>  death ! — from  socn  *i: 

hour 
Pressing  out  joy  by  thine  immortal  power, 
Holy  and  fervent  love!  had  earth  but  rest 
For  thee  and  thine,  this  world  wero  fdl  to  iairi 
How  coidd  we  thence  be  weiined  to  dje  inlhn*m 
despair  1 
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LVII. 
But  she — ai  falbi  a  willovr  firom  the  storm, 
O'er  its  own  river  streaming— thus  reclin'd 
On  the  youth's  bosom  hung  her  fragile  form, 
And  clasping  arms^  so  passionately  twined 
Around  his  neck-- with  such  a  trusting  fold," 
A  full  deep  sense  of  safety  in  their  hold, 
As  if  nought  earthly  might  th' embrace  unbind* 
Alas  I  a  child's  fond  faith,  believing  still 
Its  mother's  breast  beyond  the  lightning's  reach  to 
kill! 

LVin. 

Brief  rest !  upon  the  turning  billow's  height, 
A  strange  sweet  moment  of  some  heavenly 

strain^ 
Floating  between  the  savage  gusts  of  night, 
That  sweep  the  seas  to  foam  I  Soon  dark  again 
The  houf'— Ihe  scene— th'  intensely  present, 

rush'd 
Back  on  her  spirit,  and  her  large  tears -gu^ed 
Like  blood-ilrops  fW>m  a  victim;  with  swifl  rain 
BAhing  the  bofom  where  she  lean'd  that  hour, 
As  if  her  life  would  melt  into  th'  o'erswelling 

shower.    >• 

LIX. 

But  hcj  whose  arm  sustained  her!— «h !  I  knew 
Twas  vain,  and  yet  he  hoped!— he  fondly 

strove 
Back  from  her  faith  her  nnking  soul  to  woo^ 
As  life  might  yet  be  hers  I—A  dream  of  love 
Which  could  not  look  upon  so  fair  a  thing, 
Remembering  bow  like  hope,  like  joy,  like 

spring. 
Her  smile  was  wont  to  glance,  her  step  to  move, 
And  deem  that  men  indeed,  in  very  truth, 
'  "ould  mean  tfie  sting  of  death  for  her  soft  flower^ 

ing  youth ! 

LX, 

Ho  wooed  her  back  to  life.— "Sweet  Inez,  five! 

My  blessed  Inez ! — visions  have  beguil'd 

Thy  heart— abjure  thero !— thou  wcrt  formed  to 

give, 
And  to  find  joy;  and  hath  not  sunshine  smiled 
Around  thee  ever?  Leave  me  not,  mine  own! 
Or  earth  will  grow  too  dark! — for  thee  alone, 
Thee  have  I  loved,  thou  gentlest !  from  a  child, 
And  borne  thine  image  with  me  o'er  the  sea, 
Thy  soft  voice  in  my  soul! — Speak — Oh  1  yet  live 

forme!'* 

LXI. 

She  look'd  up  wildly;  there  were  anxious  eyes 
Waiting  that  look— sad  eyes  of  troubled  thought, 
Alvar's — Theresa's ! — Did  her  childhood  rise, 
With  all  its  vntrt  and  home-affections  fraught, 


In  the  brief  glance  ?— Sh«  chsped  her  hand»» 

the  strife 
Of  love,  faith,  fear,  and  that  vain  dream  of  lifo, 
Within  her  woman's  breast  so  deeply  wrought 
It  seemed  as  if  a  reed  so  slight  and  weak 
Bfutt,  in  the  tending  st<}nD  not  quiver  only-* 
breakt 

LXII. 

And  thus  it  was— the  yoangchaek  flashed  and 

ftded. 
As  the  swift  Uood  in  currents  came  add  went. 
And  hues  of  death  the  marble  brow  o'enhaded. 
And  the  sunk  eye  a  watery  lustre  sent 
Through  its  white  fluttering  lids.    Then  ti«m> 

blings  passed 
O'er  the  frail  form,  that  shook  It,  as  the  Uast 
Shakes  the  sere  leaf,  until  the  spirit  rent 
Its  way  to  peace— the  fearful  way  unknown-— 
Pale  in  love's  arms  she  lay^A^ — ^what  had  loved 

was  gon«  I 

LXUL 
Joy  for  thee,  trem<)Ier ! — fhoa  redeemed  one,  joy  I 
Young  dove  set  free!  earth,  ashes,  soulless  clay, 
Remained  for  baffled  vengeance  to  destroy ; 
—  TTfty  chain  was  riven!— nor  hadst  thou  cast 

away 
Thy  hope  in  thy  last  hour ! — though  love  wa* 

there 
Striving  to  wring  thy  troubled  soul  from  prayer, 
And  life  seemed  robed  in  beautiful  array, 
'Too  fair  Co  leave !^but  this  might  be  forgiven, 
Thou  wert  so  richly  crowned  with  predous  gifts 

of  Heaven! 

LXIV. 
But  wo  for  him  who  felt  the  heart  grow  still, 
Which,  with  its  weight  of  agony,  had  lain 
Breaking  on  his  I — Scarce  could  the  mortal  chill 
Of  the  hushed  bosom,  ne'er  to  heave  again, 
And  all  the  silence  curdling  round  the  eye. 
Bring  home  the  stem  belief  that  she  could  die, 
That  she  indeed  could  die! — for  wild  and  vain 
As  hope  might  be--his  soul  had  hoped — ^'twas 

o'er— 
Slowly  his  failing  armsdroppedfeomtheform  they 

Iwro. 

LXV. 

Th^  forced  him  from  that  spot. — It  ought  bo 

well, 
That  the  fierce,  reckless  words  by  anguish  wrong 
From  his  torn  breast,  all  aimless  as  they  fell. 
Like  spray-drops  from  the  strife  of  torrents  flung. 
Were  marked  as  guilt. — There  are,  who  note 

these  things 
Af  ain^  the  smitten  heart ;  its  breaking  s:riii|p 
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—On  wIkimIow  thriUsoDoe  gentlo  miwic  hung— 
With  a  rude  hand  of  touch  unholy  trying, 
And  numbering  then  as  crimes,  the  deep,  strange 
tones  replying. 

LXVI. 

But  ye  in  solemn  joy,  O  faithful  pair ! 
Stood  gaang  on  your  ported  sisCer's  d^st ;  ^ 
I  saw  your  features  by  the  torch's  glare, 
And  they  were  brightening  with  a  heavenward 

trastt 
I  saw  the  donfal,  the  anguish,  the  dismay. 
Melt  from  my  Altar's  glorioBs  mien  away, 
And  peace  was  there— 4he  calmness  of  the  Just  I 
And,  bending  down  the  slumberer's  brow  to  kiss. 
Thy  rest  is  won,"  he  said^i—** sweet  sister! 

praise  for  this  P 

LXVII. 
I  started  aa  from  sleep;— ^yes !  he  had  spoken — 
A  breexe  had  troubled  memory's  hidden  source  I 
At  once  the  torpor  of  my  soul  was  broken— 
Thought,  Ming,  passion,  woke  in  tenfold  foroe. 
— Thsseare  soli  breathings  in  the  southern  wind. 
That  so  your  ice-chains,  O  ye  streams !  unbind. 
And  free  the  fbaming  swiftness  of  your  course ! 
—I  burst  from  those  .that  held  me  back,  and  fell 
EVn  on  hie  neck,  and  cried^"  Friend,  brother  1 
faro  thee  well!" 

LXVnL 
Did  A«  not  say  "  FanweU  r— Alas !  no  bn&th 
Came  to  mine  ear.    Hoane  murmurs  from  the 

throng 
Told  that  the  mysteries  in  the  face  of  death  • 
Had  from  their  eager  sight  been  veiled  too  long. 
And  we  were  parted  as  the  surge  might  part 
Thoee  that  would  die  together,  true  of  heart. 
— Hi9  hour  was  oome>-but  in  mine  anguish 

strong, 
Like  a  fierce  swimmer  through  the  midnight  sea, 
Blindly  I  rushed  away  from  that  which  was  to  be. 

LXIX. 

Away — away  I  rushed  ; — but  swift  and  high 
The  arrowy  pillars  of  the  firelight  grew, 
Till  the  transparent  darkness  of  the  sky 
Flushed  to  a  bloodHred  mantle  in  their  hoe; 
And,  phantom-like,  the  kiudliog  city  seemed 
To  spread,  fioat,  wave,  as  on  the  wind  they 

streamed. 
With  their  wild  splendoor  chasing  me ! — I  knew 
The  death-work  was  begun — I  veiled  mine  eyes, 
f  et  stopped  in  spell-bound  fear  to  catoh  the  victims' 

cries. 

LXX. 

What  heard  I  then? — a  ringing  shriek  of  pain, 
Such  as  for  ever  haunts  the  tortnr'd  ear  1 
C 


I  heard  a  sweet  and  solemn-breathing  strain 
Piercing  the  flames,  untremulous  and  dear ! 
— Therich,  triumphal  tones !— I  know  them  well, 
As  they  came  floating  with  a  breeiy  swell ! 
Man's  voice  was  there— a  darion  voice  to  cheer 
In  the  mid-battle-— ay,  to  turn  the  flying — 
Woman's— that  might  have  sung  of  Heaven  be- 
■de  the  dying  I 

LXXI. 
It  was  a  fearfid,  yet  a  glorious  thing. 
To  hear  that  hymn  of  martyrdom,  and  know 
That  its  glad  stream  of  melody  could  spring 
Up  from  th'  unsounded  gulfs  of  human  wo ! 
Alvar  I  Theresa  f— what  is  deep  7  what  strong  1 
Ood  Vbreath  within  the  soul !— It  filled  that  song 
From' your  victorious  voices ! — ^bot  the  glow 
On  the  hot  air  and  lurid  skies  increased — 
— Faint  grew  the  sounds — ^more  fiunt— I  listened— 
they  had  ceased ! 

LXXII. 

And  thou  indeed  hadst  perished,  my  soul's  (Hendl 
I  might  form  other  ties— but  thou  alone 
Couldst  with  a  glance  the  veil  of  dimness  rend, 
By  other  years  o'er  boyhood's  memory  thrown  1 
Othen  might  aid  me  onward: — Thou  and  I 
Had  mingled  the  fresh  thoughts  that  early  die, 
*  Once  flowering— never  more! — ^And  thou  weit 
gone! 
Who  could  give  back  my  youth,  my  spirit  free. 
Or  be  in  aught  again  what  thou  hadst  been  to  mel 

LXXIII. 
And  yet  I  wept  thee  not,  thou  true  and  brave  1 
I  could  not  weep:— there  gathered  round  thy 


Too  deep  a  passion ! — ihou  denied  a  gravel 
TAou,  with  the  blight  flung  on  thy  sohlier's  fimae  I 
Had  I  not  known  thy  heart  f^om  childhood's 

time? 
Thy  beait  of  hearts! — and  couldst  thou  die  fin 

crime? 
— ^No  \  had  all  earth  decreed  that  death  of  shame. 
I  would  have  set,  against  all  earth's  decree, 
Th'  unalienable  trust  of  my  firm  soul  in  thee  I 

LXXIV. 

There  are  iswift  hours  in  Iife-^«trong|  rushinii 

•  houn, 
That  do  the  work  of  tempests  in  their  might ! 
They  shake  down  things  that  stood  as  rocks  and 

towers. 
tJnto  th'  undoubting  mind; — they  pour  in  lighi 
Wher^  it  but  startles— like  a  burst  of  day 
For  which  th'  uprooting  of  an  oak  makes  way  ^>  • 
They  sweep  the  cdoarii^  mists  from  off  ow 

sight, 
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They  touch  with  £ie,  thought's  gnyen  page,  the 

litamped  with  pait  yew— and  lo!  it  ahrivels  as  a 
acroUl 

LXXV. 

And  this  was  of  fuch  houn  l^the  sudden  flow 
Of  mj  soul's  tide  seemed  whehning  me;  the 

glare 
Of  the  led  flames,  yet  cocking  to  and  fro, 
Soofched  up  my  heart  with  breathless  thirst  for 

air, 
And  solitude  and  freedom.    It  had  been 
Well  with  me  then,  in  some  vast  desert  soene, 
To  pour  my  voice  out,  for  the  winds  to  bear 
On  with  them,  wildly  questionipg  the  sky, 
ITiercely  th'  untroubled  stars,  of  man's  dim  destiny. 

LXXVL 

I  would  have  called,  adjuring  the  dark  cloud ; 
To  the  most  ancient  Heavens  I  would  have  said 
— "  Speak  to  me !  show  me  truth  !"(8)— through 

night  aloud 
I  would  have  cried  to  him,  the  newly  dead, 
-'  Come-back  I  and  show  me  truth !" — My  spirit 


Gasping  for  some  free  burst,  its  darkness  teemed 
'With  such  pent  storms  of  thought  }~again  I 

fled—    . 
I  fled,  a  refuge  from  man's  face  to  gain, 
Scaree  conscious  when  I  pawed,  entering  a  fenely 

&ne; 

LXXVII.    • 

A  mighty  minster,  dim,  and  proud,  and  vast ! 
Silence  was  round  the  sleepen,  whom  its  floor 
Shut  in  the  grave ;  a  shadow  of  the  past, 
A  memory  of  the  sainted  steps  that  wore 
Erewhile  its  gorgeous  pavement,  seemed  to  brood 
Like  mist  upon  the  stately  solitude, 
A  halo  of  sad  fame  to  mantle  o'er 
its  white  sepulchral  forms  of  mail-clad  men. 
And  all  was  hushed  as  night  in  some  deep  Alpine 
glen. 

ucxvnr. 

Mora  hushed,  far  more! — ^for  there  the  wind 
sweeps  by. 

Or  the  woods  tremble  to  the  streams'  bud  pla^ ! 

Here  a  strange  echo  made  my  very  sigh 

Seem  for  the  place  too  much  a  sound  of  day! 

Too  much  my  footstep  broke  the  moonlight, 
fading. 

Vet  arch  through  arch  in  one  soft  flow  pervad- 
ing 

And  I  stood  still : — prayer,  chant,  had  died  away. 

Yet  past  me  floated  a  funereal  breath 
(if  incense.— I  stodd still— as  befoieGod  and  death! 


LXXIX. 
For  thkk  ye  giit  me  round,  ye  kiiig>departad  i(9^ 
Bust^-lmaged  form— withcroas,  and  shield,  and 

cnat; 
It  seems  as  if  your  ashes  would  have  started, 
Had^  a  wild  voice  burst  forth  above  your  rest ! 
Yet  ne'er,  perchance,  did  worshipper  of  yore 
Bear  to  your  thrillii^  presence  what  /  bore 
Of  wrath— doubt— anguish— battling  in  the 


I  ooidd  have  poured  out  words,  on  that  pale  air, 
To  make  your  pnHid  tombs  ting:— no,  not  I  could 
not^^^i 

LXXX.    * 

Not  'oudst  those  aisles,  through  which  a  thou- 
sand yean 
Mutely  as  clouds  and  reverently  had  swept; 
Not  by  those  shrines,  which  yet  the  trace  of  tears 
And  knfBeling  votaries  on  their  marble  kept! 
Ye  were  too  mighty  ijk  your  pomp  of  gkom 
And  trophied  age,  O  temple,  altar,  tomb! 
And  yoo,  ye  dead !— for  in  that  fakh  ye  slept. 
Whose  weight  had  grown  a  mouataia's  on  my 
heart, 
Whkh  eoukl  not  then  be  foosed.— I  turned  me  to 
depart 

LXXXI. 

I  turned— what  glimmered  faintly  on  my  sight. 
Faintly,  yet  brigblening,  as  a  wreath  of  snow 
Seen  through  dissolving  haze ! — The  moon,  tbe 

night. 
Had  waned,  and  dawn  pcvued  iii;— gray,  ah^ 

dowy,  slow, 
Yet  day-spring  still  1 — a  solemn  hue  it  caught, 
Piercing  the  storied  windows,  darkly  flraught 
With  stoles  and  draperies  of  imperial  glow, 
And  soft,  and  sad,  that  colouring  gleam  was 

thrown. 
Where,  pale,  a  pictured  foym  above  the  altar  shone. 

Lxxxn. 

Thy  form,  thou  Son  of  God ! — a  wrathful  deep. 
With  foam,  and  cloud,  and  tempest,  round  thee 

spread. 
And  such  a  weight  of  night! — a  nighti  when 

sleep 
Frotn  the  fierce  rocking  of  the  billows  fled. 
A  bark  showed  dim  beyond  thee,  with  its  mast 
Bowed,  and  its  rent  sail  shivering  to  the  blast; 
But,  like  a  spirit  in  thy  gliding  tread. 
Thou,  as  o'qr  glass,  didst  walk  that  stormy  sea 
Through  rushing  winds  which  left  a  silent  path 
.     forthee! 

LXXXIII. 
So  still  thy  white  robes  fell !  no  breath  oT  air 
Within  their  long  and  slumberous  folds  had  away! 
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So  Btill  the  waves  of  parted,  shadowy  hair 
From  thy  clear  brow  flowed  droopingly  away ! 
Dark  were  the  heavens  above  thee,  Saviour  !— 

dark 

The  gul&,  Deliverer!  round  the  straining  bark! 
Bat  thou ! — o'er  all  thine  aspect  and  array 
Wat  poured  one  stream  of  pale^  ^road,  silvery 

light— 
-ThoQ  wert  the  single  star  of  that  all-shrouding 

night! 

LXXXIV. 

Aid  for  one  sinking! — Thy  lone  hrightneas 

gleamed 
On  his  wild  face,  just  lifted  o'er  tha  wave, 
With  its  worn,  fearful,  human  look  that  seemed 
To  cry  through  surge  and  blast — "  I  perish — 

■av©!"  * 

Not  to  the  winds — ^not  vainly! — ^thoa  wert  nigh, 
Thy  hand  was  stretched  to  fainting  agony, 
Even  in  the  portalb  of  th'  unquiet  gravel 
O  thou  that  art  the  life !  and  yet  didst  bear 
Too  much  of  mortal  wo  to  turn  from  mortal  prayer ! 

LXXXV. 

But  k  was  not  a  thing  to  lise  on  death. 
With  its  remembered  light,  that  fiuse  of  thine, 
Redeemer  I  dimmed  by  this  world's  misty  breath. 
Yet  moumially,  mysteriously  divine  1 
^Oh !  that  calm,  sorrowful,  prophetic  eye,    . 
With  its  dark  depths  of  grief,  love,  majesty  I 
And  the  pale  gbry  of  the  l^row  I — a  shrine 
Where  power  sat  veiled  yet  shedding  softly 
round 
VHiat  told  that  ihai{  ooUldst  be  but  for  a  tune  un- 
crowned! 

LXXXVI. 

And  more  than  all,  the  Heaven  of  that  sad  smile ! 
The  Up  of  mercy,  our  immortal  trust ! 
Did  not  that  look,  that  very  look,  erewhile, 
Pour  its  o'ershadowed  beauty  on  the  dust? 
Wert  thou  not  such  when  earth's  dark  cloud 

hung  o'er  theel 
Surely  thou  wert! — my  heart  grew  hushed  be- 

fbfe  thee, 
Sulking  with  all  its  passbns,  as  the  gust 
Sank  at  thy  voice,  along  its  billowy  way: — 
What  had.  I  there  to  do,  but  kneel,  and  weep, 

and  piajr  1 

LXXXYlL 

Amidst  the  stillness  rose  my  spirit's  cry, 
Amidst  the  dead—''  3y  that  full,  cup  of  wo^ 
Pressed  from  the  fi^uitage  of  mortality, 
Saviour !  for  thee— give  light !  that  I  may  know 
If  by  thy  will,  in  thine  all-healing  name. 
Men  casUlown  hsunaa  heaxts  to  blighting  dutme, 
A*ui  eariy  death — ^  say,  if  this,  be  so, 


I     Where  then  is  mercy  V^whither  shall  we  flmm 
I  So  unallied  to  hope,  save  by  our  hold  on  theel 

LXXXVIII.     . 

"But  didst  thou  not,  the  deep  sea  brightly 

treading, 
Lift  from  despair  that  struggler  with  the  wave  ) 
And  wert  thou  not,  sad  tears,  yet  awful,  shed- 
ding, 
Beheld,  a  weeper  at  a  mortal's  grave  1 
And  is  this  weight  of  anguish,  which  they  bind 
On  life,  this  soaring  to  the  quick  of  mind, 
That  but  to  God  its  own  free  path  would  crave, 
This  crushing  out  of  hope,  and  love,  and  youth. 
Thy  will  indeed  1— Give  light !  that  I  may  know 
the  truth! 

LXXXIX. 

"  For  my  sick  BOttl  is  darkened  unto  death, 
With  shadows  from  the  suffering  it  hath  seen, 
The  strong  foundations  of  mine  ancient  fidth 
Sink  £rom  beneath  me— whereon  shall  I  lean  1 
*— Oh!  if  from  thy  pure  lips  was  wrung  tho  sigi 
Of  the  dust's  anguish!  if  like  man  to  die, 
—And  earth  round  him  shuts  hisavfly— hatfc 

been 
Even  to  thM  bitter,  aid  me !— i^uide  me  1— turn 
My  wild  and  wandering  thoughts  back  firom  their 

starless  bourne!" 

XC. 
And  calm'd  I  rose:— but  how  the  while  had 


Mom's  orient  sun,  dissolving  mist  and  shade  I 
— Could  there  indeed  be  wrong,  or  chain,  m 

prison. 
In  the  bright  world  such  radiance  might  pei* 

vadel 
It  fiU'd  the  fane,  it  mantled  the  pale  ibrm 
Which  rose  before  me  through  the  pictured 

storm, 
Eveii  the  gray  tombs  it  kindled,  and  array'd 
With  lifel^ow  hard  to  see  thy  race  begun. 
And  think  man  wakes  to  grief,  wakening  to  the6, 

Qsun! 

XCI. 

I  sought  Ay  home  again : — and  thou,  my  chllo . 
There  at  my  play  beneath  yon  ancient  pine. 
With  eyes,  whoso  lightuing  laughter(lOj  natt 

beguil'd 
A  thousand  pangs,  thence  flailing  joy  to  minoj 
Thou  in  thy  mother's  arms,  a.  babe,  tUd  meet 
My  coming  with  young  smiles,  which  yH, 

though  sweet, 
Seem'd  on  my  soul  all  mournfully  to  shioe^ 
And  ask  a  hap^er  heritage  for  thee. 
Than  but  in  turn  the  blight  of  human  hope  to  fse. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


MRS.  HEMANS'  WORKS. 


XCII. 
Now  sport,  for  thou  ait  fine— the  bright  birds 

chasing, 
Whose  wingi  wait  star-like  gleams  firom  tree 

to  tree; 
Or  with  the.fiiWD,  thy  swift  wood-playmate 

racing,  - 
Sport  on,  my  joyous  child!  for  thou  art  free) 
Yes,  on  that  day  I  took  thee  to  my  heart, 
And  inly  vow'd,  for  thee  a  better  part 
To  choose ;  that  so  thy  sunny  bursts  of  glee 
Should  wake  no  more  dim  thoughts  of  farnieen 

wo, 
But,  gladdening  fearless  eyes,  flow  on— as  now 

they  flow. 

xciii. 

Thou  hast  a  rich  world  round  thee:— Mighty 

shades 
Weaving  thdr  gorgeous  tracery  o^er  thy  head, 
With  the  light  melting  through  their  high  ai^ 

cades 
As  through  a  pillared  cloister's  :(11)  but  the 

dead 
Sleep  not  beneath;  nor  doth  the  sunbeam  pass 
To  marble  shrines  through  rainbow-tinted  glass ; 
Yet  thou,  by  fount  and  fove^murmur  led 
To  worship,  thou  art  blest  I--4o  thee  is  shown 
£Arth  in  her  holy  pomp,  decked  for  her  God  alone. 


PART  SECOND. 


WIe  dIesB  treue  liebe  Beele 

Von  Ihiem  Olaubea  voU, 

Der  gans  aUein 
Hit  nlig  machend  lac,  fich  heilig  qtiale^ 
Dasi  ne  dan  Utbttan  Blana  Terloren  baltan  smII 

Inerer  aball  mule  more,  but  all  mj  days 
Walk  With  atiS  footsteps  and  ^th  humble  eya^ 
An  ereiteBtlng  hymn  within  my  souL 

Wilaoju 


Bring  me  .the  sounding  of  the  torrent-water, 
With   yet   a   nearer   swell— fresh    breexe, 

awake  !(12) 
And  river,  darkening  ne'er  with  liuesof  slaughter 
Thy  wave's  pore  sUvery .  green, — and  shining 

lake, 
Spread  &r  before  my  cabin,  with  thy  sone 
Of  ancient  woods,  ye  chaxnless  thmgs  and  lone! 
Send  voices  through  the  forest  aisles,  and  make 
Glad  music  round  me,  that  my  soul  may  dare, 
Cheered  by  such  tones,  to  look  back  oq  a  dun- 
geon's air ! 


II. 

Oh,  Indian  hunter  of  the  desert's  race ! 
That  with  the  spear  at  times,  or  bended  bow, 
Dost  cross  my  footsteps  in  the  fiery  chase 
Of  the  swift  elk  or  blue  hill's  flying  roe; 
Thou  that  beside  the  red  night^re  thou  heapest 
Beneaih  the  cedars  and  th^  star-light  sleepest. 
Thou  knowest  not,  wanderer— never  mayeit 

thou  know  I — 
Of  the  dark  holds  wherewith  man  cumben 

earth, 
To  shut  froon  human  eyes  the  dancing  seasons' 

mirth. 

ni. 

There,  fettered  down  fiom  day,  to  think  the 

while 
How  bright  in  Heaven  the  festal  sun  is  glowing, 
Making  earth's  loneliest  places,  with  his  smile, 
Flush  like  the  rose;  .and  how  the  streams  are 

flowing 
With  sudden  sparkles   through  the  shadowy 

grass, 
And  water-floweiB,  all  trembling  as  they  pass ; 
And  how  the  rich  dark  summer-trees  are  bowing 
With  their  full  foliage ;— this  to  know,  and  pine 
Bound  unto  midnight's  heart,  seems  a  stem  k>t-  - 

'twas  mine. 

IV. 

Wherefore  was  thisi — Because  n^  soul  had 

drawn 
Light  from  the  book  whose  words  are  graved  in 

lightl 
There,  at  its  well-head,  had  I  found  the  dawn. 
And  day,  and  noon  of  fireedom: — ^but  too  bright 
It  shines  on  that  which  man  to  man  hath  given. 
And  called  the  truth — the  very  truth,  from  He»> 

veni 
And  therefore  seeks  he,  in  Ins  brother's  sight, 
To  cast  the  mote;  and  therefore  strives  to  bind 
With  his  strong  chains  to  earth,  what  is  noi 

earth's— the  mind  I 


It  B  a  weary  and  a  bitter  tadc 

Back  fiom  the  hp  the  burning  word  to  keep^ 

And  to  shut  out  Heaven's  air  with  falsehood's 

.mask,. 
And  in  the  dark  urn  of  the  soid  to  heap 
Indignant  feelings— making  even  of  thought 
A  buriied  treasure,  which  may  but  be  sought 
Wlien  shadows  are  abroad— and  idgfat-^-ana 

sleep. 
I  might  not  brook  it  long— and  thus  was  thrown 
Into  that  grave-like  cell,  to  wither  there  aknie. 
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VI. 

And  I  a  child  of  danger,  whose  delighU 

Were  OD  dark  hilis  and  many-fiounding 

1,  that  amidst  the  Cordillera  heights 

Had  given  Castilian  banners  to  the  breeze, 

And  the  Aill  circle  of  the  rainbow  seen 

There,  on  the  snows  ;(13)  and  in  my  oountiy 

been 
A  mountain  wanderer,  from  the  Pyrsnees 
To  the  Moiena  crag»*-how  left  I  not 
Life,  or  the  soul's  life  quenched,  on  that  sepolchral 

qiot? 

VII. 

Because  Thou  didst  not  leave  me,  oh,  my  God  I 
Thou  wert  with  those  that  bore  the  truth  of  old 
Into  the  deserts  from  the  oppressor's  rod, 
And  made  the  caverns  of  the  rock  their  fold, 
And  in  the  hidden  cbambeis  of  the  dead. 
Our  guiding  lamp  with  fire  immortal  fed, 
And  met  when  stars  met,  by  their  beams  to' hold 
The  free  heart's  communing  with  thee, — and 
Thou 
Wert  in  the  midst,  felt,  owned— the  stiei^gthener 
thenasndWl 

VIIL 

Yet  once  I  sank.    Alas  i  man's  wavering  mind  I 
Wherefore  and  whence  the  gusts  that  o'er  it 

blow? 

How  they  bear  with  theraj  floating  uncombined, 
The  shadows  of  the  past,  thiU  come,  and  go, 
As  o'er  the  deep  the  old  long-buried  things, 
Which  a  storm's  working  to  ihe  surface  Ittings ! 
Is  the  reed  shaken,  and  must  we  be  so,  . 
With  every  wind! — So,  Father!  must  we  bc^ 
Tin  we  can  fix  undimmed  our  steadfast  eyes  on 

Thee. 


Yes!  kindling,  spreading,  brightening,  hue  by 

hue, 
Like  stars  from  midnight,  through  the  gloom  il 

grew, 
That  haunt  of  youth,  hope,  manhood!— tiO  tht 

bound 
Of  by  shut  cavern  seemed  dissolved,  and  I 
Girt  by  the  solemn  hiUs  and  bumiiig  pomp  of  sky. 

XL 
I  looked— and  k>  I  the  clear  broad  river  flowing, 
Past  the  old  Moorish  ruin  on  the  steep. 
The  lone  tower  dark  against  a  heaven  all  glow- 
ing, 
Like  sea^  of  glass  and  &n !— I  saw  the  sweep 
Of  gknious  woods  far  down  the  mountain  sidfl^ 
And  their  still  shadows  in  the  gleaming  tide, 
And  the  red  evening  on  its  waves  asleep; 
And  'midst  the  scene— ohi  more  than  all— there 


IX.  .         . 

Onoe  my  soul  died  within  me.    What  had 

thrown 

That  sickness  o'er  it^— Even  a  passing  thought 
Of  a  clear  spring,  whose  side,  with  flow^s  o'er- 


Fondly  and  oft  ray  boyish  steps  had  sought! 
Perchance  the  damp  roof's  water-drops,  that  fell 
Just  then,  low  tinkling  through  my  vaulted  cell. 
Intensely  heard  amidst  the  stilbiess,  caught  • 
Some  tone  firom  memory,  of  the  music,  swelling 
Ever  with  that  firesh  rill,  firom  its  deep  rocky 
dwelling. 


But  so  my  spirit's  fevered  longings  wrought. 
Wakening,  it  might  be,  to  the  fiiint  and  sound, 
That  ihnii  the  darkness  of  the  walls  they 

brought 
4.  kived  scene  round  me,  visibly  around.(14) 
4 


My  child's  fiur  face,  and  hen,  the  mother  of  my 
Ghikll 

XII. 
With  theur'soft  ey^  of  love  and  gladness  raisnd 
Up  to  the  flushing  sky,  as  when  we  stood 
Last  by  that  river,  and  in  silence  gazed 
On  the  rich  world  of  sunset : — but  a  flood 
Of  sudden  tenderness  my  soul  oppressed, 
And  I  rushed  forward  with  a  yearning  breast, 
To  ^lasp — alas!  a  vision! — Wave  and  wood, 
And  gentle  fiu^  hfled  in  the  light 
Of  day's  last  hectic  blush,  all  melted  firbm  my 
sight 

XIII. 


Then  darkness!  oh!  th'  unutterable  gkx.m 
That  seemed  as  narrowing  round  me,  making 

less 

And  less  my  dungeon,  when,  with  all  its  bloom, 
That  bright  dream  vanished  from  my  loneliness 
It  floated  ofiT,  the  beautiful !— yet  left 
Such  deep  thirst  in  my  soul,  that  thus  bereft, 
I  Jay  down,  sick  withpassion's  vain  excess, 
And  prayed  to  die. — How  oft  would  sorrow 

weep 
Her  weariness  to  death,  if  he  might  come  like 

sleep! 

XIV. 
But  I  was  roused — and  howl — It  is  no  taki 
Even. 'midst  tfvy  shades,.thou  wilderness,  to  tefl* 
I  would  not  have  my  boy's  young  cheek  made 

pale. 
Nor  haunt  his  sunny  rest  with  what  befell 
In  that  drear  prifion-house. — His  eye  must  grow 
More  dark  with  thought,  more  earnest  his  fai? 

brow, 
More  high  his  heart  in  youthful  strength  mti4 

swell; 
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So  shall  it  fitly  bum  when  all  u  told :--  I     In  fair  sierras,  hiding  their  deep  spring 

Let  childhood's  radiant  mist  the  free  child  jet  en- .  And  traversed  but  by  storms,  or  sounding  eagMi' 
Ibldl  t  '''»«»• 


XV. 
It  is  enousph  that  through  such  heavy  hoon, 
As  wring  us  by  our  fellowship  of  day, 
I  lived,  and  undegraded.    We  have  powers 
To  snatch  th'  oppressor's  bitter  joy  away ! 
Shall  the  wild  Indian,  for  his  savage  fame, 
Laugh  and  expire,  and  shall  not  Truth's  high 


Bear  up  her  martyrs  with  all-conquering  sway? 
It  is  enough  that  Torture  may  be  vain^ 
t  had  seen  AlvaT  die— the  strife  was  won  fiom 
Pain. 

XVL 

And  feint  not,  heart  of  man !  though  years  wane 

slowl 
There  have  been  those  that  from  tike  deepest 

caves. 
And  cells  of  night,  and  fastnesses,  below 
The  stormy  dashing  of  the  ocean-waves, 
Down,  farUier  down  than  gold  lies  hid,  have 

nursed 
A  quenchless  hope,  and  watched  their  time,  and 

burst' 
On  the  bright  day,  like  wakeners  from  the 

graves  I 
1  was  of  such  at  last  1— Qnchamed  I  trod 
This  green  earth,  taking  back  my  freedom  from 

my  God! 

XVII. 
That  was  an  hour  to  send  its  fadeless  trace 
Down  life's  far  sweeping  tide ! — A  dim,  wild 

night, 
tike  sorrow,  hung  upon  the  soft  moon's  fece, 
Yet  how  my  heart  leaped  in  her  blessed  light ! 
The  shepherd's  light  —the  sailor's  on  the  seor^ 
The  hunter's  homeward  from  the  mountains 

free, 
Where  its  lone  smile  makes  tremulously  bright 
The  thousand  streams  1 — I    could   but   gaze 

through  tears— 
Ohl  what  a  sight  ii  Heaven,  thus  first  beheld  for 

yearsl 

XVIII. 
The  Tolling  clouds! — they  have  the  whole  blue 

space 
Above  to  sail  in — ^all  the  dome  of  sky! 
My  soul  shot  with  them  in  their  breezy  race 
O'er  star  and  gloom ! — ^but  I  had  yet  to  fly, 
As  flies  the  hunted  wolf.    A  secret  spot. 
And  Mrange,  1  knew— the  sunbfam  knew  it 

not; — 
Wildest  of  all  the  savage  glens  that  lie 


XIX. 
Ay,  and  I  met  the  storm  thii^re!— I  had  gained 
The  covert's  heart  with  swift   and   stealthy 

tread: 
A  moan  went  past  me,  and  the  dark  trees  lainod 
Their  autumn  ibiiage  rustling  on  my  head; 
A  moan — a  hollow  gust — and  there  I  stood 
Girt  with  majestic  night,  and  ancient  wood. 
And  foaming  water. — ^^Thither  might  have  fled 
The  mountain  Christian  with  his  faith  of  yore, 
When  A  trie's  tambour  shook  the  ringing  western 

shore! 

XX. 

But  through  the  black  ravine  the  storm  came 

swelling- 
Mighty  thou  art  amidst  the  hills,  thou  blast  I 
In  thy  lone  course  the  kingly  cedars  fellings 
Xike  plumes  upon  the  path  of  battle  cast  I 
A  rent  oak  thunder'd  down  beside  my  cave- 
Booming  it  rush'd,  as  booms  a  deep  sea-wave; 
A  felcon  soar'd ;  a  startled  wild-deer  pass'd ; 
A  fer-offbell  toU'd  faintly  through  the  roar- 
How  my  glad  spirit  swept  forth  with  the  winds 

once  more  1 

XXI. 

And  with  the  arrowy  lightnings  !-^iar  thej 

flashed, 
Spiittng  the  branches  in  their  fitful  play, 
And  brightly  shivering  where  the  torrents  dashod 
Up,  even  to  crag  and  eagle's  nest,  their  spray  I 
And  there  to  stand  amidst  the  pealing  strife. 
The  strong  pines  groaning  with  tetapestuoos  life 
And  all  the  mountain-voices  on  their  way, — 
Was  it  not  joy  1 — 'twas  joy  in  rushing  might, 
After  those  years  that  wove  but  one  long  dead  of 

night! 

XXII. 
There  came  a  softer  hour,  a  lovelier  moon. 
And  lit  me  to  my  homo  of  youth  again. 
Through  the  dim  chesnitt  shade,  where  oft  at 

noon. 
By  the  fount's  flashing  bunt,  my  head  had  lain, 
In  gentle  sleep :  but  now  I  passed  as  one 
That  may  not  pause  where  wood-stieams  wUi*- 

pering  run, 
Or  light  sprays  tremble  to  a  bird's  wild  strain. 
Because  th'  avenger's  voice  is  in  the  wind. 
The  foe's  quick  rustling  step  dose  on  the  leaves 

behind. 

XXIII. 
My  home  of  youth  I — oh !  if  indeed  to  part 
With  the  soul's  bved  ones  be  a  mournful  thing, 
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WHen  we  go  foitb  in  baojraney  of  heart, 
And  bearing  aH  the  glories  of  our  spring 
For  life  to  breathe  on, — is  it  less  to  meet, 
When  these  are  fUed  1— who  shtU  eattit  eweet  1 
-*Even  though  loTe'e  mingliBg  tears  may  haply 

bring 
Balm  as  they  faB,  too  well  their  heaty  showers 
Teach  us  how  much  is  lost  of  all  that  once  was 

oois! 

SJLIY. 

Not  by  the  sunshine,  with  its  golden  glow, 
Nor  the  green  earth,  nor  yet  the  laughing  sky, 
Nor  the  faint  flower-8cents,(15)  as  they  come 

and  go 
In  the  soft  air,  Ij^e  music  wandering  by ; 
— Oh  I  not  Vy  these,  th'  nniailing,  are  we  taught 
How  time  and  sorrow  on  our  frames  have 

wrought, 
But  by  the  saddened  eye,  the  darkened  brow, 
.  Of  kindred  aspects,  and  the  long  dim  gaze, 
Whkh  tells  us  iw  are  changed, — ^how  changed 

from  other  days  1 

XXV. 
Before  my  father^in  my  place  of  birth , 
I  stood  an  alien.'    On  the  veiy  floor 
Which  oft  had  tiembled  to  my  boyish  mirth, 
The  lore  that  reared  me,  knew  my  face  no  more ! 
There  hung  the  antique  armour,  helm  and  crest. 
Whose  every  stain  woke  childhood  in  my  breast. 
There  drooped  the  banner,  with  the  marks  it  bore 
Of  Paynim spears;  and  I,  the  worn  in  frame 
And  heart,  what  there  "was  1 1--4Jiother  and  the 


XXVI. 


Then  bounded  in  a  boy,  with  clear  dark  eye^ 
— How  should  ke  know  his  father  t — when  we 

parted, 
From  the  soft  cloud  which  mantles  infancy, 
His  soul,  just  wakening  into  wonder,  darted 
Its  first  looks  round. '  Him  followed  one,  the  brido 
Of  my  young  days,  the  wife  how  loved  and  tried  1 
Her  glance  met  mane — 1  could  not  speak^-ehe 

started 
With  a  bewildered  gaze  ;^nntil  there  came 
Tears  to  my  burning  eyes,  and  from  my  lips  her 


xxvn. 

8he  knew  me  then ! — I  murmured  ''  Lteonort 
And  her  heart  answered  l--oh  I  the  voice  is 

known 
First  from  all  else,  and  swiftest  to  restore 
Love's  buried  images  vrith  one  low  tc^e. 
That  strikes  like  lightning,  when  the  cheek  b 

faded, 


And  the  brow  heavily  with  thought  o'ershadedt 
And  ail  the  brightness  ficom  the  aspect  gone ) 
— Vponn^bKeastshesonk,  when  doubt  was  fled, 
Weeping  as  those  may  weep,  that  meet  in  wo  and 


xxvni. 

For  thsBs  we  night  not  rest.    Alasl  to  leave 
Those  native  towers,  and  know  that  they  mntf 

faU 
By  slow  decay,  and  none  renuun  to  grieve 
When  the  weeds  clustered  on  the  lonely  wall  i 
We  were  the  last — ^my  boy  and  I — the  last 
Of  a  long  line  which  brightly  thence  had  passed  I 
My  father  blessed  me  as  I  left  his  hall — 
— ^With  his  deep  tones  and  sweet,  though  fall 

of  years, 
He  blessed  me  there,  and  bathed  my  cbikl*s  young 

head  with  tears. 

XXIX 
I  had  brought  sorrow  on  his  gray  hairs  down, 
And  cast  the  darkness  of  my  branded  name 
(For  so  he  deemed  it)  on  the  clear  renown, 
My  own  ancestral  heritage  of  fame. 
And  yet  he  blessed  me ! — Father !  if  the  dart 
Lie  on  those  lips  benign,  my  spirit's  trust 
Is  to  behold  thee  yet,  where  grief  and  shame 
Dim  the  bright  day  no  more ;  and  thou  wilt  know 
That  not  through  guilt  thy  son  thus  bowed  thine 
age  with  wo ! 

XXX. 

'  And  tl^ou,  my  Leonor !  that  unrepining, 
If  sad  in  soul,  did^t  quit  all  else  for  me, . 
When  stars^the  stars  that  earliest  rise^art 

shining. 
How  their  soft  gUnce  unseals  each  thought  of. 

thee! 
For  on  our  flight  they  smiled ; — their  dewy  rays, 
Through  the  last  olives,  lit  thy  tearful  goie 
Back  to  the  home  we  never  more  might  see ; 
So  passed  we  on,  like  earth'b  first  exiles,  turning 
Fond  k)oks  where  hung  the  sword  above  their  Eden 

burning. 

XXXl. 

It  was  a  wo  to  say — "  Farewell,  my  Spain  1 
The  sunny^and  the  vintage  land,  farewell  !'> 
—I  could  have  died  upon  the  battle  plain 
For  thee,  my  country  I  but  I  might  not  dweil 
In  thy  sweet  vales,  at  peace. — The  voice  oi  soh^ 
Breathes,  with  the  myrtle  scent,  thy  hills  along ; 
The  citron's  glow  is  caught  from  shade  and  di'U, 
But  what  are  these  1 — ^upon  thy  flowery  sod 

I  might  not  kneel,  and  pour  my  free  thoughts  »fQi 

I  toQodl 
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XXXU. 
O'er  the  Uue  deep  I  fled,  the  chainleis  deep  I 
— Strange  heart  of  roan  1  that  e'en  'midat  wo 

•weUa  high, 
When  through  the  ibam  he  sees  hie  pnmd  haxk 

9weep, 
Flinging  out  joyoua  gleams  to  ware  and  iky ! 
Yes!  it  awellt  high,  whate'er  he  leaves  behind; 
Hie  spirit  rises  with  the  rising  wind ; 
For,  wedded  to  the  far  futurity, 
On,  on,  it  bean  him  ever,  and  the  main 
Seems  rushing,  like  hu  hope,  some  happier  shore 

to  gain. 

XXXIII. 
Not  thus  is  woman.    Closely  her  still  heart 
Doth  twine  itself  with  e'en  each  lifeless  thing, 
Which,  long  remembered,  seemed  to  hear  its  part 
In  her  calm  joys.    For  ever  would  she  cling, 
A  brooding  dove,  to  that  sole  spot  of  earth 
Where  she  hath  loved,  and  given  her  children 

birth,,  ♦ 

And  heard  their  first  sweet  voices.    There  may 

Spring 
Array  no  path,  renew  no  flower,  no  leaC 
Bui  hath  its  breath  of  home,  its  claim  to  farewell 

giie£ 

XXXIV. 
I  looked  on  Leonor,  and  if  .there  seemed 
A  cloud  of  more  than  pensiveness  to  rise, 
In  the  faint  smiles  that  o'er  her  features  gleamed. 
And  the  soft  darkness  of  her  serious  eyes. 
Misty  with  tender  gloom ;  I  called  it  nought . 
But  the  fond  exile's  pang,  a  lingering  thought 
Of  her  own  vale,  with  all  its  melodies 
And  living  light  of  streams.     Her  eoul  would 
rest 

Beneath  your  shades,  I  said,  bowers  of  the  gor- 
geous west! 

XXXV. 

Oh !  could  we  live  in  visions !  could  we  hold 
Delusion  faster,  longer,  to  our  breast. 
When  it  shuts  from  us,  with  its  mantle's  fold. 
That  which  we  see  not,  and  are  therefore  blest! 
But  they,  our  loved  and  loving,  they  to  whom 
We  have  spread  out  our  souls  in  joy  and  gloom. 
Their  looks  and  accent!,  unto  ours  addressed, 
Have  been  a  language  of  familiar  tone 
Tx)  long  to  breathe,  at  last,  dark  sayings  and  un- 
known. 

XXXVI. 
I  told  my  heart  'twas  but  the  exile's  wo. 
Which  pressed  on  that  sweet  bosom; — I  de- 
ceived 
My  heart  liiit  half: — a  whisper  faint  and  low, 
I  iauniing  it  ever,  ami  at  times  believed, 


Spoke  of  fome  deeper  eanae.  Howofiwei 
like  those  that  dream,  and  Anew  the  while  they 

^ream, 
'Midst  the  soft  falls  of  airy  voioes  giiered, 
And  troubled  while  bright  phantoms  round  them 

By  adim  sense  that  all  will  float  and  fade  away  I 


XXXVU. 

Yet,  as  if  chasing  joy,  I  wooed  the  breeze, 
To  speed  me  onward  with  the  wings  of  mom. 
—Oh !  far  amidst  the  solitary  seas. 
Which  were  not  made  for  man,  what  man  hath 

borne, 
Answering  their  moan  with  his  I — ^what  tJum 

didst  bear,  ^ 

My  lost  and  loveliest !  while  that  S3cret  care 
Grew  terror,  and  thy  gentle  sfnrit,  worn 
By  its  dull  brooding  weight,  gave  way  at  last, 
Beholding  me  as  one  from  hope  for  ever  cast ! 

XXXVIII. 

For  unto  thee,  as  through  all  change,  revealed 
Mine  inward  being  Uy.    In  other  eyes 
I  had  to  bow  me  yet,  and  make  a  shield. 
To  fence  my  burning  bosom,  of  disguise; 
By  the  still  hope  sustained,  ere  long  tio  win 
Some  sanctuary,  whose  green  retreats  within, 
My  thoughts  unfettered  to  their  source  might 

rise. 
Like  songs  and  scents  of  mom.'-^ut  thou  didi^ 

look 
Through  all  my  soul,  and  thine  even  unto  Minting 

shook. 

V 

XXXIX. 

Fallen,  fidlen,  I  seemed— yet,  oh  I  not  less  be- 
loved, 
Though  from  thy  love  was  plucked  the  eariy 

pride, 
And  harshly,  by  a  gloomy  fai&h  reproved, 
And  seared  with  shame! — though  each  young 

flower  had  died. 
There  was  the  root, — strong,  living,  not  the  lee^ 
That  all  it  yielded  now  was  bitterness ; 
Yet  still  such  love  as  quits  not  misery's  side, 
Nor  drops  from  guilt  its  ivy-like  embrace, 
Nor  turns  away  from  death's  its  pale  heroic  face. 

XL. 

Yes!  thou  hast  followed  me  through  fear  and 

flight; 
Thou  wouldst  have  followed  had  my  pathway 

led 
Even  to  the  scaffold ;  lutd  the  flashing  light 
Of  the  raised  axe  made  strong  men  shrink  with 

dread, 
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l*hoa,  'mklflt  the  hush  of  thousands  wouldst  have 

been 
With  thy  clasped  hands  beside  me  kneeling  seen, 
And  meekly  bowing  to  the  shame  thy  head — 
—-The  shame  1— oh  I  making  beaatiful  to  view 
The  might  of  human  k>ve— &ir  thing  I  so  bravely 
tniet 

XLL 
There  was  thine  agony — to  love  so  weU 
Where  fear  made  k>ve  life's  chastener.^-Here- 

toibre 
Whatever  of  earth's  disquiet  round  thee  fell, 
Thy  soul,  o'erpassbg  its  dim  bounds,  could  soar 
Away  to  sunshine,  and  thy  clear  eye  speak 
Most  of  the  skies  when  grief  most  touched  thy 

cheek. 
Now,  that  far  brightness  fitded !  never  more 
Couldst  thou  lift  heavenwards,  for  its  hope  thy 

heart, 
Since  at  Heaven's  gate  it  seemed  that  thoa  and  I 

must  part 

XUI. 

Aha !  and  life  hath  moments  when  a  glance 
(If  thooght  to  sudden  watchAilnees  be  stirred,) 
A  flush — a  &ding  of  the  cheek  perchance, 
A  woid — ^less,  less — the  cadence  of  a  word, 
Lets  in  oar  gaze  the  mind's  dim  veil  beneath, 
Thence  to  bring  haply  knowledge  fraught  with 

death  I 

— Even  thus,  what  never  fiom  thy  lip  was  heard 
Broke  on  my  soul. — I  knew  that  in  thy  sight 
I  stood — howe'er  beloved — a  recreant  from  the 

light! 

XLin. 

Thy  sad  sweet  hymn,  at  isve,  the  seas  ak>ng, — 
-Oh I  the  deep  soul  it  breathed!— the  love,  the 

The  fervor,  poured  in  that  full  gush  of  song, 
As  it  went  floating  through  the  fiery  glow 
Of  the  rich  snnset !— bringing  thoughts  of  Spain, 
With  aU  her  vesper-voices,  o'er  the  main, 
Which  seemed  responsive  inits  murmuring  flow. 
—"Ave  tandisnmar — ^how  oft  Uiat  lay 
Hath  melted  from  my  heart  the  martyr-strength 
away! 


Av6,saiirHsrima! 
'Tjs  night-M  on  the  sea; 

'  OrapronofaisI 
Our  souls  rise  to  thee  1 

Watch  us,  while  shadows  lie 
O'er  the  dim  water  spread ; 

Hear  the  heart's  lonely  sigh, 
—  Thine,  too,  hath  bled  I 
4* 


Thou  that  hast  looked  on  death. 
Aid  ns  when  death  is  near! 

Whisper  of  Heaven  to  faith ; 
Sweet  mother,  hear! 

Ora  pro  nobis  I 
The  wave  must  rock  our  sleep, 

Ora,  mater,  ora! 
The  star  of  the  deep! 

,  XLIV. 
"  Ora  pro  nobte,  moierr— What  a  jpell 
Was  in, those  notei^  with  day's  last  glory  dying 
On  the  flushed  waters  1    seemed  they  not  to 

swell 
From  the  far  dust,  wherein  my  sires  were  lymg 
With  crucifix  and  sword  1— Oh !  yet  how  dear 
Comes  theur  reproachful  sweetness  to  mine  earl 
'*  Ora/" — with  all  the  purple  v^ves  replying, 
All  my  youth's  visions  rising  in  the  strain— 
-*And  I  had  thought  it  much  to  bearthe  rack  and 

chain! 

XLV. 

Torture  !-^e  sorrow  of  afliMstion's  eye, 
Fixing  its  meekness  on  the  spirif  s  core, 
Deeper,  and  teaching  more  of  agony. 
May  pierce  than  many  swords ! — and  this  I  bore 
With  a  mute  pang.    Since  I  had  vainly  striven 
.  From  its  free  springs  to  pour  the  truth  of  Heaven 
Into  thy  trembling  soul,  my  Leonori 
Silence  rose  up  where  hearts  no  hope  could  share: 
— ^Alas!  for  those  that  love,  and  may  not  blend  io 
prayer!  ^ 

XLVI. 
We  could  not  pray  together  'midst  the  deep, 
Which,  like  a  floor  of  sapphire,  round  us  lay, 
Through  days  of  splendour,  nights  too  bright 

fixr  sleep, 
Soft,  solemn,  huly! — We  were  on  our  way 
Unto  the  mighty  Conlillera-land, 
With  men  whtmi  tales  of  that  world's  golden 
strand 
,    Hadluredtoleave  their  vines.— Oh  I  who  shall 

■»/ 

What  thoughts  rose  in  us,  when  the  tropic  sky 
Touched  all  its  molten  seas  with  sunset's  alchemy  I 

XLVn. 

Thoughts   no    more   mmgled !— Then   came 

night — th'  intense 
Dark  blue— the  burning  stars! — I  saw  i\BC 

shine 
Once  more,  in  thy  serene  magnificence, 

0  Southern  Cross  !(I6)  as  when  thy  radiant  sign 
First  drew  my  gaze  of  youth.— No,  not  as  then; 

1  had  been  stricken  by  the  darts  of  men 
Since  those  fresh  days,  and  now  thy  light  dinne 
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Looked  on  mine  anguish,  while  within  me  Btrove 
^he  still  small  voice  against  the  might  of     ~ 
love. 

XLVIII. 

But  thou,  the  niieKt,  the  gloriotts!  thoa  Wert 

pouring 
Brilliance  and  joy  upon  the  crystal  wate, 
While  she  that  met  thy  ray  with  eyes  adoring, 
Stood  in  the  lengthening  shadow  of  the  grave! 
— Alasl  I  watched  her  dark  religious  glance, 
As  it  still  sought  thee  through  the  Heaven's  ex- 
panse 
Bright  Cross!— and  knew  not  that  I  watched 

what  gave 
But  passing  lustre — shrouded  soon  to  be— 
A  soft  light  found  no  more — no  more  on  earth  or 


XUX. 

I  knew  not  all— ^yet  something  of  unrest 
Sat  on  my  heart    Wake,  ocean-wind!  I  said; 
Waft  us  to  land,  in  leafy  freshness  drest. 
Where  through  rich  clouds  of  foliage  o'er  her 

head, 
Sweet  day  may  steal,  and  lills  unseen  go  by, 
Like  singing  voices,  and  the  green  earth  lie 
Starry  with  flowers,  beneath  her  graceful  traadl 
~~  But  the  cfthn  bound  us  'midst  the  glavy  main ; 
Ne'er  was  her  step  to  bend  earth's  living  flowevs 
again. 


Yes  I  as  if  Heaven  upon  the  waves  were  sleep- 
ing, 

Vexing  my  soul  with  quiet,,  there  they  lay, 

AO  moveless  through  their  blue  transparence 
keeping, 

The  shadows  of  our  sails,  from  day  to  day ; 

While  she— oh!  strongest  is  the  strong  heart's 


And  yet  1  live  I  I  feel  the  sunshine's  glow — 
And  I  am  he  that  looked,  and  saw  decay 
Steal  o'er  the  fair  of  earth,  th'  adored  too  mtich! 
->It  is  a  fearful  thing  to  love  what  death  may 
touch. 

U. 

A  fearful  thing  that  love  and  death  may  dwell 
In  the  same  worid! — She  faded  on — and  I^ 
Blind  to  the  last,  there  needed  death  to  tell 
Mv  trusting  soul  that  she  eotdd  iade  to  die  1 
\  et,  en  she  pazt^,  I  had  marked  a  change^ 
^But  it  breathed  hope — ^'twas  beautiful,  though 

strange: 
Something  of  gladnete  in  the  melody 
Of  ner  low  voice,  and  in  her  woxds  a  flight 
Of  airy  thought — alas !  too  perilously  bright ! 


LIL 

And  a  dear  sparkle  in  her  glance,  yet  wiUJ, 
And  quick,  and  eager,  like  the  flashing  gaie 
Of  aome  all  wondering  and  awakening  child, 
That  first  the  gbries  of  the  earth  surveys. 
— ^How  could  it  thus  deceive  mel — she  had  won 
Around  her,  like  the  dewy  mists  of  mom, 
A  pensive  tendejness  through  happiest  days^ 
And  a  soft  world  of  dreams  had  seemed  to  lie 
StiU  in  her  dark,  and  deep^  and  spiritual  eye. 

LIII. 

And  I  could  hope  in  that  strange  firo  l^ahe  died. 
She  died,  with  all  its  lustve  on  her  mien  I 
—The  day  was  melting  from  the  waters  wSde^ 
And  through  its  long  bright  houn  her  thoughts 

had  been. 
It  aeemed,  with  restless  and  unwonted  yearnings 
To  Spain's  blue  skies  and  dark  sierras  turning  j 
For  her  fond  words  were  all  of  vintage-aoena^ 
And    flowering    myrtle,    and   sweet   citron's 

breath — 
— bh!  with  what  vivid  huea  life  comes  back  oft 

on  death  1 

LIT 

And  from  her  lips  the  mountain-songs  of  old, 
In  wild  faint  snatches,  fitfully  had  sprung ; 
Sohgs  of  the  orange  bower,  the  Moorish  hold, 
The  "Rto  verde,"(ir)  on  her  soul  that  hung, 
And  thence  flowed  forth. — But  now  the  sun  was 

low, 
And  watching  by  my  side  its  last  red  glow, 
That  ever  stills  the  heart,  once  more  she  sung 
Her  own  soft  **  Ora,  mater  r — and  the  sound 
Was  even  like  love's  fareweU— so  mournfully  pro- 
found. 

LV. 

The  boy  had  dropped  to  slumber  at  our  feet  ^ 
— ^"  And  I  have  lulled  him  to  his  smiling  rsst 
.    "  Once  roofef  she  said: — I  raised  him — it  was 

sweet. 
Yet  sad,  to  see  the  perfect  calm  which  blessed 
His  kM»k  that  hour  j— to  now  her  voioe  grew 

weak; 
And  on  the  flowery  eiinsoa  of  his  cheek, 
With  her  white  lips  a  long^  long  kiss  she 

pressed. 
Yet  light,  to  wake  him  nol^-^Then  sank  her 

head 
Against  my  bursting  heait— What  did  I  daspT 

the  dead! 

LVI. 

I  called — to  call  what  answerb  not  our  cries-— 
By  that  we  loved  to  stand  unseen,  unheard, 
With  the  loud  passion  of  our  tears  and  sighs 
To  see  but  some  cold  glistering  ringlet  stirred. 
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And  in  the  quenched  eye's  fixednea  to  gase, 
All  vainly  searching  for  the  parted  rays; 
This  is  what  waits  us  I — Dead ! — with  that  chill 

word 
To  link  our  bosom-names! — ^For  this  we  pour 
Our  souls  upon  the  dust-Hoor  tremble  to  aJoret 

LVII. 

But  the  true  parting  came! — I  looked  my  last 
On  the  sad  beauty  of  that  slumbering  face ; 
How  could  I  think  the  lovely  spirit  passed, 
Vniich  tliere  had  left  so  tenderly  its  trace  t 
Vet  a  dim  awfulness  was  on  the  brow — 
Ko  I  not  like  sleep  to  look  upon  art  Thou, 
Death,  death! — she  lay,  a  thbig  for  earth's  em- 
brace, 
To  cover  with  spring-wreaths. — For  earth^sl — 
the  wave 
That  gives  the  bier  no  flowers— -makes  moan 
above  her  gravel 

Lvia 

On  the  mid-seas  a  knell! — for  man  was  there. 
Anguish  and  bve-^the  mourner  with  his  dead  I 
A  long  bw-ioUing  kndl— «  voice  of  prayer — 
•Dark  glassy  waters,  like  a  desert  spread, 
And  the  pale-shining  Southern  Cross  on  high, 
Its  faint  stars  fading  from  a  solemn  sky, 
Where  mighty  clouds  before  the  dawn  grew 

led;- 
Were  these  things  round  met — Such  o'er  me- 
mory sweep 
Wildly  when  aught  brings  bock  that  burial  of  the 
deep. 

hPL 

Then  the  broad  lonely  sunrise  I — and  thb  plash 
Into  the  sounding  waves !( 18)  around  her  head 
They  parted,  with  a  glancing  moment's  flash,  ' 
Then  shut — and  all  was  still.  And  now  thy  bed 
Is  of  their  secrets,  gentlest  Leonor  I 
Once  fairest  of  young  brides  I-^and  i  ever  mora, 
Loved  as  thou  wert,  may  human  tear  be  shed 
Above  thy  rest ! — No  mark  the  proud  seas  keisp, 
To  show  where  he  that  wept  may  pause  again  to 
#eep. 

So  the  depths  took  thee!^Ohl  the  sullen  sense 
Of  desolation  in  that  hour  compressed ! 
Dust  going  down,  a  speck  amidst  tli'  immense 
And  gloomy  waters,  leaving  on  their  breast 
The  trace  a  weed  might  leave  there  !-->J>ust1-^ 

the  thing 
Which  lo  thd  heatft  was  as  a  living  ipri^g 
Of  joy,  with  feaHhlness  of  love  possessed, 
Thus  sinking!— Love,  joy,  fear,  all  crushed  to 

thi»- 
And  the  wide  Heaven  so  &r— so  fitthomless  th' 

abvMl 


LXI. 

Where  the  line  sounds  not,  wLen  the  wrecks 

U^low, 
What  shall  wake   thence  the  dead  T— Blest, 

blest  are  they 
.That  earth  to  earth  entrust;  for  they  may  know 
And  tend  the  dwelling  whence  the  slumberer's 

day 
Shall  rise  at  last,  and  bid  the  young  flowers 

bbom, 
That  waft  a  breath  of  hope  around  the  tomb, 
And  kneel  upon  the  dewy  turf  to  pray ! 
But  thou,  what  cave  hath  dimly  chambered 

thee? 
Vain  dreams! — ohl  art  thou  not  where  there  b 
aX19) 


LXII. 

The  wind  roso  free  and  singing: — when  for 

ever. 
O'er  that  sole  spot  of  all  the  watery  plain, 
I  could  have  bent  my  sight  with  fond  endeavour 
Down,  where  its  treasure  was,  its  glance  to 

strain; 
Then  rose  the  reckless  wind* — Before  our  prow 
The  white  foam  flashed — ay,  joyously— and  thou 
Wert  left  with  all  the  solitary  main 
Around  thee — and  thy  beauty  in  my  heart. 
And  thy  meek  sorrowing  love — ohl  where  could 

that  depart  1 

LXIII. 

I  will  not  speak  of  wo;  I  may  not  tell-^ 
Friend  tells  not  such  to  iriend— the  thought! 

which  rent 
My  fainting  spirit,  when  its  wild  farewell 
Across  the  bOlows  to  thy  grave  was  sent, 
Thou,  there  most  lonely! — He  that  sits  above, 
In  his  calm  gbiy,  will  forgive  the  love 
His  creatures  bear  each  other,  even  if  blent 
With  a  vain  worship;  for  its  close  is  dio) 
Ever  with  grief,  which  leads  the  wrung  soul  bock 
to  Him! 

Lxiy. 

And  with  a  milder  pang  if  now  I  bear 

To  think  of  thee  in  thy  fonndKen  rest, 

If  from  my  heart  be  lifted  the  despair, 

The   sharp   remorse  with  healing  *influence 

pressed. 
If  the  soft  eyes  that  visit  me  in  sieep 
Look  not  teprooch,  though  still  they  seem  tt> 

weep; 
It  is  that  He  my  sacrifice  hath  blessed, 
And  filled  my  bosom  through  its  iumnst  cell, 
With  a  deep  chastening  sense  that  at)  at  laftl  la 

well 
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LXV. 

Yes!  thou  art  now — Oh!  wnercfore  doth  the 

thought 
Of  the  wave  dashing  o'er  thy  long  bright  hair, 
The  sea-weed  into  its  dark  tresses  wrought, 
The  sand  thy  pillow — thou  that  wert  so  fair; 
Come  o'er  me  stillWEarth,  earth !~it  is  the 

hold 
Earth  ever  keeps  on  that  of  earthy  mould  ! 
But  thou  art  breathing  now  in  purer  oir, 
I  well  believe,  and  freed  from  all  of  error, 
Which  blighted  here  the  root  of  thy  sweet  life 

with  terror. 

LXVI. 

And  if  the  love  which  here  was  passing  light 
Went  with  what  died  not— Oh!  that  tM»  we 

knew. 

But  this!--that  through  the  silence  of  the  night, 
Some  voice,  of  all  the  lost  ones  and  the  true, 
Would  speak,  and  say,  if  in  their  far  repose, 
We  are  yet  aught  of  what  we  were  to  those 
We  call  the  dead ! — ^their  passionate  adieu, 
•  Was  it  but  breath,  to  perish  1 — Holier  trust 
Be  mine !— thy  love  is  there,  but  purified  from  dust ! 

.  LXVIL 

A  thing  all  heavenly  !-^Ieared  from  that  which 

hung 
As  a  dim  cloud  between  us.  heart  and  mind  I 
Looeed  from  the  fear,  the  grief,  whose  tendrils 

flung 
A  chain,  so  darkly  with  its  growth  entwined. 
This  is  my  hope! — though  when  the  su  set 

fades. 
When  forests  rock  the  midnight  on  their  shades, 
When  tones  of  wail  ara  in  the  rising  wind. 
Across  my  spirit  some  fiiint  doubt  may  sigh ; 
Fur  the  strong  hoan  iPtii  sway  this  frail  mortality  I 

LXVIII. 

We  have  been  wanderers  since  tli^ose  days  of 

.wo, 
Thy  boy  and  I!— As  wild  birds  tend  their 

young, 
So  have  I  tended  him — my  botinding  loel 
The  high  Peruvian  solitudes  among; 
And  o*er  the  Andes-torrents  borne  his  form, 
Where  our  frail  bridge  hath  quivered  'midst  the 

•torm.(20) 
•But  (here  the  war-notes  of  my  country  rung, 
And,  smitten  deep  of  Heaven  and  man,  I  fled 
To  hide  in  shades  unpierced  a  marked  and  weoiy 

head. 

LXIX. 

But  he  went  on  In  gladness — that  fair  child  I 
Save  whca  at  times  Lis  bright  eye  seemed  to 
dream,  ' 


A  nd  his  young  lips,  which  then  no  longer  smiled, 
Asked  of  his  mother! — that  was  but  a  gleam 
Of  Memory,  fleeting  fiut;  and  then  his  piaj 
Through  the  wide  Llanos(31)  cheered  again  om 

way. 
And  by  the  mighty  Oronoco  stream. 
On  whose  lone  margin  we  have  heard  at  mora, 
From  the  mysterious  rocks,  the  MmriM  mosio 
borDe.(S2) 

LXX. 

So  like  a  spirit's  voice!  a  harping  tone, 
Lovely,  yet  ominous  to  mortal  ear, 
Such  as  might  reach  us  fh>m  a  world  unknown, 
Troublufig  man's  heart  with  thrills  of  joy  «od 

fear! 
'Twas  sweet!— yet  those  deep  southern  shadai 

oppressed 
My  soul  with  stillness,  like  the  calms  that  rait 
On  melancholy  waves  :(23)  I  sighed  to  hear 
Once  more  earth's  breezy  sounds,  her  foliage 

fanned, 
And  turned  to  seek  the  wilds  of  the  red  hnnter'tf 

land. 

LXXI. 

And  we  have  won  a  bower  of  refuge  now, 
In  this  fresh  waste,  the  breath  of  whose  repose 
Hath  cooled,  like  dew,  the  fever  of  my  brow, 
And  whose  green  oaks  and  cedan  round  me 

ck)se, 
As  temple-walls  and  pillars,  that  exclude 
Earth's  haunted  dreams  from  theur  free  solitude; 
All,  save  the  image  and  the  thought  of  those 
Before  us  gone ;  our  loved  of  early  years, 
Gk>ne  where  affection's  cup  hath  lost  the  taste  ol 


LXXII. 

I  see  a  star— eve's  firat-bom !— -in  whose  train 
Past  scenes,  words,  looks,  come  back.    The  ar- 
rowy spire 
Of  the  lone  cypress,  as  of  wood-girt  fane. 
Rests  dark  and  still  amidst  a  heaven  of  fire ; 
The  pine  gives  forth  its  odours,  and  the  lake 
Gleams  like  one  ruby,  and  the  soft  winds  wake^ 
Till  every  string  of  nature's  solemn  lyre 
Is  tonched  to  answer:  its  most  secr^  tone 
Drawn  from  each  tree,  fi>reach  hath  whispers  all 
its  own. 

LXXIIL 

And  htA !  another  murmur  on  the  air, 
Not  of  the  hidden  rills,  or  quivering  shades! 
—That  is  the  cataract's,  which  the  brseieB  bear, 
Filling  the  leafy  twilight  of  the  glades 
With  hoUow  surge-like  sounds,  as  fnm  the  bed 
Of  the  blue  mournful  seas,  that  keep  the  dead 
But  they  are  &rl— the  low  sun  here  pemdes 
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Dim  forest-arches,  bathing  with  red  gold 
Their  stems,  till  each  is  made  a  marvel  to  behold, 

Lxxiy. 

Ghirgeous,  yet  full  of  gloom ! — In  such  an  hour, 
The  vesper-melody  of  dying  bells 
Wanders  through  Spain,  from  each  gray  con- 
vent's tower 
O'er  shining  rivers  poured,  and  olive-dells, 
By  every  peasant  heard,  and  muleteer, 
And  hamlet,  round  my  home : — and  I  am  here, 
Living  again  through  all  my  life's  farewells. 
In  these  vast  woods,  where  farewell  ne'er  wta 
spoken. 
And  sole  I  lift  to  Heavisn  a  sad  heart— yet  un- 
broken 1 

LXXV. 

In  such  an  hour  are  told  the  hermit's  beads; 
With  the  white  sail  the  seaman's  hymns  floafai 

by: 
Peace  be  with  all !  whate'er  their  varying  creeds, 
With  all  thai  send  up  holy  thoughto  on  high! 
Come  to  me,  boy! — by  Ghiadalqnivir's  vines, 
By  every  stream  of  Sp^n,  as  day  declines, 
Man's  prayeiB  are  mingled  in  the  rosy  sky. 
-«We,  too,  will  pray ;  nor  yet  unheard,  my 

ehUd! 
Df  Him  whose  voice  we  hear  at  eve  amidst  the 

wild. 

LXXVI. 

At  ere?— oh!— thioogh  all  hoori!--From  dark 

dnAmsoft 
Awakening,  I  look  forth,  and  learn  the  might 
Of  silitnde,  while  thou  art  breathing  soft, 
And  k)w,  my  loved  one!  on  the  breast  of  night: 
I  lotk  forth  <m  the  stars— the  shadowy  sleep 
Of  forests— and  the  lake,  whose  gloomy  deep 
Sends  up  red  sparkles  to  the  fiie-flies'  light. 
A  lonely  world!— even  fearful  to  man's  thought, 
But  ibY  His  presence  felt,  whom  here  my  soul  hath 

sought. 


NOTES. 

Note  1,  page  1,  col.  3. 
And  iif  hing  throogh  the  tethery  caofli^  Ae. 
The  canes  in  some  parts  of  the  American  forests 
%nn  a  thick  undergrowth  for  many  hundred  miles. 
—See  Hodgwn?$  LeUer$  from  North  America^ 
%wa.Lp.242. 

Note  3,  page.  1,  col.  2. 
And  te  thek  Unk-plMa  moal^  ss  mosns  ifas  ootsii'AaiL 
Such  •  shell  as  Wordsworth  has  beautiftdly  de- 


I  Lave  seen 
A  corloni  child,  w!io  dwelt  upon  a  utiet 
Of  inland  ground,  applying  to  hb  car 
Ths  amvolutloos  of  a  smooth'Uppad  riwll; 
To  wMch,  In  silance  hurtied,  his  rury  soul 
Ualened  intently,  and  his  countenance  soon 
Brightened  with  joy ;  for  murmuringa  from 
Were  heani— «onorou8  cadences!  whereby, 
To  hii  belief  the  monitor  ezpraand 
Mysterious  union  with  its  native  aea. 
— Eren  such  a  ahell  the  univerea  Iteelf 
b  lo  the  ear  of  Faith.—  ThB  Excurtion, 

Note  2,  page  3,  col.  2. 
I  sBs  an  oak  befqre  me^  Ac 
*^  I  recollect  hearing  a  traveller,  of  poetical  tern* 
perament  expressing  the  kind  of  honor  which  he 
felt  on  beholding  on  the  banks  of  the  Missouri,  an 
oak  of  prodigious  size,  which  had  been  in  a  man- 
ner overpowered  by  an  enormous  wild  grape-vine. 
The  vine  had  clasped  its  huge  folds  round  the 
trunk,  and  iiom  thence  had  wound  about  eveiy 
branch  and  twig,  until  the  migh^  tree  had  with- 
ered in  its  embrace.  It  seemed  like  Laoeooii  strug- 
gling inefiectually  in  the  hideous  coils  of  the  mon- 
ster Python."— Bracs6ru^e  Baik  Chapter  on 
Foreat  7>ee». 

Note  4j  page  4,  col.  1. 

ThoQ  hast  perlabed 
Mora'  nobly  far  my  Alvar  I— making  known 
Tlie  might  of  truth. 

For  a  most  interesting  account,  of  the  Spanish 
Protestants,  and  the  heroic  devotion  with  which 
they  met  the  spurit  of  persecution  in  the  sixteenth 
century,  see  the  Quarterly  Review^  No.  57,  art 
Qian's  Vi8U  to  Spain. 

Note  5,  page  5,  od.  1. 

IlookMontwo^ 
Following  his  fooMsps  to  the  asms  dnad  places 
For  ther  aame  guUl— hie  listen  I— 

'*  A  priest,  named  Gonzalez,  had  among  other 
proselytes,  gained  over  two  young  females,  his  sis- 
ters, to  the  protestant  faith.  All  three  were  con- 
tined  in  the  dungeons  of  the  Inquisition.  Thd 
torture,  repeatedly  applied,  could  not  draw  from 
them  the  least  evidence  against  then:  religious  as- 
sociates. Every  artifice  was  employed  to  obtain  a 
recantation  fiom  the  two  sisters,  since  the  constan- 
cy and  learning  of  Ck>nzalez  |nrecluded  aD  hopes 
of  a  theological  victory.  Their  answer,  if  not  ex- 
actly logical,  is  wonderfully  simple  and  affecting. 
*  We  will  die  in  the  faith  of  our  brother :  he  is  too 
wise  to  be  wrong,  and  too  good  to  deceive  us.'-* 
The  three  stakes  on  which  they  died  Were  near 
each  other.  The  priest  had  been  gagged  till  the 
moment  of  lighting  up  the  wood.  The  few  mi- 
nutes that  he  was  allowed  to  speiik,  he  employed 
in  oomlbiting  his  sisters,  with  whom  he  sung  Ihs 
109^h   Psalm,  till   the  flames  smo^ered  tbeii 
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Note  6|  page  5,  col.  1. 

And  deem  the  naina 
h.  hunJndcbie&had  bonw^  cast  down  by  jou  to  abvoa^ 

The  names,  not  only  of  the  imoMdUte  ▼ictima 
of  the  Inquisition,  were  devoted  to  infamy,  bat 
those  of  all  their  relatione  were  branded  with  the 
same  indelible  stain,  which  was  likewise  to  descend 
•s  an  inheritance  to  their  latest  posterity. 
Note  7,  page  7,  col.  1. 
Twas  not  within  the  city— but  in  li^ht 
Of  the  snow-crowned  aierras. 
The  piles  erected  for  these  czecations  were  with- 
out the  towns,  and  the  final  scene  of  an  Auto  da 
Fe  was  sometiniss,  from  the  length  of  the  pzeceding 
ceremouies,  delayed  till  midnight 

Note  8,  page  10,  col.  1. 
I  wTttld  have  csDed,  adjuxing  the  dark  ckrad ; 
Tb  the  nvMt  ancient  Hesvens  I  wouJd  havs  «id 
"— epeak  to  me  1  show  me  troth  I" 
For  one  of  the  most  powerfiiT  and  impressive 
pictures  perhaps  ever  drawn,  of  a  young  mind 
struggling  against  habit  and  superstition  in  its  first 
aspirations  after  truth,  see  the  admirkble  LeUert 
from  Spain  by  Don  Ltueadio  Doblado. 
Note  9,  page  10,  col.  -2. 
For  thick  ye  gl  A  me  loand,  ye  long-departed ! 
I>ua(->iniaged  fimiv— with  cron^  and  shield,  and  ctml 

"  Yon  walk  from  end  to.  end  over  a  floor  of  tomb- 
stones, inlaid  in  brass  with  the  forms  of  the  depart- 
ed, mitres,  and  croziers,  and  spears,  and  shields, 
and  helmets,  all  mingled  together — all  worn  into 
glass-like  smoothness  by  the  feet  and  the  knees  of 
long-departed  worshippers.  Around,  on  every  side 
each  in  their  separate  chapel,  sleep  undisturbed 
from  age  to  age  the  venerable  ashes  of  the  holiest 
or  the  loftiest  that  of  old  came  thither  to  worship 
— their  images  and  their  dying  prayers  sculptured 
among  the  resling-plaoes  of  their  remains." — ^From 
a  beautiful  description  of  ancient  Spanish  Cathe- 
il/als»  in  Peter*$  Letien  to  kU  Kinifolk, 
Note  10,  page  11,  col.  3. 
With  eyes,  whose  lightning  lau^tarhaih  beguiled 
A  ihoumnd  pangs. 
*'  £  '1  lampegg^rde  I'angeUco  riso. — Petrarok. 
Note  11,  page  12,  col.  1. 
Mighty  ahades 
iVesTfng  ihalr  goKgaouB  tiaoery  o^  thy  hasf^ 
With  the  Qgbt  meiang  ihniqgh  their  high  uctdat, 
Aa  through  a  pUland  ctoiatar'a 

"  Sometimes  their  disppurse  washeld  in  the  deep 
shades  of  moss-grown  forests,,  whose  gloom  and 
interlaced  boughs  first  suggested  that  Gothic  ar- 
cnitecture,  beneath  whose  pointed  arches,  where 
they  nad  studied  and  prayed,  the  parti-colonied 
windows  s)^ed  a  tinged  light;  ficenfis,  which  the 
gleams  of  punshino,  penttrating  %h»  deep  foliage, 
and  flickering  on  the  variegated  turf  bekyw,  jnight 
Bave  recalled  to  th^  memory."— IFsAster**  Qrt^- 
^'l»n  on  tke  Landing  ^  the  Pilgrim  Fathen  in 


New  England. — See  Hodgton^M  Letien  from 
North  America^  vol.  iL  p.  305. 

Note  12,  page  12,  col.  I. 
Bring  me  the  soandteg  of  the  tomntrwatar, 
With  yet  a  neaz«r  aweU— fisah  breesa^  awake  I 
'  The  varying  sounds  of  waterfalls  are  thus  allu- 
ded to  in  an  interesting  work  of  Mrs.  Grant's. 
"  On  the  opposite  side  the  view  was  bounded  by 
steep  hills,  covered  with  lofty  pines,  frt>m  which  a 
waterfall  descended,  which  not  only  gave  anima- 
tion to  the  sylvan  scene,  but  was  the  best  barome- 
ter imaginable ;  foretelling  by  its  varied  and  intel- 
ligible sounds  every  approaching  change,  not  only 
of  the  weather  but  of  the  wind." — Memoirt  qf  an 
American  Lady,  vol.  i.  p.  143. 

Note  13,  page  13,  ooL  1. 
And  the  full  circle  of  the  rainbow  aeea 
There,  on  the  anowa. 

The  circular  rainbowsi  occasipnally  seen  azoongit 
the  Andes,  are  described  by  Ulloa. 

Note  14,  page  13,  col.  1. 
But  80  my  aplrlfa  fevered  longings  wrought, 
Wakening,  fc  might  be,  to  the  fidntflad  sound. 
That  from  the  darkneaaof  the  waHa  they  brought 
A  k)ved  acene  round  ob,  vMbly  around. 

Many  striking  instances  of  the  vividness  with 
which  the  mind,  when  strongly  excited,  has  been 
known  to  renovate  past  impressions,  and  embody 
them  into  visible  imagery,  are  noticed  and  account- 
ed for  in  Dr.  Hibbert's  Philosophy  of  ApparUione, 
The  following  illustrative  passage  is  quoted  in  the 
same  work,  from  the  writings  of  the  late  Dr.  Fer- 
riar.  "  I  remember  that,  itbout  the  age  of  four- 
teen, it  was  a  source  of  great  amusement  to  my- 
self^ if  I  had  been  viewing  any  interesting  object 
in  the  course  of  the  day,  such  as  a  romantic  ruin, 
a  fine  seat,  or  a  leviewof  a  body  of  troops,  as  soon 
as  evening  came  on,  if  1  had  occasion  to  go  into  a 
dark  room,  the  whole  scene  was  brought  before  my 
eyes  with  a  brilliancy  equal  to  what  it  had  possess- 
ed in  daylight,  and  remained  visible  for  several  mi- 
nutes. I  have  no  doubt  that  dismal  and  frightful 
images  have  been  thus  presented  to  young  persons 
after  scenes  of  domestic  affliction  or  public  horror." 

The  following  passage  from  the  "Alcazar of 
Seville,"  a  tale,  or  historical  .sketch,  by  the  author 
of  Doblado's  letters,  afibrds  a  further  illustration 
of  this  subject  ^*  When,  descending  fast  into  the 
vale  of  years,  I  strongly  £z  my  mind's  eye  on  those 
narrow,  shady,  silent  streets,  where  I  breathed  th« 
scented  air  which  ^ame  rustling  through  the  sur- 
rounding groves;  where. the  footsteps  le-echoed 
frx)m  the  clean  watered  porches  of  the  houses,  ana 
where  every  object  spoke  of  quiet  and  contentment; 

the  objects  around  me  begi*. 

to  fade  into  a  mere  delusion,  and  not  only- the 
thoughts,  but  the  external  sensations,  which  1 
then  experience,  revive  with  a  reality  that  alnMM 
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m^kea  me  shndder— it  has  so  much  the  character 
of  a  trance,  or  nuon." 

Note  16,  poge  15,  ool.  1. 

Nor  ths  ftioi  flvvrar-Meoi^  w  ibogr  coneaiid  fo 

la  the  toft  air,  Uks  miwic  wanduing  by. 
"  For  hecauee  the  breath  of  flowers  is  iarre  tweet- 
er in  the  aire  (where  it  comes  and  goes  like  the 
wtfUin^  of  music)  than  in  the  hand,  therefore  no- 
thing is  more  fit  for  that  delight  than  to  know 
what  be  the  flowers  and  plants  which  doe  best  per- 
fome  the  airs." — Lord  Bacon* »  Euay  on  Gardens. 

Note  16,  page  17,  od.  2. 
IflawOMAiin 

Odcs  moie^  In  thj  ■enne  msgnifloooo^ 

OSoatbemCnwl 
*'  The  pleasore  we  felt  on  discoyering  tl^  South- 
ern Grots  was  warmly  shared  by  such  of  the  crow 
as  had  lived  in  the  colonies.  In  the  solitude  of  the 
seas,  we  hail  a  star  as  a  friend  from  whom  we  have 
long  been  separated.  Among  the  Portuguese  and 
the  Spaniards,  peculiar  motives  seem  to  increase 
this  feeling ;  a  religious  sentiment  attaches  them 
to  a  constellation,  the  form  of  which  recals  the  sign 
of  the  faith  planted  by  their  ancestors  in  the  deserts 

of  the  New  World. It  has  been 

observed  at  what  hour  of  the  night,  in  different 
seasons,  the  Cross  of  the  South  is  erect  or  inclined. 
It  is  a  time-piece  that  advances  very  regularly  near 
four  minutes  a  day,  and  no  other  group  of  stass 
exhibits  to  the  naked  eye  an  observation  of  time  so 
easily  made.  How  often  have  we  heard  oar  guides 
OKciaim  in  the  savannahs  of  Venezuela,  or  in  the 
desert  extending  from  Lima  to  Truxilb,  "  Mid- 
night is  past,  the  cross  begins  to  bend  1"  How  often 
these  words  reminded  us  of  that  afl!ecting  scene 
where  Paul  and  Yirginia,  seated  near  the  source 
of  the  river  Lataniers,  conversed  together  for  the 
last  time,  and  where  the  old  man,  at  the  sight  of 
the  Southern  Cross^  warns  them  that  it  is  time  to 
•eparate!"— Z>e  BufkboUU^a  TVaveif. 

Note  17,  page  18,  ool.  1. 
Bongs  or  the  ocange  bower,  thd  MoorMi  hoU^ 
The  '*Rio  Verde,'* 

"  Rio  verde,  no  verde,*'  the  popuUr  Spanish  Ro- 
flaance,  known  to  the  English  reader  in  Psfc/s 
fimnalation. 

"Gentte  rlrei^  pmb  river, 

Lo^  \hj  ftnami  are  etained  wHh  gonl 

If  any  a  taare  sad  nobk  Gspiain 

Floaia  sloog  thjr  wlUowtd  ibore,**  4te«  Ab 

Note  18,  page  19,  coLl. 
Then  the  broad  kmely  aunrin  I— anA  ihs  pissh 
Into  iba  aoundiag  waves  1— 
De  Humboldt,  in  descriHng  the  burial  of  a  young 


Astuiian  at  sea,  mentions  the  entreaty  of  the  offi- 
ciating  priest,  that  the  body,  which  had  been 
brought  upon  dock  during  the  night,  might  not  be 
eommitted  to  the  waves  until  afl»r  sunrise,  in  order 
to  pay  it  the  last  rites  according  to  the  usage  of  the 
Romiah  church. 

Notel9,  pagel9,  co(.2. 
Oh  Bittboa  Do(  where  there  la  no  mora  aeal 
*<  And  there  waa  no  more  aea."— iZev.  chap.  zxL  v.  L 

Note  90,  page  90,  col  1. 
And  o'er  the  Andea-iorrenta  borne  hia  form, 
¥niere  oar  frail  bridge  hath  quivered  'midat  the  atorai. 
The  bridges  over  many  deep  chasms  amongst 
the  Andes  are  pendulous,  and  formed  only  of  the 
fibres  of  equinoctial  plants.    Their  tremulous  mo- 
tion has  afibrded  a  striking  image  to  one  of  tlie 
stanzas  in  "Gertrude  of  Wyoming." 
"Anon  aome  wilder  portiaiture  he  daw% 
or  oainre'B  flavaga  glorlea  he  would  apeak ; 
The  lopailnesi  of  eaith,  (hatovecawei^ 
Where,  resting  by  the  tomb  of  old  Oaclqae^ 
The  lama-driver,  on  Peruvia'a  pealc, 
Nor  voice  nor  living  motion  markn  around, 
But  alorfca  that  Co  the  boundleaa  foreat  ahrielr, 
Or  wildHMorich,  high  flung  o'er  golf  prefound, 
Tliat  floctuatea  when  the  aiomw  of  El  Doiado  SBuna. 

Note  91,  page  20,  coL  9. 
And  then  hIa  pbty 
Through  the  wide  Uanoa  cheered  again  oor  way. 
UanoB,  or  savannas,  the  great  plains  iu  South 
America. 

Note  29,  page  90,  coL  1. 

And  by  the  mighty  Ortxioeo  acream. 

On  wliaae  kne  mufgin  we  have  heard  St  mom 

Ftoqi  the  mysteirioQa  rocka^  the  amwlaa>maricboma. 

De  Humboldt  speaks  of  these  rocks  on  the  shores 
of  the  Oronooo.  Travellers  have  heard  from  timi> 
to  time  subterraneous  sounds  proceed  from  them  at 
run-rise,  resembling  those  of  an  organ.  He  be- 
lieves in  the  existence  of  this  mysterious  musie, 
although  not  foTtunat9  enough  to  have  heard  it 
himself,  and  thinks  that  it  may  be  produced  by 
currents  of  air  issuing  through  the  crevices. 

Note  93,  page  90,  coL  9w 

Tel  thoaa  deep  aouthem  drndea  oppnwud 
MyaottlwithatUlmaa 

The  same  distinguished  traveller  fiequently  al- 
ludes to  the  extreme  stillness  of  the  air  in  the  equ^ 
toiial  regions  of  the  new  continent,  and  paiticulariy 
ODthe  thickly  wooded  shoresof  the  Oronooo.  "  In 
this  neighbourhood,"  he  says,  '<no  bnath  of  wind 
«vw  agitates  the  foliage." 
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ILAfiis  ot  jmans  ILmUiu. 


The  foUowing  pieces  may  to  far  be  oonndered 
a  eeries,  as  each  is  intended  to  be  commemora- 
tiye  of  some  natbnal  lecoUcction,  popular  cus- 
tom, or  tradition.  The  idea  was  suggested  by 
Herder's  "Stimmen  der.Volker  in  LJedem*" 
the  execution  is  however  diflerent,  as  the  poems 
in  his  collection  are  chiefly  translations. 

Most  of  those  forming  the  present  one  have  ap- 
peared, as  well  as  the  miscellaneous  pieces  at- 
tached to  them,  in  the  New  Monthly  Magazine. 


MOORISH  BRIDAL  SONG. 


It  Is  a  ciMom  among  the  Moon,  that  a  female  who  dloi  mi- 
married  b  clothed  for  imennent  tn  wedding  apparel,  and  the 
bridal  song  ii  sung  over  her  remains  before  ihey  an  borne 
tem  her  home. 

8ee  the  Karrativt  of  a  Ten  Year't  Retidencein 
jyipoli,  by  the  suter-in-Iaw  of  Mr.  Tull j. 


The  dtron  groves  their  fruit  and  flowers  were 
strewing 

Around  a  Moorish  palace,  while  the  sigh 

Of  low  sweet  summer-winds,  the  branches  woo- 
ing, 

'With  music  throqgh  their  shadowy  bowers  went 
by; 

Music  and  voices,  irom  the  marble  halls, 
Through  the  leaves  gleaming,  and  the  fountain- 
falls. 

A  song  of  joy,  a  bridal  song  came  swelling, 
To  blend  with  fragrance  in   those  southern 

shades. 
And  told  of  feasts  within  the  stately  dwelling, 
Bright  lamps,  and  dancing  steps,  and  gem- 
crowned  maids; 
And  thus  U  flowed; — ^yet  something  in  the  lay 
Belonged  to  sadness,  as  it  died  away. 

**  The  bride  comes  forth !  her  tears  no  more  are 

falling 
To  leave  the  chamber  of  her  infant  years; 
Kind  vcnces  from  a  distant  home  are  calling ; 
She  comes  like  day-spring — she  hath  done  with 

tears; 
t^aw  must  her  dark  eye  shine  on  other  flowers, 
Her  soft  smile  gladden  other  hearts  than  ours  I 

—Pour  the  rich  odours  round! 

"  We  haste!  the  chosen  and  the  lovely  bringing; 
Love  stin  goes  with  her  from  her  place  of  birth; 


Deep  silent  joy  within  her  soul  is  springiiig, 
Though  in  her  glance  the  light  no  mora  li 

mirth! 
Her  beauty  leaves  us  in  its  rosy  years ; 
Her  sisters  weep— but  she  hath  done  with  tears! 
—Now  may  the  timbrel  sound  1" 

Enowest  thou  for  whtmi  they  sang  the  bridal 

numbers'} 
—One,  whose  rich  tresses  were  to  waw  no 

morel 
One,  whose  pale  cheek  soft  winds,  nor  gentle 

slumbers. 
Nor  Love's  own  ngh,  to  rose-tints  might  restore ! 
Her  graceful  ringlets  o'er  a  bier  were  spread.— 
— ^Weep  for  the  young,  the  beautiful,— the  dead  I 


THE  BIRD'S  RELEASE. 


The  Indiana  of  Bengal  and  of  the  Coait  or  Malabar  tartog 
eagea  filled  with  birda  to  the  graYoe  of  their  friendi^  ofor 
which  they  aet  the  birds  at  lihertj.  Thb  coetom  b  alluded  tt* 
in  the  dsKriptloa  of  Vlrginla*B  funeral 

8as  Paui  OMd  Virginia, 


Gro  forth,  for  she  is  gone ! 
With  the  golden  Kght  of  her  wavy  hair, 
She  is  gone  to  the  fields  of  the  viewless  air; 

She  hath  left  her  dwelling  lone  I 

Her  voice  hath  passed  away  I 
It  hath  passed  away  like  a  summer  breeze, 
When  it  leaves  the  hills  for  the  far  blue  seae^ 

When  we  may  not  trace  its  way. 

Qo  forth,  and  like  her  be  free! 
With  thy  radiant  wing,  and  thy  glancing  9fB^ 
Thou  hast  all  the  range  of  the  sunny  sky, 

And  what  u  our  grief  to  theel 

Is  it  ai:^ht  even  to  hear  we  moumi 
Doth  she  look  on  the  tears  by  her  kindred  sbedl 
Doth  she  rest  with  the  flowers  o*er  her  gentle 
bead, 

Or  float  on  the  light  wind  bomeY 

We  know  not— but  she  is  gone! 
Her  step  from  the  dance,  her  voice  from  the 

song, 
And  the  smile  of  her  eye  from  the  festal  Ihfong^ 

She  hath  left  her  dwelling  tone! 
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When  the  waves  at  sunset  shine,  | 

We  may  hear  thy  vdce,  amidst  thousands  mon, 
In  the  scented  woods  of  our  glowing  shore, 

But  we  shall  not  knew  'tis  thine! 


Even  so  with  the  loved  one  flown! 
Her  smile  in  the  starlight  may  wander  by, 
Her  breath  may  be  near  in  the  wind's  low  sigh, 

Around  us — ^but  all  unknown. 

Go  forth,  we  have  loosed  thy  chain! 
We  may  deck  thy  cage  with  the  richest  flowers, 
Which  the  bright  day  rears  in  our  eastern  bowers. 

But  thou  wilt  not  be  lured  again. 

Even  thus  may  the  summer  pour 
AU  fragrant  thmgs  on  the  land's  green  breast, 
And  the  glorious  earth  like  a  bride  be  dressed, 

Bat  it  wins  her  back  no  more! 


THE  SWORD  OP  THE  TOMB. 


A  MOBTHEBN  LEGEND. 


TlM  Idea  of  this  tmlbd  ■  taken  fiom  a  ««»  to  "Stark- 
.-«hei^"  a  oagedj  by  the  Danish  poet  Ocblenschlager.  The 
KpukhnI  fixe  here  alluded  to^  and  aupposod  to  guard  the 
ariwa  of  deceasod  heroes  la  fteqoantljr  mentioned  in  the 
MoRhem  flsgaa  Beyere  anfleringa  to  the  departed  aplrit 
ware  auppoaed  bj  iba  Scandinavian  mythologista  to  be  the 
» of  any  prolanaUonof  the  aepulchre. 

See  OchUfUchlager'a  Play. 


"  Voice  of  the  gifted  elder  time! 
Voice  of  the  charm  and  the  Ranio  rhyme! 
Speak  I  from  the  shades  and  the  depths  disclose, 
How  Sigaid  may  vanbh  hit  mortal  foes; 
Voice  of  the  buried  pastl 

"  Voice  of  the  grave!  'tis  the  mighty  hour, 
When  night  with  her  stars  and  dreams  hath  power, 
And  my  step  both  been  soundless  on  the  snows^ 
And  the  spell  I  have  sung  hath  laid  repose 
On  the  billow  and  the  blast." 

Then  the  torrents  of  the  North, 
And  the  forest  pines  were  still, 
Wliile  a  hollow  chant  came  forth 
From  the  dark  sepulchral  hill. 

"  There  shines  no  snn  *midet  the  hidden  dead, 
But  where  the  day  lo6ks  not  the  brave  may  tread ; 
There  is  heard  no  song,  and  no  mead  is  poured, 
But  the  warrior  may  come  to  the  silent  board 
In  the  shadow  of  the  night 

"  There  is  laid  a  sword  in  thy  father's  tomb. 
And  its  edge  is  fraught  with  thy  foeman's  lioom ; 
Bat  soft  be  thy  step  through  the  silence  deep, 
And  move  not  the  urn  in  the  boose  of  sleep, 
For  the  viewless  have  feaffui  mighl!'' 
D  6 


Then  died  the  solemn  lay, 
As  a  trumpet's  music  dies. 
By  the  night-wind  borne  away 
Through  the  wild  and  stormy  skies. 

The  fir-trees  rocked  to  the  wailing  blast, 
As  on  through  tlie  forest  the  warrior  passed, — 
Through  the  forest  of  Odin,  the  dim  and  old, 
The  dark  place  of  visions  and  legends,  told 
By  the  fires  of  Northern  pine. 

I  The  fir-trees  rocked,  and  the  frozen  ground 

Gave  back  to  his  footstep  a  hollow  sound ; 

And  it  seemed  that  the  depths  of  those  awful 

shades. 
From  the  dreary  {^oom  of  their  long  arcades. 

Gave  warning,  with  voice  and  sign. 

But  the  wind  strange  magic  knows 
To  call  wild  shape  and  tone 
From  the  gray  wood's  tossing  Iwughs 
When  night  is  on  her  throne. 

The  pines  cloeed  o'er  him  with  a  deeper  gloom. 
As  he  took  the  path  to  the  monarch's  tomb; 
The  pole-star  shone,  and  the  heavens  were  bright 
With  the  arrowy  streams  of  the  northern  light, 
But  lus  road  through  dinmess  lay! 

He  passed,  in  the  heart. of  that  ancient  wood, 
The  dark  shrine  stained  with  the  victim's  blood : 
Nor  paused,  till  the  rock  where  a  vaulted  bed 
Had  been  hewn  of  old  for  the  kingly  dead, 
Arose  on  his  midnight  way. 

Then  first  a  moment's  chill 
Went  shuddering  through  his  v«« 
And  the  steel-clad  man  stood  still 
Before  that  place  of  rest. 

But  he  crossed  at  length  with  a  deep-drawn  breath. 
The  threshold-floor  of  the  hall  of  Death, 
And  looked  on  the  pale  mysterious  fire 
Which  gleamed  from  the  urn  of  his  warrior-si] e, 
With  a  strange  and  solemn  light 

Then  darkly  the  words  of  the  boding  strain 
Like  an  omen  rose  on  his  soul  again, 
— "  Soft  be  thy  step  through  the  silence  deep^ 
And  move  not  the  nm  in  the  house  of  sleep. 
For  tiie  viewless  have  fearful  might!" 

But  the  gle'aming  sword  and  shield 
Of  many  a  batttlenlay 
Hung  o'er  that  nm,  revealed 
By  the  tomb-fire's  wavelew  ray. 

With  a  faded  wreath  of  oak-leaves  boond, 
They  hung  o'er  the  dust  of  the  far-renowned, 
Whom  the  bright  Valkyriur's  warning  voice 
Had  called  to  the  banqnet  when  gods  rejvans, 
And  the  lich  mettd.flowsn  ^ght. 
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With  a  beating  heart  his  fon  drew  near, 
And  still  rang  the  verse  in  his  thrilling  ear, 
—"Soft  be  thy  step  through  the  silence  deep, 
And  move  not  the  urn  in  the  house  of  sleep, 
For  the  viewless  have  fearful  might  1" 

And  many  a  Saga's  rhyme, 
And  legend  of  the  grave, 
That  shadowy  scene  and  time 
Called  back,  to  daunt  the  brave. 

But  he  raised  his  arm,  and  the  flame  grew  dim, 
And  the  sword  in  its  light  seemed  to  wave  and 

swim, 
And  his  fiiltering  hand  could  not  grasp  it  well— » 
From  the  pale  oak-wreath,  with  a  clash  it  fell 

Through  the  chamber  of  the  dead ! 

The  deep  tomb  rang  with  the  heavy  sound, 
And  the  urn  lay  sliivered  in  fragments  round ; 
And  a  rush,  as  of  tempests,  quenched  the  fire, 
And  the  scattemi  dust  of  his  warlike  sire 
Was  strewn  on  the  Champion's  head. 

One  moment— and  all  was  still 
In  the  slumberer's  ancient  hall. 
When  the  rock  had  ceased  to  thrill 
With  the  mighty  weapon's  fall. 

The  stars  were  just  fading,  one  by  one, 

'J 'he  clouds  were  just  tinged  by  the  eariy  sun, 

When  there  streamed  through  the  cavern  a  torch's 

flame, 
And  the  brother  of  Sigurd  the  valiant  came 

To  seek  him  in  the  tomb. 

Stretched  on  hii  shield,  like  the  steel-girt  slain 
By  moonlight  seen  on  the  battle-plain, 
In  a  speechless  trance  lay  the  warrior  there, 
B'lt  he  vrildly  woke  when  the  torch's  glare 
Burst  on  him  through  the  gloom. 

"  The  morning  wind  blows  iree^ 
And  the  hour  of  chase  b  near: 
Come  forth,  come  forth,  with  me ! 
What  dost  thou,  Sigurd,  here?' 

"  I  have  put  out  the  holy  sepulchral  fire, 
I  have  scattered  the  dust  of  my  watrior-sire ! 
It  burns  on  my  head,  and  it  weighs  down  my  heart ; 
But  the  winds  shall  not  wander  without  their  part 
To  strew  o'er  the  restless  deep ! 

**  in  the  mantle  of  death  he  was  herewith  me  now,— 
There  was  wrath  tn  his  eye,  there  was  gloom  on 

his  brow; 
And  nis  cold  still  glance  on  my  spirit  feU 
With  an  Icy  ray  and  a  withering  spell-- 

Ohl  chill  is  the  house  of  sleep !" 

"  The  morning  wind  bkiws  free, 
And  the  redd^nng  son  ahiDes  clear; 


Come  forth,  come  forth,  with  me ! 
It  is  dariL  and  (earful  here !" 

"  He  is  there,  be  is  there,  with  his  shadowy  frofwii. 
But  gone  from  his  bead  is  the  kingly  crown. 
The  crown  from  his  head,  and  the  spear  from  his 

hand,—- 
They  have  chased  him  far  from  the  glorious  land 
Where  the  feast  of  the  gods  is  spread! 

"  He  must  go  forth  alone  on  his  phantom  steed. 
He  must  riile  o'er  the  grave-hills  with  stormy  speed ! 
His  place  la  no  longer  at  Odin's  board, 
He  Lb  driven  from  Volhalla  without  his  sword  1 
But  the  slayer  shall  avenge  the  dead !" 

That  sword  its  fame  had  won 
By  the  fall  of  many  ^  crest, 
But  its  fiercest  work  was  done 
In  the  tomb,  on  Sigmrd's  breast  t 


VALKYRIUR  SONG. 


Tha  Valkyrfnr,  or  hiatal  SUten  of  Northern  raythoingy, 
were  supposed  to  single  out  the  wanion  who  were  to  die  In 
battle,  and  be  received  into  the  halto  of  Odin. 

When  a  Nwthera  chief  fell  gloriously  In  war,  hb  ohseqatos 
were  honoured  with  aU  possible  nugntflcence.  Ills  arms,  gnid 
and  silTer,  war-horae,  domestic  attendanti^  and  whatever  etas 
he  held  most  dear,  were  placed  with  him  on  the  pile.  His  da> 
pendants  and  frimdi  frequently  made  it  a  point  of  honnir  to 
die  with  their  leader,  in  order  to  attend  on  his  shaile  in  Vat 
halla,  or  the  Palace  of  Odin.  And  lastly,  his  wife  was  gens* 
rally  consumed  with  lUm  on  the  same  pila 
Bee  MaUeta  Northern  AnHqmUu,  Herbereo  Hagia,  4«. 

Tlnembllngly  flashed  th'  Inooosiant  mataor  light, 
Showing  thin  forma  lika  virgfm  of  this  oaithi 
Save  that  all  signs  of  human  joy  or  grief, 
The  flush  of  pavion,  amiie  or  tear,  had  seemed 
On  the  fixed  brightness  of  each  dazzliiig  cheek 
Strange  and  unnatural 


Tub  Sea-king  woke  from  the  troubled  sleep 

Of  a  vision-haunted  night, 
And  he  looked  from  his  bark  o*er  the  gloomy  deeo^ 
And  counted  the  streaks  of  light; 
For  the  red  sun's  earliest  ray 
Was  to  rouse  his  bands  that  day. 
To  the  stormy  Joy  of  fight! 

But  the  dreams  of  rest  were  sUU  on  earth, 

And  the  silent  stars  on  high, 
And  there  waved  not  the  smoke  of  one  cabio' 
hearth 
*Midst  the  qttfet  of  the  sky; 
And  along  the  twilight  bay 
In  their  sleep  the  hamlets  lay, 
For  they  knew  not  the  none  wore  night 
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The  Sea-king  looked  o*er  the  brooding  wave: 

He  turned  to  the  daskj  shore, 
And  there  seerocd,  throagh  the  arch  of  a  tide- 
worti  cave, 
A  gleam,  as  of  snow,  to  pour; 
And  forth,  in  watery  light, 
Moved  phantoms,  dimly  white. 
Which  the  garb  of  woman  bore. 

Slowly  they  moved  to  the  billow  «de ; 

And  the  forma,  as  they  grew  more  clear, 
Seemed  each  on  a  tall  pale  steed  to  ride 
And  a  shadowy  crest  to  rear, 
And  to  beckon  with  faint  hand 
From  the  dark  and  rocky  strand, 
And  to  point  a  gleaming  spear. 

Then  a  stillness  on  his  spirit  fell. 

Before  th'  unearthly  train, 
For  he  knew  Valhalla's  daughters  well, 
The  choosers  of  the  slain ! 
And  a  sudden  rising  breeze 
Bore  across  the  moaning  seas 
To  his  ear  their  thrilling  strain: 

"  There  are  songs  in  Odin's  Hall, 
For  the  brave,  e'er  night  to  fall! 
Doth  the  great  sun  hide  his  ray  1-* 
He  most  bring  a  wrathful  day! 
Sleeps  the  falchion  in  its  sheath? — 
Swords  must  do  the  work  of  dealh  I 
Regner! — sea-king  1 — Ihee  we  call  I— 
There  is  joy  in  Odin's  HalL 

"  At  the  feast  and  in  the  song, 
Thou  shalt  be  remembered  long ! 
By  the  green  isles  of  the  flood 
Thou  hast  left  thy  track  in  blood  1 
On  the  earth  and  on  the  sea, 
There  are  those  will  speak  of  thee! 
'Tis  enough — the  war-gods  call—- 
There  is  mead  in  Odin's  Hall ! 

"Regner!  tell  thy  lair-haired  bride 
She  must  slumber  at  thy  side  t 
Tell  the  brother  of  thy  breast 
Even  for  him  thy  grave  hath  rest  \ 
Tell  the  raven-steed  which  bore  thee. 
When  the  wiM  wolf  fled  before  thee, 
He  too  with  his  lord  most  fall^ 
There  is  room  in  Odin's  Hall! 

*'Lo!  the  mighty  sun  k)oks  forth^ 
Arm!  thou  leader  of  the  north! 
Lo!  the  mists  of  twilight  fly— - 
We  must  vanish,  thou  must  die  I 
By  the  sword  and  by  the  spear, 
By  the  hand  that  knows  not  fear 
Sea-king!  nobly  shalt  thou  fall  1^ 
There  is  joy  in  Odin's  Hall!* 


There  was  arming  Wrd  on  land  and  wave, 

When  afar  the  sunlight  spread. 

And  the  phantom  forms  of  the  tide- worn  cave 

With  the  misU  of  morning  fled. 

But  at  eve,  the  kingly  hand 

Of  the  battle-axe  and  brand, 

Lay  cold  on  a  pile  of  dead ! 


THE  CAVERN  OP  THE  THREE 
TELLS. 

SWISS   TRADITION. 


The  thne  rounden  of  tl:e  Ifalvelic  Confederacy  are  thouglu 
to  aleep  tn  a  cavern  near  the  lake  of  Lncerna  The  berdsmea 
call  ihem  the  Thne  Telle;  and  mj  thai  tbej  lie  there  In  tbelf 
antique  garb,  In  quiet  slumber;  and  when  Swltzeilaiid  Is  in 
her  utmoet  need,  they  will  awaken  and  regain  the  Ubenirs  of 
the  land.  9ee  Quarttrly  RevUtOt  No.  44. 

The  Griitll,  where  the  confederates  held  their  nlghdy 
meeting!^  Is  a  meadow  on  the  shon  of  the  Lake  of  Luceru^ 
or  Lake  of  the  Forcat-canton^  hen  called  the  Foi 


Oh!  enter  not  yon  shadowy  cave. 
Seek  not  the  bright  stars  there. 
Though  the  whispering  pines  that  o'er  it  wave, 
With  freshness  fill  the  air: 

For  there  the  Patriot  Three, 
In  the  garb  of  old  arrayed, 
By  their  native  Forest^sea 
On  a  rocky  couch  are  laid 

The  Patriot  Three  that  met  of  yore 

Beneath  the  midnight  sky, 
And  leagued  their  hearts  on  the  GrtitU  shore. 
In  tlie  name  of  liberty ! 

Now  silently  they  sleep 

Amidst  the  hills  they  freed; 
But  their  rest  b  only  deep, 
Till  their  country's  hour  of  need. 

They  start  not  at  the  hunter's  call, 

Nor  the  Lammer-geyer's  cry. 
Nor  the  rush  of  a  sudden  torrent's  loll. 
Nor  the  Lauwine  thundering  by! 

And  the  Alpine  herdsman^s  ky, 
To  a  Switzer's  heart  so  dear! 
On  the  wild  wind  floai^  <kw*7i 
No  more  for  them  to  hear. 

But  when  the  battle-hom  is  blown 

Till  the  Schreckhom's  peaks  reply, 
Whqp  the  Jungfrau's  elifis  send  back  the  tone 
Through  their  eagle's  k»nely  sky; 

When  spear-heads  light  Um  lakes, 

When  trumpets  loose  the  snows, 

When  the  rushing  war-steed  i 

The  glacier's  mute  repose  • 
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When  Uri'fl  beechen  woods  wa^e  red 

In  the  boming  hamlet's  light ; 
Then  from  the  casern  of  the  dead, 
Shall  the  sleepers  wake  in  might! 

With  a  leap,  like  TeU's  proud  leap, 
When  away  the  hehn  he  flung,* 
And  boldly  up  the  steep 
From  the  flashing  billow  gpmng  I 

They  shall  wake  beside  their  Forest  sea, 

In  the  ancient  garb  they  wore 
When  they  linked  the  handa  that  made  us  free, 
On  the  Grutli's  moonlight  shore: 

And  their  reboot  shall  be  heard, 

And  be  answered  with  a  shout, 
Till  the  echoing  Alps  are  stirred. 
And  the  aignal-flres  blaze  out 

And  the  land  shall  see  such  deeds  again 

As  those  of  that  proud  day, 
Wlien  Winkelried,  on  Sempach's  pUdn, 
Through  the  serried  spears  made  way; 
And  when  the  rocks  came  down 
On  the  dark  Moiganten  dell, 
And  the  crowned  casques,t  overthrown, 
Before  our  fathers  fell! 

For  the  Eilhreihen'st  notes  must  nerer  sound 

In  a  land  that  wears  the  chain, 
And  the  vines  on  fireedom's  holy  ground 
XJntrampled  must  remain! 

And  the  yellow  harvest  wave 

For  no  stranger's  hand  to  reap, 
Wliile  within  thar  silent  cave 
The  menof  Grutli  sleep! 


SWISS  SONG, 

ON    THE  ANNIYERSART  Of  aN  ANCIENT  BATTLE. 


Tba  Swlfli^  e^eo  to  our  days  have  continued  to  celebrate  the 
annivenary  of  ancient  battles  with  much  aolemnitjr ;  bbm 
blii^  in  tlie  open  air  on  the  fleldB  where  their  anoestoce  fought, 
to  hearihanksgivlngs  oflerad  up  by  the  prieati^  and  the  names 
of  all  who  shared  in  the  glory  of  the  day  enumerated.  They 
afterwaida  wallc  in  proceaioQ  to  chapda,  always  eracted  in 
the  vicinity  of  such  ecenei^  whero  maases  are  sung  for  the 
souls  of  the  depactoGL 

Hee  PlanfoP*  BUtory  of  the  Hdvetk  Oonfedtraeif. 


Look  on  the  white  Alps  round ! 

If  yet  they  gird  a  land 
Where  freedom's  voice  and  step  are  flipnd, 

Forget  ye  not  the  bend, 

*Tto  polatof  rock  on  which  Tell  leaped  from  the  boot  of 
Geider  is  roarlced  bj  a  chapel,  aztd  caUedthe  TetUntprung. 

*  *Jrowned  MmeUf  as  a  distinction  of  ranlc,  an  men- 
doned  in  Omond^  Swiuwriand. 

tDw  Kdhreiboa  th9  celehnted  Jtant  du  Vaehet, 


The  faithful  band,  our  sires,  who  feD 
Here,  in  the  narrow  battle-deU  1 

If  yet,  the  wilds  among, 

Our  silent  hearts  may  bum. 
When  the  deep  mountain-horn  had  i 
And  home  our  steps  may  turn, 
—Home ! — home ! — if  still  that  name  be  dew 
Praise  to  the  men  who  perished  hero  I 

Look  on  the  white  Alps  round ! 

Up  to  the  shining  snows 
That  day  the  stormy  rolling  sound, 
The  sound  of  battle  rose  1 
Their  caves  prolonged  the  trumpet's  blast, 
Their  dark  pbes  trembled  as  it  passed  1 

They  saw  the  princely  crest, 

They  saw  the  knightly  spear, 
'The  banner  and  the  mail-clad  breast 
Borne  down,  and  trampled  here ! 
They  saw — and  glorying  there  they  stand, 
£temal  records  to  the  land ! 

Praise  to  the  mountain-bom, 
The  brethren  of  the  glen ! 
By  them  no  steel-array  was  worn, 
They  stood  as  peasant-men ! 
They  left  the  vineyard  and  the  field 
To  break  an  empire's  lance  and  shield  I 

Look  on  the  white  Alps  round 

If  yet,  along  their  steeps, 
Our  children's  fearless  feet  may  bound, 
Free  as  the  chamois  leaps : 
Teach  them  in  song  to  bless  the  band 
Amidst  whose  mossy  graves  we  stand! 

If;  by  the  wood-fire's  blue, 

When  winter««tan  gleam  eold. 
The  glorious  tales  of  elder  ^ys 
May  proudly  yet  be  told, 
Forget  not  then  the  shepherd-race^ 
Who  made  the  hearth  a  holy  place! 

Look  on  the  white  Alps  round  I 

If  yet  the  sabbath  bell 
C^meso'er  them  with  a  gladdening  soond, 
Think  on  the  battl»^ll ! 
For  Uood  first  bathed  Us  fiowery  sod, 
That  chainless  hearts  might  worship  God  I 


THE  MESSENGER-BIRD. 

Some  of  the  native  Brasilians  pay  gnat  veneration  to  a  cor* 

tain  bird  that  sings  mournfully  in  the  night-time.   They  say 

it  is  a  messenger  which  their  deceased  iViends  and  rsIaticM 

ha?e  sent,  and  that  k  brin^i  them  news  (bom  the  other  worfcL 

Bee  Pioarfa  Otrewumita  etnd  HBligiout  (kMoitu. 


Thou  art  come  from  the  spirits'  land,  thou  bird  I 
Thou  art  come  from  the  spirits'  land  1 
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Through  the  dark  pine-grove  let  thy  Yoice  befaeanl, 
And  tell  of  the  shadowj  band  1 

We  know  that  the  bowers  are  green  and  fair 

In  the  light  of  that  summer  shore, 
And  we  know  that  the  friends  we  have  lost  are  there, 

They  arc  there— and  they  weep  no  more ! 

And  we  know  they  have  quenched  their  fever's  thirst 
From  the  Fountain  of  Youth  ere  now,* 

For  there  must  the  stream  in  its  freshness  burst, 
Which  none  may  find  below  ! 

And  we  know  that  they  will  not  be  lured  to  earUi 

From  the  land  of  deathless  flowers. 
By  the  feast,  or  the  dance,  or  the  song  of  mirth, 

Though  their  hearts  were  once  with  ours ; 

Though  they  sat  with  us  by  the  night-fire's  blaze, 

And  bent  with  us  the  bow, 
And  heard  tne  tales  of  our  fathers'  daya, 

Which  are  told  to  others  now  I 

But  tell  us,  thou  bird  of  the  solemn  strain ! 

Can  those  who  have  loved  forget  ? 
We  call— and  they  answer  not  again — 

— Do  they  love— do  they  love  us  yet  1 

Doth  the  warrior  think  of  his  brother  tJierej 

And  the  father  of  his  child  % 
And  the  chief,  of  those  that  were  wont  to  share 

His  wanderings  through  the  wildl 

We  call  them  far  through  the  silent  night, 
And  they  speak  not  from  cave  or  hill ; 

We  know,  thou  bird !  that  their  land  is  bright, 
But  say,  do  they  k>ve  there  stfll  1 


THE  STRANGER  IN  LOUISIANA. 


An  eariy  traveller  mentions  a  people  on  the  banks  of  the 
MMoif^i  w!io  bunt  into  iean  at  the  mghi  of  a  atranger.  The 
reason  of  thb  is,  that  thejr  fancy  their  deceased  friendi  and 
relailoDi  to  be  only  gone  on  a  journey,  and  being  in  constant 
expectation  of  their  reium,  k)ok  fcrihem  vainly  amongst  these 
fiaieign  tiareUen. 

Pieart'9  Ceremonies  and  Religious  Customs, 

**J*a\  paaaA  moi-ni^me,"  aaya  Chateaubriand  in  his  Souve- 
mis  d'Am^riquc^  "chez  une  jieuplado  Indienne  quise  prenalt 
ipleurer  A  la  vue  d'un  voyageur,  parce  qu'il  iui  rappelaitdes 
antb  paius  pour  la  Contrie  des  Ames^  el  depuis  kmg-tems 
tn  voyage." 


Wb  saw  thee,  O  stranger,  and  wept ! 
We  looked  for  the  youth  of  the  sunny  glance. 
Whose  step  was  the  fleetest  in  chase  or  dance  T 


The  light  of  his  eye  was  a  joy  to  see, 
The  path  of  his  arrows  a  storm  to  flee! 
But  there  came  a  voice  from  a  distant  shore : 
He  was  called— he  is  found  'midst  his  tribe  as 

more! 
He  is  not  in  his  place  when  the  night-fires  burn, 
But  we  look  for  him  still — he  will  yet  return ! 
— His  brother  sat  with  a  drooping  brow 
In  the  gkwm  of  the  shadowing  cypress  bough, 
We  roused  him — we  bade  him  no  longer  pine, 
For  we  heard  a  step— but  the  step  was  thine. 

We  saw  thee,  O  stranger,  and  wept! 
We  k)oked  for  the  maid  of  the  mournful  song, 
Mournful,  though  sweet — she  hath  left  us  long  I 
We  told  her  the  youth  of  her  love  was  gone. 
And  she  went  forth  to  seek  him — she  passed  abne; 
We  hear  not  her  voice  when  the  woods  axe  still, 
From  the  bower  where  it  sang,  like  a  silvery  lilL 
The  joy  of  her  sire  with  her  smile  is  fled. 
The  winter  is  white  on  his  lonely  head, 
He  hath  none  by  his  side  when  the  wilds  we  track, 
He  hath  none  when  we  lest^-yet  she  comes  net 

backl 
We  looked  for  her  eye  on  the  feast  to  shine. 
For  her  breezy  step — ^but  the  step  was  thine ! 

We  saw  thee,  O  stranger,  and  wept  1 
We  looked  fi>r  the  chief  who  hath  left  the  speax 
And  the  bow  of  his  battles  forgotten  here ! 
We  looked  for  the  hunter,  whose  bride's  lament 
On  the  wind  of  the  forest  at  eve  is  sent : 
We  looked  for  the  first-bom,  whose  mother's  cry 
Sounds  wild  and  shrill  through  the  midnight  sky  I 
—Where  are  they  1— thou'rt  seeking  some  distant 


Oh,  ask  of  them,  stranger  1 — send  back  the  lost! 
Tell  them  we  mourn  by  the  dark  blue  streams, 
Tell  them  our  lives  but  of  them  are  dreams! 
Tell,  how  we  sat  in  the  gloom  to  pine, 
And  to  watch  for  a  step — ^but  the  step  was  thine  I 


THE  ISLE  OF  FOUNTS. 

AK  INDIAN  TRADITION. 


*  An  expedition  waa  actually  undeitaiten  by  Juan  Pones  do 
Leon,  in  die  USth  century,  with  the  view  of  discovering  a  won- ' 
derful  fooniain,  believed  by  the  natives  of  Pucno  Rico  to  spring 
in  one  of  the  Lucayo  Mes,  and  to  poaaess  the  virtue  of  restor* , 
tog  youth  toall  who  bathed  fax  Its  watera.— See  Bobertson** 
History  tf  America. 
6 


■^llie  River  Bi.  Mary  has  Its  aource  from  a  vast  lake  a& 
mamh,  which  Uei  between  Flint  and  Oakmulge  riren^  and 
occnpleBaBpBcaofnesrthres  hundred  miles  in  circuit.  This 
vast  accnmiilation  of  waten,  in  ihs  wel  season,  appesis  as  a 
laks,  and  contains  soma  laige  lalanda  or  knoUa  of  rich  high 
land;  one  of  which  the  preaem  generation  of  the  Creek  In- 
dians  repraaeni  to  be  a  nuM  bllsaful  apot  of  earth;  they  aay  ii 
is  inhsbltadby  a  peculiar  race  of  Indiana^  whoae  women  are 
inoomparably  beautifuL  They  also  tell  you  thai  this  terres- 
trial paradise  has  been  seen  by  soma  of  their  enterprising 
huntein^  wlien  tn  pursuit  of  gania ;  but  that  in  their  anoMtr 
voms  to  approach  it,  they  were  involved  in  perpetual  *aby- 
rinihi^  an4  like  encfaanted  land,  atUl  as  they  imagined  they 
had  just  gained  It,  Itapenied  to  fly  before  them,  alienuue^f^ 
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ocanng  and  dtsappetrlng^.  Tbej  reonl^ed,  at  length,  to  leave 
ihe  dsluMTe  punuit,  and  to  return,  which,  after  a  number  of 
diflkuUlei^  they  eflbctad.  When  they  reported  theiradiraD- 
tuna  to  their  coantiymen,  the  youQf  warriora  were  inflamed 
with  an  inpedetlble  desimto  inmde,  and  make  a  oonqueai  of, 
•0  charming  aooonny;  but  all  their  attempts  have  hitherto 
proved  abortive^  neTer  having  been  able  again  to  find  that  en- 
chanting mpoL" 

Bartram*t  TraveU  tkrougk  N.  and  S.  OaroHnot  ^ 
The  additional  ciicumatancaa  in  the  Me  of  FouDia  are  mere- 
ly Imaginary. 

Son  of  the  stranger!  wouldst  thoa  take 

O'er  yon  blue  hills  thy  lonely  way, 
To  leach  the  still  and  shining  lake 
Along  whom  banks  the  west-winds  play  1 
—Let  no  vain  dreams  thy  heart  beguile, 
Oh  1  seek  thou  not  the  Fountain-Isle  1 

Lull  but  the  mighty  serpent  king,* 

'Midst  the  gray  rocks,  his  old  domain ; 
Ward  but  the  cougar's  deadly  spring, 
— Thy  step  that  lake's  green  shore  may  gain ; 
And  the  bright  Isle,  when  all  is  passed 
Shall  vainly  meet  thine  eye  at  last  I 

Yes !  there,  with  aH  its  rainbow  streams, 

Clear  as  within  thine  arrow's  flight, 
The  Isle  of  Founts,  the  Isle  of  dreams. 
Floats  on  the  wave  in  golden  light; 
And  lovely  will  the  shadows  be 
Of  groves  whose  firait  b  not  for  thee! 
And  breathings  from  their  sunny  flowers, 

Which  are  not  of  the  things  that  die, 
And  singing  voices  from  their  bowers 
Shall  greet  thee  in  their  purple  sky;' 
Soft  voices,  e'en  like  those  that  dwell 
Far  in  the  green  reed's  hollow  cell 

Or  hast  thou  heard  the  sounds  that  rise 

From  the  deep  chambers  of  the  earth  1 
The  wild  and  wondrous  melodies 
To  which  the  ancient  rocks  gave  birth  ?t 
Like  that  sweet  song  of  hidden  caves 
Shall  swell  those  wood-notes  o'er  the  waves. 

The  emerald  waves! — they  take  their  hue 

And  image  from  that  sunbright  shore ; 
But  wouldst  thou  launch  thy  light  canoe, 
And  wouldst  thou  ply  thy  rapid  oar, 
Before  thee,  hadst  thou  morning's  speed, 
The  dreamy  land  should  still  recede ! 


*  The  Oherokees  believe  that  the  recenea  of  their  mounp 
talna,  overgrown  with  lofty  pines  and  cedan^  and  covered  with 
old  rooaey  rodo^  are  Inhabited  by  the  kings  or  chiefs  of  the 
rattleenakee^  whom  they  denominate  the  "bright  old  inhabl- 
amta."  They  represent  them  as  snakes  of  an  enormous  size, 
4nd  which  poBseai  the  power  of  drawing  to  them  every  living 
cnmturB  that  cornea  within  the  reach  of  their  eyea.  Thoir 
neade  are  said  to  oe  ecowned  with  a  cart>uncle,  of  dazzling 
brtghtneaa.— See  notee  to  Leyden^a  «  Scenes  of  Infancy." 

1  The  stones  on  the  banks  of  the  Oronoco^  called  by  the 
South  American  mlflalonaiieBLadrMde  Mtuica^  and  alluded 
loinafiniriernoia 


Yet  on  the  breeze  thou  still  wouldst  hear 

The  music  of  its  flowering  shades, 
And  ever  should  the  sound  be  near 
Of  founts  that  ripple  through  its  glades ; 
The  sound,  and  sight,  and  flashing  ray 
Of  joyous  waters  in  their  play! 

But  wo  for  him  who  sees  them  burst 

With  their  bright  spray-fthowera  to  the  hike 
Earth  has  no  spring  to  quench  the  thirst 
That  semblance  in  his  soul  shall  wake 
For  ever  pouring  through  his  dreams, 
The  gush  of  thoee  untasted  streams ! 

Bright,  bright,  in  many  a  rocky  urn, 

The  waters  of  our  deserts  lie, 
Yet  at  the  source  his  lip  shall  bum. 
Parched  with  the  fever's  agony ! 
From  the  blue  mountains  to  the  main. 
Our  thousand  floods  may  roll  in  vain. 

E'en  thus  our  hunters  came  of  yore 

Back  from  their  long  and  weary  quest ; 
— Had  they  not  seen  th'  untrodden  shore. 
And  could  they  'midst  our  wilds  find  rest  7 
The  lightning  of  their  glance  was  fled. 
They  dwelt  amongst  us  as  the  dead ! 

They  lay  beside  our  gtittering  rills, 

With  viaons  in  their  darkened  eye, 
Their  joy  was  not  amidst  the  hills, 
Where  elk  and  deer  before  us  fly; 
Their  spears  upon  the  cedar  hung, 
Their  javelins  to  the  wind  were  flung. 

They  bent  no  more  tlie  forest^w. 

They  armed  not  with  the  warrior  band, 
The  moons  waned  o'er  them  dim  and  slow — 
—They  left  us  for  the  spirit's  land  I 
Beneath  our  pines  yon  greensward  heap 
Show  where  the  restless  found  thei^  sleep. 

Son  of  the  stranger !  if  at  eve 

'    Silence  be  'midst  lis  in  thy  place, 

Yet  go  not  where  the  mighty  leave 

The  strength  of  battle  and  of  chase! 

Let  no  vain  dreams  thy  heart  beguile, 

Oh !  seek  thou  not  the  Fountain-Isle ! 


THE  BENDED  BOW. 


It  ia  sQppoeed  that  war  was  anciesdy  proclaliMd  in  Bii- 

tain  by  aending  meaungera  in  diflerent  direciiuns  through  dw 

land,  each  bearing  a  bended  boto ;  and  that  peace  was  in  like 

roanuer  announced  by,  abow  unauvng,  and  therciore  atraighL 

See  the  Cambrian  Anti^iuittn, 


Therb  was  heard  the  sound  of  a  coming  foc^ 
There  was  sent  through  Britain  a  bended  bow, 
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And  a  ▼oice  was  poarad  on  the  fns  winds  fajr, 
As  the  land  rose  up  at  the  sign  of  war. 

**  Heaid  je  not  the  battle-horn  1 
— ^Reaper  I  leave  thy  golden  corn  t 
Leave  it  for  the  birds  of  heaveni 
Swords  must  flash,  and  spears  be  riven  I 
Leave  it  for  the  winds  to  shed— » 
Arm!  ere  Britain's  turf  grow  red!" 

And  the  reaper  armed,  like  a  freeman's  son, 
And  the  bended  bow  and  the  voice  passed  on. 

"  Hunter!  leave  the  mountain-chase  I 
Take  the  falchion  from  its  place ! 
Let  the  wolf  go  free  to-day, 
Leave  him  for  a  nobler  prey  I 
Let  the  deer  ungalled  sweep  by, — 
Arm  theel  Britain's  foes  are  nigh !" 

And  the  hunter  armed  ere  the  chose  was  done, 
And  the  bended  bow  and  the  voice  passed  on. 

"  Chieftain !  quit  the  joyous  feast  1 
Stay  not  till  the  song  hath  ceased : 
Though  the  mead  bo  foaming  bright, 
Though  the  Are  gives  ruddy  light, 
Leave  the  hearth  and  leave  the  hall- 
Arm  thee !  Britain's  foes  must  fall !" 

And  the  chieftain  armed,  and  the  horn  was  blownj 
And  the  bended  bow  and  the  vMce  passed  on. 

"  Prince !  thy  father's  deeds  are  told, 
In  the  bower  and  in  the  hold ! 
Where  the  goatherd's  lay  is  sung. 
Where  the  minstrers  harp  is  strung  I 
—Foes  are  on  thy  native  sea — 
Give  our  bards  a  tale  of  thee  1'' 

And  the  prince  came  armed,  like  a  leader's  son, 
And  the  bended  bow  and  the  voice  passed  on. 

"  Mother !  stay  thou  not  thy  boy  1 
He  must  learn  the  battle's  joy. 
Sister!  bring  the  sword  and  spear, 
Give  thy  brother  words  of  cheer  1 
Maiden  I  bid  thy  lover  part, 
Britain  calls  the  strong  in  heart  \** 

And  the  bended  bow  and  the  voice  passed  on, 
And  the  bards  made  song  for  a  battle  won. 

HE  NEVER  SMILED  AGAIN.* 

ft  H  ncnded  of  Henry  the  Fini,  that  sfler  the  death  oThla 
ion,  Prince  William,  who  perished  in  a  shipwreck  off  the 
coasi  of  Nonnandj,  ho  waa  never  seen  to  smile. 


And  what  was  England's  gkrioiis  eiowa 

To  him  thai  wept  asoni 
He  lived — for  lifo  may  long  be  borne 

Ere  sorrow  break  its  chain ; — 
Why  comes  not  death  to  those  who  mourn  1 

—He  never  smiled  again  I  ' 

There  stood  proud  forma  around  his  throne^ 

The  stately  and  the  brave. 
But  which  could  fill  the  place  of  one, 

That  one  beneath  the  vrave  ? 
Before  him  pfissed  the  young  and  fidr, 

In  pleasure's  reckless  train, 
But  seas  dashed  o*er  hb  son's  bright  hair^- 

— He  never  smiled  again  * 

He  sat  where  festal  bowls  went  round ; 

He  heard  the  minstrel  sing, 
He  saw  the  tourney's  victor  crowned, 

Amidiit  the  knightly  ring : 
A  murmur  of  the  restless  deep 

Was  blent  with  every  strain, 
A  voice  of  winds  that  would  not  sleep— 

— He  never  smiled  again ! 

Hearts,  in  that  time,  ck)sed  o'er  the  tEtce 

Of  vows  once  fondly  poured, 
And  strangers  took  the  kinsman's  plaoe 

At  many  a  joyous  board ; 
Graves,  which  true  love  had  bathed  with  tean, 

Were  left  to  Heaven's  bright  rain, 
Fresh  hopes  were  born  for  other  ye 

— Bis  never  smiled  again ! 


The  bark  that  held  a  prince  went  down, 
The  sweeping  waves  rolled  on ; 


'  Orfgtnally  nubtidMMl  in  the  Lltenuor  Uaseue. 


C(EUR-DE-LION  AT  THE  BIER  OF  HIS 
FATHER. 


The  bodj  of  Henry  the  Second  lay  In  state  In  the  abbey 
church  of  Fontevraud,  where  ii  was  visited  by  Richard  On  ur- 
de-Llon,  who,  oii  beholding  it,  waa  struck  with  honor  and 
remone,  and  bitteriy  rspraadied  hlmaslf  for  thai  rebeUioei 
condua  which  had  been  the  meana  of  bringing  his  lather  k 
an  untimely  grave. 


ToRCHBs  were  blazing  clear, 

Hymns  pealing  deep  and  slow, 
Where  a  king  lay  stately  on  his  biei. 

In  the  church  of  FontevraOd. 
Banners  of  battle  o'er  him  hung. 

And  warriors  slept  beneath, 
And  light,  as  Noon|s  broad  Jight,  was  flung 

On  the  settled  face  of  death. 

On  the  settled  face  of  death 

A  strong  anJ  ruddy  glare, 
Though  dimmed  at  times  by  the  censer's  broato. 

Yet  it  fell  still  brightest  there 
As  if  each  deeply-furrowed  trace 

Of  earthly  years  to  show.- 
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»A1m  1  liitt  leeptevBd  mortal's  rm 
Had  snni  J  closed  in  wo  1 

The  marble  floor  waa  awept 

By  many  a  long  dark  atole, 
Afl  the  kneeling  prieata  round  him  Uiat  alept, 

Sang  mass  for  the  parted  aoul ; 
And  aolemn  weve  the  straina  they  poared 

Through  the  atillneaa  of  the  night, 
With  the  ciosa  abo^e,  and  the  crown  and  swoid, 

And  the  ailent  king  in  aight 

There  waa  heard  a  heavy  dang, 

As  of  ateel-girt  men  the  tread, 
And  the  tomba  and  the  hollow  pavement  rang 

With  a  aoundjng  trill  of  dread ; 
And  the  holy  chaunt  waa  hnahed  awhile, 

As,  by  the  torch'a  flame, 
A  gleam  of  arms,  up  the  sweeping  aiile, 

With  a  mail-clad  leader  came. 

He  came  with  haughty  look, 

An  eaglo-glanco  and  clear, 
But  his  proud  heart  through  its  breast-plate  shook, 

When  he  stood  beside  the  bier  I 
He  stood  there  still  with  a  drooping  brow, 

And  clasped  hands  o'er  it  raised  ;•— 
Por  his  fiUher  lay  before  him  k>w, 

It  was  Coeur-do-Lion  gazed  1 

And  silently  he  strove 
With  the  wo;rking8  of  his  breast. 
But  there  *b  more  in  late  repentant  love 
Than  steel  may  keep  suppressed! 

And  his  tears  brake  forth,  at  last,  like  rain- 
Men  held  their  breath  in  awe, 

For  his  face  was  seen  by  his  warrior-train, 
And  he  recked  not  that  they  saw. 

He  looked  upon  the  dead. 

And  sorrow  seemed  to  lie, 
A  weight  of  sorrow,  even  like  lead, 

Pale  on  the  fast-shut  eye. 
He  stooped — and  kissed  the  frozen  cheek, 

And  the  heavy  hand  of  clay. 
Till  bursting  words— yet  all  too  weak— 

Gave  his  soul's  passbn  way. 

"  Oh,  father!  is  it  vain, 

This  late  remorse  and  deep  1 
bpeakto  me,  father!  onco  again, 

1  weep— behold,  I  weep! 
Alas !  my  guilty  pride  and  ire ! 

Were  but  this  work  undone, 
2  would  give  England's  crown,  my  sire! 

To  hear  thee  bless  thy  aon. 

"  Speak  to  me  I  mighty  grief 
Ere  now  the  dust  hath  stirred  1 
Hear  me,  but  hear  me! — father,  chief^ 
My  king!  I  mtul  'ue  heard! 


— Hashed,  IkQshed— bow  is  it  that  I  oali, 

And  that  thou  aaswerest  noti 
When  was  it  thosl — wo,  wo  for  aQ 

The  tove  my  soul  ibrgot  t 

''Thy  silver  hain  I  see, 

So  still,  so  sadly  bright! 
And  father,  &therl  but  (or  me. 

They  bad  not  been  so  white! 
/  bore  thee  down,  high  heart  1  at  last. 

No  bnger  cooldst  thou  strive; — 
Oh!  for  one  moment  of  the  past, 

To  kneel  and  say—*  Forgive!' 

''Thou  wert  the  nobjest  king, 

On  royal  throne  e'er  seen ; 
And  thou  didst  wear,  in  knightly  ring, 

Of  all,  the  stateliest  mien ; 
And  thou,  didst  prove,  where  spears  are  proved 

In  war,  the  bravest  heart — 
— Oh!  ever  the  renowned  and  loved 

Thou  wert — and  there  thou  art! 

"  Thou  that  my  boyhood's  guide 

Didst  take  fond  joy  to  be! — 
The  times  I've  sported  at  thy  side. 

And  climbed  thy  parent-knee  t 
And  there  before  the  blessed  shrine^ 

^  My  sire!  1  ace  thee  lie, — 
How  will  that  sad  still  face  of  thine 

Look  on  me  till  I  die!" 


THE  VASSAL'S  LAMENT  FOR  THE 
FALLEN  TREE. 


"ITere  (at  Brereton  in  Cheshire)  Is  om  thing  incredtt^j 
strange,  but  attested,  ss  I  myself  have  heard,  by  many  paruH^ 
and  commonly  believed.  Before  anj  heir  of  this  ikmUy  diei^ 
there  aie  seen,  in  a  lakp  adjoining,  the  bodies  of  trees  swim* 
xaHhg  on  the  waier  for  several  daysL" 

Comckn*&  Britannia, 


Yes!  I  have  seen  the  ancient, oak 

On  the  dark  deep  water  cast. 
And  it  was  not  felled  by  the  woodman's  stroke, 
Or  the  rush  of  the  sweeping  blast; 
For  the  axe  might  never  touch  that  tree. 
And  the  air  was  still  as  a  summer-sea. 

I  saw  it  fall,  as  falls  a  chief 
By  an  arrow  in  the  fight. 
And  the  old  woods  shook,  to  their  loftiest  leaf 
At  the  crashing  of  its  might ! 
And  the  startled  deer  to  their  coverts  drew, 
And  the  spray  of  the  lake  as  a  fountain's  flew ! 

'Tis  fallen!  but  thmk  thou  not  I  weep 
For  the  forest's  pride  o'erthrown; 
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An  oil]  man's  tears  lie  £ur  too  deep, 
To  be  poured  for  this  alone ! 
But  by  that  sign  too  well  I  know, 
That  a  youtlifol  head  must  aoon  be  low  I 

A  youthful  head,  with  its  ehining  hair, 

And  its  bright  qaick-flaehing  eye-^ 
—Well  may  I  weep!  for  the  boy  b  fiur, 
Too  fair  a  thing  to  dio  I 
Bat  on  his  brow  the  mark  is  let — 
Oh!  couM  my  life  redeem  him  yet! 

He  bounded  by  me  as  I  gazed 

AJone  on  the  &tal  sign, 
And  il  seemed  likfl  sonshine  ^hen  be  raised 
His  joyous  glance  to  mine  I 
With  a  stag's  fleet  step  he  bounded  by, 
So  fuUof  U£&— but  he  must  diel 

He  mnst,  he  must!  in  that  deep  deU, 

By  that  dark  water's  side, 
'Tie  known  that  ne'er  a  proud  treeftU, 
But  an  heir  of  his  father's  died. 
And  he— there's  laughter  in  his  eye, 
Joy  in  his  voice — ^yet  he  most  diel 

I've  borne  him  in  these  arms,  that  now 

Are  nerveless  and  unstrung; 
And  must  I  see,  on  that  fair  brow, 
The  dust  untimely  flung  1 
f  must! — ^yon  green  osk,  branch  and  crest, 
Lies  floating  on  the  dark  lake's  breast  I 

The  noble  boy!— how  proudly  sprang 

The  falcon  from  his  hand! 
It  seemed  like  youth  to  see  him  young, 
A  flower  in  his  father's  landl 
But  the  hour  of  the  knell  and  the  dirge  is  nigh, 
For  the  tree  hath  fallen,  and  the  flower  must  die. 

Bay  not  His  Vain  1^1  teD  thee,  soma 

Are  warned  by  a  meteor's  light, 
Or  a  pale  bird  flitting  calls  them  home, 
Or  a  voiee  on  the  winds  by  night; 
And  they  must'gol— «nd  he  too,  he^ 
—Wo  for  ths  fall  of  the  glorious  Tne! 


THE  WILD  HUNTSMAN. 


Of  the  savajre  horn,  from  the  mountain-tower, 
As  the  Wild  Night-Huntsman  passed, 

And  the  roar  of  the  stormy  chase  went  by. 
Through  the  dark  unquiet  sky  1 

The  stag  sprung  up  from  bis  mossy  bed 
When  he  caught  the  piercing  sounds, 

And  the  oak-boughs  crashed  to  his  antlered  head 
As  he  flew  from  the  viewless  hounds; 

And  the  falcon  soared  from  her  crat^gy  height, 
Away  through  the  rushing  night! 

The  banner  shook  on  its  ancient  hold, 

And  the  pine  in  its  desert-place^ 
As  the  ck>ud  and  tempest  onwai^  rdl^ 

With  the  din  of  the  trtimpling  race ; 
And  the  glens  were  filled  with  the  laugh  »%j  flbcm, 

And  the  bugle,  ringing  out! 

■From  the  chieftain's  hand  the  wine^sup  fell. 

At  the  castle's  fisstive  board. 
And  a  sudden  pause  came  o'er  the  swefl 

Of  the  harp's  triumphal  chord; 
And  the  Minnesinger's*  thrilling  lay 

In  the  hall  died  fast  away. 

The  convent's  chanted  rite  was  stayed. 

And  the  hermit  dropped  his  beads, 
And  a  trembhng  ran  through  the  forest^hade, 

At  the  neigh  of  the  phantom  steeds, 
And  the  church-bells  pealed  to  the  rocking  blast 

As  the  Wild  Night-Huntsman  passed. 

The  storm  hath  swept  with  the  chase  away, 

There  is  stillness  in  the  sky, 
But  the  mother  looks  on  her  son  to-day, 

With  a  troubled  heart  and  eye, 
And  the  maiden's  brow  hath  a  shade  of  can 

'Midst  the  gleam  of  her  golden  hair! 

The  Rhine  flows  bright,  but  its  waves  eie  long 

Must  hear  the  voice  of  war,  ^ 
And  a  clash  of  spears  our  hills  amon^ 

And  a  trumpet  from  afar; 
And  the  brave  on  a  bloody  turf  must  Be, 

For  the  Huntsman  hath  gone  by  1 


It  to  a  popotar  belief  In  Oie  Odenwald,  that  the  paadng  of 
the  Wild  Hontnnan  annoances  tho  approach  of  war.  He  to 
tupposed  to  tame  with  his  tiala  firom  the  rubied  caRle  of 
RodBiMtdn^  and  tnvens  ihe  air  te  tba  opporita  ca«to  of 
flchndlena  It  to  conAdenlly  aiwited  that  the  ■oond  of  hto 
plnatoni  hotmandhoands  was  haaid  by  the  Dvke  oTBadflD 
tolbn  the  oommBiicemsnt  or  tiM  tost  war  in  ~ 


Tht  rest  was  deep  at  the  shmiberer's  hour 
If  thou  didst  not  hear  the  blast 


BRANDENBURGH  HARVESlSONGt 

TROM  THB  GEBMAN  OF  LA  MOTTB  POUQUB, 

The  com,  in  golden  light, 

Waves  o'er  the  plain; 
The  sickle's  gleam  is  bright; 

Full  swells  the  grain. 

Now  send  we  &r  around 
Our  harvest  kiyl 


*  Mlnneringer,  lavt-tinger;  the  vnuidering  fslsstnto 
Oermsny  were  »  caUad  in  the  mitblle  agea 
t  For  tho  yoor  of  the  Queen  of  Pnnto's  deafli. 
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•—Alas!  a  heavier  sound 
Comes  o'er  the  day  I 

On  every  breeze  and  knell 
The  hamlets  pour, — 

—We  know  its  cause  too  well, 
She  ia  no  more! 

Earth  shrouds  with  burial  sod 
Her  soil  eye's  blue, — 

^Now  o*er  the  gifts  of  God 
Fall  tears  like  dew! 


THE  SHADE  OF  THESEUS. 

ANCIENT   GREP.K  TRADITION. 

Know  ye  not  when  our  dead 

From  sleep  to  battle  sprung? 
-When  the  Persian  charger's  tread 

On  their  covering  greensward  rung! 
When  the  trampling  march  of  foes 

Hod  crushed  our  vines  and  flowers, 
When  jewelled  crests  arnse 

Through  the  holy  laurel  bowers, 

When  banners  caught  the  breeze, 
When  helms  in  sunlight  shone, 
When  masts  were  on  the  seas, 
And  spears  on  Marathon. 

Then  was  one,  a  leader  crowned, 

And  armed  for  Greece  that  day; 
But  the  fakhions  made  no  sound 

On  his  gleaming  war-array. 
In  the  battle's  front  he'  stodd, 

With  his  tall  and  shadowy  crestj 
But  the  arrows  drew  no  blood 

Though  their  path  was  through  his  breast 

When  banners  caught  the  breeze, 
When  helms  in  sunlight  shone, 
When  masts  were  on  the  seas. 
And  spears  on  Marathon. 

His  sword  was  seen  to  flash 

Where  the  boldest  deeds  were  done; 
But  it  smote  without  a  clash ; 

The  stroke  was  heard  by  nonel 
His  voice  was  not  of  those 

That  swelled  the  rolling  blast. 
And  his  steps  fell  hushed  like  snows  - 

*Twa8  the  Shade  of  Theseus  passed  I 

When  banners  caught  the  breeze, 
When  helms  in  sunlight  shone. 
When  masts  were  on  the  seaa^ 
And  spears  on  Marathon. 

Far  sweeping  through  the  foe, 
With  a  fiery  chcrgc  he  bore;    ; 

H  tA  tae  Mede  .eft  many  a  bow 
0*i  tho  sounding  ocean-shore, 


And  the  fiNuning  waves  grew  nd, 
And  the  sails  were  crowded  fiust, 

When  the  sons  of  Asia  fled, 
As  the  Shade  of  Theseus  posMdl 

When  banners  caught  the  breeae, 
Wlien  holms  in  sunlight  shon^, 
When  masts  were  on  the  seas, 
And  spears  on  Marathon. 


ANCIENT  GREEK  SONG  OF  EXILE 

Where  b  the  summer,  with  her  golden  sun  t 
— That  festal  glory  hath  not  passed  from  eaxth: 

For  me  alone  the  laughing  day  is  done! 
Where  is  the  summer  with  her  voice  of  mirthY 
^Far  in  my  own  bright  land  J 

Where  are  Uie  Fauns,  whose  flute-notes  breatba 
ai)d  die 
On  the  green  hills  1  the  founts,  from  spany  cavM 
Through  the  wild  places  bearing  melody  1 
The  reeds,  low  whispering  o'er  the  river  waves  1 
— Far  in  my  own  bright  land  1 

Where  are  the  temples,  through  the  dim  wood 
shining, 
The  virgin-dances,  and  the  choral  stndnsi 
Where  the  sweet  sisters  of  my  youth  entwining 
The  Spring's  first  roses  for  their  sylvan  fiuiesi 
»-Far  in  my  own  bright  landl 

Where   are   Uie  vineyards,  with  their  joyow 
throngs. 
The  red  grapes  pressing  when  the  foliage  fadesi 
The  lyres,  the  wreaths,  the  lovely  Dorian  songs, 
And  the  pine  forests,  and  the  olive  shades  1 
—-Far  in  mj  own  bright  land  1 

Where  the  deep  haunted  grots,  the  laurel  bowersi 
The    Dryad's    footsteps,    and   the   minstrel's 
dreams? 
— ^Ohl  that  my  life  were  as  a  southern  flower's! 
I  mi^ht  not  languish  then  by  these  diiil  streamsi 
Far  fipm  my  own  bright  Undl 


GREEK  FUNERAL  CHANT  OR  MYRI- 
OLOQUfi. 


Las  Clwnis  FuoAbiei  par  lesquds  os  d6pk>t«  en  Grdea  k 
rooit  de  set  prachea,  prennenl  le  nom  poniculier  de  Myriolo. 
gta,  commB  qui  dirait,  DiscourB  do  lamentaUon,  complaiiUfla 
Un  malade  vlent-U  6b  nndre  te  deroler  aouplr,  m  femmo^  aa 
riAre,  sesflUe^iBBaDMUi^  oellsi,  en  onmotfdeaea  pliaproches 
parentes  qui  sont  li,  lui  ferinem  ks  yewc  el  la  bouche,  en 
Apajxhant  librpment,  chacune  aelon  Bun  natural  et  aa  roaaius 
de  tendresn  pour  le  dAfun^  la  douleur  qu'eUe  renenl  de  a» 
perta.  Ce  premier  devoir  lempU,  elles  ae  retirent  toutea  chas 
voe  de  kon-parentas  ou  de  leun  amiea.    LA  ellea  changanT 
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de  witnattm,  iPhabiDent  de  blanc,  eomme  poor  la  cArftmonle 
napciale^  mwc  cMla  difikmce^  qu'eOn  gantent  Ut  lAie  mic^ 
loB  cheveoz  €puB  et  pemlanta  Cw  ap)irfiii  tanniiiA^  ks 
panemea  rBvieooent  dans  laur  parure  da  deuH ;  loutea  m  ran- 
gent  en  circle  aiitour  da  mort,  ei  leur  douteur  e'ezhale  da 
nouveau,  et,  comme  la  premidre  fak,  eana  rigle  et  sans  con* 
trainte.  A  ces  plainies  flpontan^ee  succMem  blentAc  dee  la- 
mentatlooi  d'une  auue  eap^ce:  ca  apnc  lea  M^Hologuet, 
Ordinalrement  c*eal  la  plus  proeha  pannio  qui  proodnoe  to 
aien  la  premidre ;  aprds  elle  less  autxea  paienie^  lea  amlea^  ka 
simples  voisioea.  Lea  MjriolQgues  aonl  toujoun  coraposis  et 
chantte  par  lee  femmes.  Us  aont  toojoora  improvirt^  tou* 
jnura  en  Ter%  et  toujoura  chantis  sur  un  air  qui  dilTftre  d'an 
Ilea  i  un  autre,  n^ia  qui,  dans  un  lieu  donni,  Rate  invaria- 
bienMnt  oOtoOkcr*  i  ce  genn  de  pofoie." 
CkimtBP0pulmir§ideiaark9Madern«,parO.I}auritL 

A  WAIL  was  heard  around  the  bed,  the  death-bed 

of  the  young, 
Amidat  her  tears  the  Funeral  Chant  a  mournful 

roother  sung. 
— ^''lanthis!  dost  thou  sleep?— Thou  sleopest!— 

but  this  is  not  the  rest, 
The  breathing  and  the  rosy  cahn,  f  have  pillowed 

on  mj  breast!  ' 
I  lulled  tbse  not  to  (his  repose,  lanthis !  my  sweet 

son! 
As  in  thy  glowing  childhood's  time  by  twilight  I 

have  done 
— How  is  it  that  I  bear  to  stand  and  look  upon- 

thee  now? 
And  that  I  die  not,  seeing  death  on  thy  pale  glo- 
ibrowl 


"I  look  upon  thee,  thoa  that  weit  of  all  most  fur 

and  brave  I 
I  «e  diee  wearing  stiD  too  much  of  beauty  for  the 

gravel 
Tfaoagh  moomfully  thy  smile  is  fixed,  and  heavily 

thine  eye 
Hath  abut  above  the  falcon>glance  that  in  it  loved 

to  lie! 
And  hat  is  bound  the  siHringing  step,  that  seemed 

on  breesDes  borne, 
When  to  thy  oduch  I  came  and  said,—*  Wake, 

hunter,  wake,  'tis  morn!' 
Vet  art  thou  lovely  still,  my  flower  1  untouched  by 

slow  decay, 
— And  I,  the  withered  stem,  remain — I  would  that 

grief  might  slay! 

''  Oh !  ever  when  I  met  thy  look,  I  knew  that  thi$ 

would  be ! 
I  knew  too  well  that  length  of  days  was  not  a  gift 

for  thee! 
I  saw  it  in  thy  kindling  cheek,  and  in  tliy  bearing 

high;— 
A  voice  came  whispering  to  my  soul,  and  told  me 

thou  must  die  I 
That  thou  must  die,  my  fearless  one!,  where 

swords  were  fiashing  red. — 


— Why  doth  a  mother  live  to  say— my  fint-born 
i  and  my  dead  1 

They  tell  me  of  thy  ymithful  fione,  they  talk  of 

victory  won — 
— Speak  thou,  and  I  will  hear !  my  child,  lanthis  t 

my  sweet  son  I'' 

A  wail  was  heard  around  the  bed,  the  dcathbtd 

of  the  young, 
Aiair-haired  bride  the  Funeral  Chant  amidst 

her  weeping  sang, 
—''lanthis!  kok'st  thou  not  on  me? — Can  love 

indeed  befiedl 
When  was  it  wo  before  to  gaze  upon  thy  steady 

head? 
I  would  that  I  had  followed  thee,  lanthis,  my  be- 

lovedl 
And  stood  as  woman  oft  hath  stood  when  faithful 

hearts  an  proved ! 
That  I  had  bound  a  breastplate  on,  and  battled  at 

thy  side— 
—It  would  have  been   a  blessed  thing  togethei 

had  we  died ! 

"Cut  when  was  I  when  thou  didst  fall  beneath 

the  fatal  sword? 
Was  I  beside  the  sparkling  fount,  or  at  the  peace- 
ful board? 
Or  smging  some  sweet  sdng  of  old,  in  the  shadow 

of  the  vine. 
Or  praying  to  the  saints  for  thee^  befon  the  holy 

shrine  ? 
And  thou  wert  lying  low  the  while,  the  lifeslrops 

from  thy  heart 
Fast  gushing  like  a  moantain-spring! — and  couldsft 

thou  thus  depart? 
Couldst  thou  depart,  nor  on  my  lips  pour  out  thj 

fleeting  breath  ? 
— Oh!  I  was  with  thee  but  in  joy,  that  should 

have  been  in  death  1 

"  Yes!  I  was  with  thee  when  the  dance  through 

mazy  rings  was  led. 
And  when  the  lyn  and  voice  wen  tuned,  and 

when  the  feast  was  spread; 
Bat  not  when  noble  blood  flowed  forth,  when 

sounding  javelins  flew— 
— ^Why  did  I  hear  love's  first  sweet  words,  and 

not  itd  last  adieu? 
What  now  can  breathe  of  gladness  mon,  what 

scene,  what  hour,  what  tone  1 
The  blae  skies  fade  with  all  their  lights,  they 

fade,  since  thou  art  gone ! 
Even  that  must  leave  me,  that  still  face,  by  all  my 

tears  unmoved — 
— Take  me  from  this  dark  world  with   the^, 

lanthis!  my  beloved  I" 
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A  wail  was  heard  around  the  bed,  Ibe  deatbrbed 

of  the  young, 
Amidst  ber  tears  the  Funeral  Chant  a  ffloumfiil 

sister  sung. 
'*  lanthis!  brother  of  my  soul  !^-ohI  were  are  now 

the  days 
That  laughed  among  the  deep  green  hills,  on  all 

our  infant  plays? 
When  we  two  sported  by  the  streams,  or  tracked 

them  to  their  source, 
And  like  a  stag's,  the  rocks  along,  was  thy  fleet 

fearless  course! 
— I  see  the  pines  there  waving  yet,  I  see  the  rills 

descend, 
I  see  thy  bounding  step  no  more — ^my  brother  and 
my  friend ! 

" I  come  with  flowers — ^for  spring  is  cornel— Ian- 

thHl  art  thou  Aere? 
I  bring  the  gariands  she  hath  brought,  I  cut  them 

on  thy  bier ! 
Thou  shouldst  be  crowned  with  victory's  crown — 

but  oh !  more  meet  they  seem. 
The  first  faint  violeto  of  the  wood,  and  lilies  of  the 

stream! 
More  meet  for  one  so  fondly  loved,  and  laid  thus 

early  low — 
— Alas!  how  sadly  sleeps  thy  face  amidst  the  sun- 
shine's glow : 
The  golden  glow  thai  through  thy  heart  was  wont 

such  joy  to  send, 
—Wo,  that  it  smiles,  and  not  for  thee ! — my  brother 

and  my  friend !" 


THE  PARTING  SONa 


Thb  piece  b  fouoded  on  a  tale  related  bj  Fmrid,  In  his 
**Chanso7u  PopuUuret  de  la  Grfce  Modemt^"  and  occoai- 
nonied  by  some  very  Intereoting  paniculara  respecting  (he  ex- 
tempore parting  aoi^a^  or  songs  of  expatriation,  as  he  informs 
US  tliey  are  called,  In  which  the  modem  Greeks  are  accustomed 
to  pour  forth  their  feelUigs  on  bidding  (are well  to  their  country 
anil  friends. 


A  TOUTH  went  forth  to  exile,  from  a  home 
Such  as  to  early  thought  gives  images, 
The  longest  treasured  and  moat  oft  recalled, 
And  brightest  kept,  of  love ; — a  mountain  home, 
That,  with  the  murmur  of  its  rocking  pines 
And  sounding  waters,  first  in  childhood's  heart 
Wakes  the  deep  sense  of  nature  unto  joy, 
And  half  tmconscious  prayer; — a  Grecian  home, 
With  the  transparence  cf  blue  skies  o'erhung. 
And,  through  the  dimness  of  its  olive  shades, 
(/iitching  the  flash  of  fountains,  and  the  gleam 
Oi  shining  pillars  from  the  fanes  of  old. 
Aiv!  this  was  what  lie  left ! — Yet  many  leave 
Fax  more: — the  glistening  eye,  that  first  from 
theirs 


Called  out  the  soul's  bright  smile ;  the  gentle  hand, 
Which  through  tlie  sunshine  led  forth  infant  slept 
To  where  the  violets  lay;  the  tender  voice 
That  earliest  taught  them  what  deep  melody 
Lives  in  affection's  tones. — He  left  not  these. 
— Happy  the  weeper,  that  but  weeps  to  part 
With  all  a  mother's  love  1^ A  bitterer  grief 
Was  his — To  part  unfosed/— of  her  untoved, 
That  should  have  breathed  upon  his  heart,  fika 

Spring, 
Fostering  its  young  faint  flowen  I 

Yet  had  he  fnend^ 
And  they  went  forth  to  cheer  him  on  his  way 
Unto  the  parting  spot-— and  she  t6o  went. 
That  mother,  tearless  for  her  yoangnt-bom. 

The  parting  spot  was  reached :— a  lone  deep  gle^, 
Holy,  perchance,  of  yore,  for  cave  and  fount 
Were  there^  and  sweet-voiced  echoes ;  and  aboYc^ 
The  silence  of  the  blue,  still,  upper  Heaven 
Hung  round  the  crags  of  Pindus,  where  they  wort 
Their  crowning  snows.— Upon  a  rock  he  sprung, 
The  unboloved  one,  for  hii  home  to  gaze 
Through  the  wild  laurels  back ;  but  then  a  light 
Broke  on  the  stem  proud  sadness  of  his  eye, 
A  sudden  quivering  li^ht,  and  from  his  lips 
A  burst  of  passbnate  song. 

*' Farewell,  farewieOi  I 
"I  hear  thee,  O  thou  rusning  stroam i-^on 'rt 

from  my  native  dell, 
Thou  'rt  bearing  thence  a  moumfbl  sound—*  mur- 
mur of  farewell ! 
And  fare  thee  well— flow  on,  my  stream  !-^low  ott, 

'    thou  bright  and  free ! 
I  do  but  dream  that  in  thy  Toioe  one  tune  liiBenti 

for  me; 
But  I  have  been  a  thing  nnlovjed,  firom  rhildhoriV 

loving  yean, 
And  therefore  turns  my  soul  to  thee,  for  thou  hMt 

known  my  teara ; 
The  mountains,  and  the  caves,  and  thou,  ny  secret 

tean  have  known : 
The  woods  can  tell  where  he  hath  wept,  that  evef 

wept  alone ! 

"  I  see Ihee  once  again,  my  hocnel  thou "rt  there 
amidst  thy  vines, 

And  dear  upon  thy  gleaming  roof  the  light  of  sum- 
mer shines. 

It  b  a  joyous  hour  when  eve  comes  whispering 
through  thy  groves, 

The  hour  that  brings  the  son  from  toil,  the  hoa 
the  mother  loves ! 

-^Thc  hour  the  mother  loves! — for  me  beloved  H 
hath  not  been ; 

Yet  ever  in  its  purple  smile,  thou  smiTst,  a  blesMd 
soenei 
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Whose  quiet  beauty  o'er  my  eoul  through  distant 

yean  will  come— 
—Yet  what  but  as  the  dead,  to  theOi  thall  I  be 

then,  my  homel 

"  Not  aa  the  dead !— no,  not  the  dead !— We  speak 

of  ihem — we  keep 
TTieir  names,  like  light  that  must  not  fade,  within 

our  bosoms  deep ! 
Wc  hallow  e'en  the  lyfe  they  touched,  we  love  the 

lay  they  sung, 
We  pass  with  softer  step  the  place  f  Aey  filled  our 

band  among  1   - 
But  I  depart  like  sound,  like  dew,  like  aught  that 

leases  on  earth 
No  trace  of  sorrow  or  delight,  no  memory  of  its 

bi^th ! 
I  go !  the  echo  of  the  rock  a  thousand  songs  may 

swell 
When  mine  is  a  forgotten  Toice. — ^Woods,  moun- 
tains, home,  farewell ! 

'*  And  farewell,  mother ! — I  have  borne  in  lonely 
silence  long, 

But  now  the  current  of  my  soul  grows  passionate 
and  strong ! 

And  I  will  speak  t  though  but  the  wind  that  wan- 
ders through  the  sky, 

And  but  the  dark  deep-rustling  pines  and  rolling 
streams  reply. 

Yes !  I  will  speak !— within  my  breast  whate'er 
hath  seemed  to  be, 

There  lay  a  hidden  fount  of  love,  that  would  haye 
gushed  for  thee ! 

Brightly  it  would  have  gushed,  btit  thou,  my  mo- 
ther !  thou  hast  *Jirown 

Back  on  the  forests  and  the  wilds  what  aboukl 
have  been  thine  own ! 

"  Then  fare  thee  well !  I  leave  thee  not  in  loneli- 
ness to  pine, 

Since  thou  hast  sons  of  statelier  mien  and  fairer 
brow  than  mine ! 

Foigive  me  that  thou  couldst  not  love ! — it  may  be, 
that  atone 

Yet  from  my  burning  heart  may  pierce,  through 
thine,  when  I  am  gone  1 

And  thou  perchance  mayst  weep  for  him  on  whom 
thou  ne'er  hast  smiled, 

And  the  grave  give  his  blithiight  back  to  thy  ne- 
glected child  ! 

Might  but  my  spirit  then  return,  and  'midst  its  kin- 
died  dweU, 

And  quench  its  thirst  with  love's  frae  team  I — 'tis 
all  a  dream— farewell !" 

"Farewell!"— the  echo  died  with  that   deep 

word. 
Yet  died  not  so  the  late  repentant  pang 
By  the  strain  quickened  in  the  mother's  breast! 
A 


There  had  passed  many  changes  o^er  her  brow, 
And  cheek,  and  eye;  but  into  one  bright  flood 
Of  tears  at  last  all  melted;  and  she  fell 
On  the  glad  bosom  of  her  child,  and  cried 
*'  Return,  return,  my  son  1"— the  echo  caught 
A  lovelier  fpund  than  song,  and  woke  again, 
Murmaring-^**  Return,  my  son  I"  ■ 


THE  SULIOTE  MOTHER. 


It  b  related  In  a  French  IJlb  of  A]|  Pscha,  that  several  r4 
the  SuHoce  women,  on  the  advance  of  the  Turkieh  troops  into 
their  mountain  fafltneenee,  assembled  on  a  I0A7  summit,  vnd, 
after  chanting  a  wild  song,  precipitated  themselTo^  with  their 
children,  into  the  chasm  Iwlow,  to  avoid  tieooning  the  slaves 
of  the  « 


She  stood  upon  the  loftiest  peak, 

Amidst  the  clear  blue  sky, 
A  bitter  smile  was  on  her  cheek. 

And  a  dark  flash  in  her  eye.   • 

"  Dost  thou  see  them,  boy  1 — through  the  dusk) 


Dost  thou  see  where  the  fbeman's  armour  thmes  \ 
Hast  thou  caught  the  gleam  of  the  conqueror's 

crest? 
My  babe,  that  I  cradled  on  my  breast! 
Wouklst  thou  spring  fitom  thy  mother's  arms  with 

joyi 
—That  sight  hath  cost  thee  a  father,  boy!'* 

For  in  the  rocky  strait  beneath, 

Lay  Suliote  sire  and  son ; 
They  had  heaped  high  the  piles  of  death 

Before  the  pass  was  W09. 

"  They  had  crossed  the  torrent,  and  on  they  come! 
Wo  for  the  mountain  hearth  and  home! 
Thero,  where  the  hunter  laid  by  his  spear. 
There,  where  the  lyre  hath  been  sweet  to  hear. 
There,  where  I  sang  thee,  fair  babe!  to  sleep. 
Nought  but  the  blood-stain  our  trace  shall  keepP 

And  now  the  horn's  bud  blast  was  heard, 

And  now  the  cymbal's  clang. 
Till  even  the  upper  air  was  stirred, 

As  cliff  and  hoUow  rang. 

"  Hark  I  they  bring  music,  my  joyous  child ! 
What  saith  the  trumpet  to  Suli's  wild! 
Doth  it  light  thine  eye  with  so  quick  a  fire« 
As  if  at  a  glance  of  thine  armed  sire  ? 
— Still !— be  thou  still !— there  are  brave  men  low- 
Thou  wouldst  not  smile  couldst  thou  iee  him 
now  I" 

But  near^  came  the  clash  of  steel, 
And  louder  swelled  the  bom. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


38 


MRS.  HEMANS*  WORKS. 


And  farther  yet  the  tambour^s  petl 
Through  the  dark  pan  waa  bom«. 

"  Hcarest  thov  the  aotind  of  their  saTage  muthi 
— Boj !  thoo  wert  free  when  I  gave  thee  birtfa^ 
Free,  and  how  cherished,  my  warrior's  son  I 
He  too  hath  bleaud  thee,  as  I  have  donei 
Ay,  and  anchained  mugt  his  loved  ones  he- 
Freedom,  young  Suiiotel  for  thee  and  meP 

And  from  the  arrowy  peak  she  sprung, 

And  fast  the  fair  child  bore, 
A  veil  upon  the  wind  was  flung, 

A  cryT-^nd  all  was  o*er! 


THE  FAREWELL  TO  THE  DEAD. 


The  lUlowIng  piece  is  founded  on  a  beaa*ll^)  part  of  the 
Oteek  funoFBl  eervloe,  In  which  relatires  anr'  friemla  are  in- 
vited to  embrKce  the  deceaaed  (whose  laoe  le  oncovend)  and 
»  Old  thefr  final  adieu. 

See  Ckristian  Beaecuxhu  in  th$  Mediterranean, 

Tie  hard  to  hy  Into  the  eanh 

A  coantenanee  so  benign  I  a  form  that  walked 
But  yestarday  K>  stately  o^er  the  eanbl 

WiUon, 


Come  near !— ere  yet  the  dust 
Soil  th£  bnght  paleness  of  the  settled  brow, 
Look  cr.  your  brother,  and  embrace  him  now, 

In  still  and  solemn  trust! 
Come  near!— once  more  let  kindred  lips  be  pressed 
On  his  cold  cheek;  then  bear  him  to  his  rest! 

Look  yet  on  this  yoting  &ee( 
What  shall  the  beauty,  from  amongst  ns  gone, 
Leave  of  its  image,  even  where  most  it  shone, 

Qladdening  its  heartli  and  recel 
Dim  grows  the  semblance  on  man's  heart  im- 
pressed^- 
CXunc  near,  and  bear  the  beautiful  to  rest! 


Ye  weep,  and  it  is  well  I 
For  tears  befit  earth's  partingsl-^ Yesterday 
Song  was  upon  the  lips  of  this  pale  clay, 

And  sunshine  seemed  to  dwell 
Where'er  he  moved — the  welcome  and  the  falcsi 

edl 
— ^Now  gazel  and  bear  the  olent  unto  rest  t 

Look  yet  on  him,  whose  eye 
Meets  yours  no  more,  in  sadness  or  in  mirthl 
Was  he  not  fair  amidst  the  sons  of  earth, 

The  beings  bom  to  die? 
— But  not  where  death  has  power  may  love  be 


Come  near!  and  bear  ye  the  beloved  to  restl 

How  may  the  mothei's  heart 
Dwell  on  her  son,  and  dare  to  hope  again? 
The  spring's  rich  promise  hath  been  given  in  Tain, 

*   The  lovely  must  depart ! 
Is  he  not  gone,  our  brightest  and  our  best? 
Come  near!  and  bear  the eariy-called  to  rest! 

Look  on  him!  is  he  laid 
To  slumber  from  the  harvest  or  the  chase? 
— ^Too  stUl  and  sad  the  smile  upon  his  face, 

Yet  that,  even  that,  most  fade  I 
Death  holds  not  long  unchanged  his  fairest  gnest, 
Come  near!  and  bear  the  mortal  to  his  rest! 

His  voice  of  mirth  hod  ceased 
Amidst  the  vineyards !  there  is  left  no  place 
For  him  whose  dust  receives  your  vain  erabraoe, 

At  the  gay  bridal  feast! 
Earth  must  take  earth  to  moulder  on  her  breast* 
Come  near!  weep  o'er  him!  bear  him  to  his  nm. 

Yet  mourn  ye  not  as  they 
Whose  spirit's  light  is  quenched! — ^fbr  him  the 

Is  sealed.    He  may  not  fall,  he  may  not  ctat 

His  birthright's  hope  away  I 
An  is  not  here  of  our  beloved  and  blessed— 
Leave  ye  the  sleeper  with  his  God  to  restl 


C^nnole 


Bftitt 


THE  SIEGE  OP  VALENCIA. 


Sfie  Sbitat  of  ^altntUi. 

A  DRAMATIC  POEM. 


Judlcio  h«  dSftV)  eata  no  tuu  huana 
Del  vajor  que  en  las  eigloe  yenkferot 
Tendrikn  loa  Hiioe  de  la  fucne  Eopana, 
■  llijoB  de  la!  paorea  heroderqe. 
Halid  nla  en  Numancla  todo  quanlo 
Dcbe  con  juato  tltulo  caniarae. 
T  lo  que  puede  dar  materia  al  canux 

Numaneia  de  Cervantet. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


TnK  tiistory  of  Spain  recorda  two  inBtances  of 
the  severe  and  self-devoting  heroism,  which  forms 
the  subject  of  the  foUowing  dramatic  poem.  The 
first  of  these  occarred  at  the  siege  of  Tarifa,  which 
was  defended  in  1394  for  Sancho,  King  of  Castile, 
during  the  lebellbn  of  his  brother,  Don  Juan,  by 
Guzman,  sumamed  the  Good  *  The  second  is 
related  of  Alonzo  Lopez  de  Texeda,  who,  untH 
his  garrison  had  been  utterly  disabled  by  pestilence, 
maintained  the  city  of  Zamora  for  the  children  of 
Don  Pedro  the  Cruel,  against  the  forces  of  Hen- 
rique of  Trastamanut 

Impresdve  as  were  the  circumstances  which 
distinguished  both  these  memorable  sieges,  it  ap- 
peared to  the  author  of  the  following  pages  that  a 
deeper  interest,  as  well  as  a  stronger  colour  of  na- 
tbnallty,  might  be  imparted  to  the  scenes  in  which 
she  has  feebly  attempted  **  to  describe  high  passions 
and  high  actions ;"  by  connecting  a  religious  feel- 
ing with  the  patriotism  and  high-minded  loyalty 
which  had  thus  been  proved  **  fidthful  onto  death," 
and  by  surrounding  her  ideal  dramatis  penorut 
with  recollections  derived  from  the  heroie  legends 
of  Spanish  chivalry.  She  has,  for  this  reason, 
employed  the  agency  of  imaginary  characters,  and 
fixed  upon  *'  Valencia  del  CUP*  as  the  scene  to 
give  them  ' 

■  a  local  habllatkn  and  a  name.'* 


DRAMATIS  PERSONJE. 
Alyir  GoKZALfiz,    Chvemor  ^f  VaUneitk 
Alphokso,   >    _,ffuSonB. 
Carlos,       J 

HfSMANDCZ, ....  A  Prieat 
ABOiTLLiH,  ....  J  ^  M«,rUhPrince,  CIUtf,if 
{the  armybeneging  Valencia, 
Garcxas,  ......  a  Spanieh.KnighL 

Elmina, «  Wife  to  Chfualez. 

XixCNA, Her  Daughter, 

Theresa An  Attendant. 

CUizena,  Soldiere,  Attendant;  <f«. 

*  8sa  Qoh.caiia'S  «  VMM  da  Ihpaiioioi  ceMrab"  p.  631 
t  IfM  d»  Pnitts  to  Boutbej'i  "Chranlelsor  the  Cld.'* . 


THE  SIEGE  OF  VALENCIA 

SCENE — ^ROOM  IN  A  PALACE  OF  YALENCIA, 
XIMENA  aingiog  to  a  lute. 

BALLAD. 

"  Thou  hast  not  been  with  a  festal  throngs 

At  the  pouring  of  the  wine ; 
Men  bear  not  from  the  Hail  of  Song, 
A  mien  so  dark  as  thine ! 

— There's  blood  upon  thy  shield, 
There's  dust  upon  thy  plume, 
— Thou  hast  brought,  from  some  dtsastroos  field, 
That  brow  of  wrath  and  gloom  I" 

*'  And  is  there  blood  upon  my  shield  1 

-^Maiden !  it  well  may  be  I 
We  have  sent  the  streams  from  our  battle-field. 
All  darkened  to  the  seal 
We  have  given  the  founts  a  stain, 
'Midst  their  woods  of  ancient  pine ; 
And  the  ground  is  wet — ^but  not  wUh  rein, 
Deep-dyed— but  not  with  wine  I 

"  The  ground  is  wet— but  not  with  raio— 

We  have  been  in  war  array, 
And  the  noblest  blood  of  Christian  Spain 
Hath  bathed  her  soil  to-day. 
I  have  seen  the  strong  man  die, 
And  the  stripling  meet  his  fate, 
Where  the  mountain-winds  go  sounding  by, 
In  the  Roncesvalles'  Strait 

*<  In  the  gloomy  RoncesvalW  Strait 
There  are  helms  and  lances  deft ; 
And  they  that  moved  at  mom  elate 
On  a  bed  of  heath  are  left  I 
There's  many  a  fair  young  fooe 
Which  the  war  steed  hath  gone  o'er; 
At  many  a  board  there  is  kept  a  place 
For  those  that  eome  no  more  1" 

*'  Alast  for  love,  for  woman's  bn>ast, 

If  wo  like  this  must  be  I 
— Hast  thou  seen  a  youth  with  an  eagle  eresi. 
And  a  white  plume  waving  free  1 
With  his  proud  quick  flashing  eye, 
And  his  mien  of  knightly  stat^*^ 
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Doth  he  come  from  where  the  awords  flashed  high, 
In  the  RoncesYalles'  Stndt  V* 

**  In  the  gloomy  Roncesvanes*  Strait 

I  saw  and  mark^  him  well ; 
For  nobly  on  his  steed  he  sate, 
When  the  pride  of  manhood  fell ! 
— But  it  is  not  youth  which  turns 
From  the  field  of  spears  again ; 
For  the  boy's  high  h^art  too  wildly  bums 
Till  it  rests  amidst  the  slain !" 

*'  Thou  canst  not  say  that  he  lies  low, 

The  lovely  and  the  brave  I 
Oh!  none  could  look  on  his  joyous  brow, 
And  think  upon  the  grave ! 
Dark,  dark  perchance  the  day 
Hath  been  with  valour's  fate, 
But  ^  b  on  his  homeward  way, 
From  the  Roncesvalles'  Strait !" 

**  There  is  dust  upon  his  joyous  brow. 

And  o'er  his  graeefnl  head ;  ^ 
And  the  war-horse  will  not  wake  him  now, 
Though  it  bruise  his  greensward  bed  t 
— I  have  seen  the  stripling  die, 
And  the  strong  man  meet  his  fate, 
Where  the  mountain-winds  go  sounding  by, 
In  the  Roncesvalles'  Strait!" 
'    ELMINA  enten 
Ehnina,    Your  songs  are  not  as  those  of  other 
days, 
Mine  own  Ximena ! — Where  is  now  the  young 
And  buoyant  spirit  of  the  mom,  which  once 
Breathed  in  your  spring-like  melodies,  and  woke* 
Joy's  echo  from  all  hearts? 

Ximena.  My  mother,  this 
Is  not  the  fiee  air  of  our  monntam-wilds ; 
And  these  aro  not  the  halls,  wherein  my  v<Noe 
First  ponred  those  gladdening  strains. 

Elmina.  Alas  1  thy  heart 
(I  see  it  well)  doth  sicken  for  the  pure 
Free-wacdering  breezes  of  the  joyous  hills. 
Where  thy  young  brothers,  o'er  the  rock  and  heath, 
Bound  in  glad  boyhood,  e'en  as  torrent-streams 
Leap  brightly  from  the  heights.    Had  we  not  been 
Within  these  walls  thus  suddenly  begirt, 
Thou  shouldst  have  tracked  ere  ndw,  with  step  as 

light, 
Their  wild  wood-paths. 

JCimena.  I  would  not  but  have  shared 
These  hours  of  wo  and  peril,  though  the  deep 
Aiid  solemn  feelings  wakening  at  their  voioe. 
Claim  all  the  wrought-up  spirit  to  themselves. 
And  will  not  blend  with  mirth.    The  storm  doth 

hush 
AD  floating  whispery  sound,  all  bird-notes  wild 
O'  f  h'  summer  forest,  filling  earth  and  heaven 
With  its  own  awful  music. — And  'tis  well  I 
Should  not  a  hero's  child  be  trained  to  hear 


The  trumpet's  blast  unstartled,  and  to  look 
In  the  fixed  face  of  Death  without  dismay? 

Elmina.  Wol  wo!  that  aught  so  gentle  and  §a 
young 
SbouM  thus  be  called  to  stand  i'  the  tempest's  path, 
And  bear  the  token  and  the  hue  of  death 
On  a  bright  soul  so  soon !  I  had  not  shrank 
From  mine  own  lot,  but  thou,  my  child,  shouldtft 

move 
As  a  light  breeze  of  heaven,  through  summet- 

bowers^ 
And  not  o'er  foaming  billows.    We  are  falln 
On  dark  and  evil  days ! 

Ximena.  Ay,  days,  that  wake 
All  to  their  tasks ! — Youth  may  not  loiter  now 
In  the  green  walks  of  spring;  and  womanhood 
Is  summoned  into  conflicts,  heretofore 
The  lot  of  warrior  souls.    But  we  will  take 
Our  toils  upon  us  nobly !  Strength  is  bom 
In  the  deep  silence  of  long-suflering  hearts; 
Not  amidst  joy. 

Elmina.  Hast  thou  some  secret  wo 
That  thus  tiiou  speak'st? 

Ximena.  What  sorrow  should  be  mine, 
Unknjwn  to  thee  ? 

Elmina.  Alas  1  the  baleful  air 
Wherewith  the  pestilence  in  darkness  walks 
Through  the  devoted  city,  like  a  blight 
Amidst  the  rose-tints  of  thy  cheek  hath  fall'n, 
And  wrought  an  early  withering !— Thou  nail 

crossed 
The  paths  of  Death,  and  ministered  to  those 
O'er  whom  his  shadow  rested,  till  thine  eye 
Hath  changed  its  glancing  sunbeam  for  a  still, 
Deep,  solemn  radiance,  and  thy  brow  hath  caught 
A  wild  and  high  expression,  which  at  times 
Fades  unto  desolate  calmness,  most  unlike 
What  youth's  bright  mien.should  wear.  My  gei»> 

tie  child  I 
I  look  on  thee  in  fear  1 

Ximena.  Thou  hast  no  cause  - 
To  fear  for  me.    When  the  wild  cliuih  of  steel, 
And  the  deep  tambour,  and  the  heavy  step 
Of  armed  men,  break  on  our  morning  dreams ; 
When,  hour  by  hour,  the  noble  and  the  brave 
Are  falling  round  us,  and  we  deem  it  much 
To  give  them  fUtieral-rites,  and  call  them  blest 
If  the  good  sword,  in  its  own  stormy  hour, 
Hath  done  its  work  upon  them,  ere  disease 
Had  chilled  their  fiery  blood ; — ^it  is  no  time 
For  the  light  mien  wherewith,  in  happier  hours, 
We  trod  the  woodland  mazes,  when  young  leaves 
Were  whispering  in  the  gale. — ^My  Father  com^- 
Oh !  speak  of  me  no  more.    I  would  not  shade 
His  princely  aspect  with  a  thought  less  high 
Than  his  proud  duties  claim. 

GONZALEZ  entsoa 
Elmina.  My  noble  km!  I 
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Wekome  from  this  day's  to9 !— It  is  the  hour 
Whose  shadows,  as  they  deepen,  bring  repose 
Unto  an  weary  men ;  and  wilt  not  thou 
Free  thy  maifed  bosom  from  the  corslet's  weight, 
To  rest  at  fiill  ofeTel 

Gonzalez.  There  may  be  rest 
For  the  tired  peasant,  when  the  vesper  bell 
Doth  send  him  to  his  cabin,  and  beneath 
His  vine'and  olive,  he  may  sit  at  eve, 
Watching  his  children's  sport :  but  unto  him 
Who  keeps  the  watch-place  on  the  mountain- 
height. 
When  Heaven  lets  loose  the  storms  that  chaitften 

realms 
— ^Who  speaks  of  rest? 

Ximena.  My  father,  shall  T  fill 
The  wine-cup  for  thy  lips,  or  bring  the  lute 
Whose  sounds  thou  lovest? 

Gonzalez.  If  there  be  struns  of  power 
To  rouse  a  spirit,  which  in  triumphant  scorn    - 
May  cast  off  nature's  feebleness,  and  hold 
Its  proud  career  unshackled,  dashing  down 
Tean  and  fond  thoughts  to  earth ;  give  voice  to 

those! 
I  have  need  of  such,  Xim«na !  we  must  hear 
No  melting  music  now. 

Ximena.  I  know  all  high 
Heroic  ditties  of  the  elder  time, 
Sung  by  the  monntain-Christians,(l)in  the  holds 
Of  th'  everlasting  hills,  whose  Inows  yet  bear 
The  print  of  Freedom's  step;  and  all  vrild  strains 
Wherein  the  dark  serranos*  teach  the  rocks 
And  the  pine  forests  deeply  to  resound 
The  praise  of  later  champions.  Wouldst  thou  hear 
The  war  song  of  thine  ancestor,  the  Cidt 
Gonzalez.  Ay,  speak  of  him ;  for  in  that  name 
b  power. 
Such  as  might  rescue  kingdoms!  Speak  of  him! 
We  are  his  children!  They  that  can  look  back 
r  th'  annals  of  their  house  on  such  a  name, 
How  should  they  take  dishonour  by  the  hand, 
And  e'er  the  threshold  of  their  father's  halls 
First  lead  her  as  a  guest? 

Elmina.  Oh,  why  is  this  ? 
How  my  heart  sinks! 

Gonzalez.  It  must  not  fail  thee  ye/. 
Daughter  of  heroes!— Ithine  inheritance 
Is  strength  to  meet  all  conflicts.   Thou  canst  num- 
ber 
In  thy  long  line  of  glorious  ancestry 
Men,  the  bright  offering  6f  whose  blood  bath  made 
The  ground  it  bathed  e'en  as  an  altar,  whence 
High  thoughts  shall  rise  for  ever.    Bore  they  not, 
'Midst  flame  and  sword,  their  witness  of  the  Cross, 
With  its  victorious  inspiration  girt 
As  with  a  conqueror's  robe,  till  th'  infidd 
O'erawed,  shrank  back  before  them? — Ay,  the  earth 


6» 


Doth  call  them  martyrs,  but  their  agonies 
Were  of  a  moment,  tortures  whose  brief  aim 
Was  to  destroy,  within  whose  powers  and  scope 
Lay  nanght  bat  dust— And  earth  doth  call  them 

martynl 
Why,  Heaven  but  claimed  their  bk>od,  their  lives, 

and  not 
The  things  which  grow  as  tendrils  round  their 

hearts; 
No,  not  their  chiklren ! 

Elmina.      Meanest    thou?— knowest     thou 
aught? — 
I  cannot  utter  it— My  sons!  my  sons! 
Is  it  of  them?— Oh!  wouldst  thou  speak  of  them? 

Gonzalez.  A  mother's  heart  divineth  but  too 
well! 

Elmina.  Speak,  I  adjure  thee!— I  can  bear  it 
all— 
Where  are  my  children? 

Gonzalez.  In  the  Moorish  camp 
Whose  lines  have  girt  the  city. 

Ximena.  But  they  live  ? 
—All  is  not  lost,  my  mother! 

Elmina.  Say,  they  live. 

Gonzalez,  Elmina,  still  they  live. 

Elmina.  But  captives !— They 
Whom  my  fond  heart  had  imagined  to  itself 
Bounding  from  cliff  to  cliff  amidst  the  wilds 
Where  the  rock-eagle  seemed  not  more  secure 
In  its  rejoicing  freedom! — And  my  boys 
Are  captives  wjth  the  Moor!— Oh  1  how  was  this? 

Gonzalez.  Alas!  our  brave  Alphonso,  in  the 
pride 
Of  boyish  daring,  left  outmountun-halls, 
With  his  young  brother,  eager  to  behold 
The  face  of  noble  war.    Thence  on  their  way 
Were  the  rash  wanderen  captured. 

Elmina,  'Tis  enough. 
^•Ahd  when  shall  they  be  lansomed? 

Gonzalez.  There  is  asked 
A  ransom  far  too  high. 

Elmina.  What!  have  we  wealth 
Which  might  redeem  a  monaroh,  and  our  sons 
The  while  wear  fetten?— Take  thou  all  for  them, 
And  we  will  cast  our  worthless  grandeur  fiom  cs, 
As  'twere  a  cumbrous  robe! — Why,  thou  art  one, 
To  whose  high  nature  pomp  hath  ever  been 
But  as  the  phunage  to  a  warrior's  helm. 
Worn  or  thrown  off  as  lightly.    And  for  me^ 
Thou  knowest  not  how  serenely  I  could  take 
The  peasant's  lot  upon  me,  so  my  heart. 
Amidst  its  deep  affecUens  undisturbed. 
May  dwell  in  silence.  ' 

XimAia,  Father!  doubt  thou  not 
But  we  will  bind  ourselves  to  poverty. 
With  glad  devotedness,  if  this,  but  this, 
May  vrin  them  back.-^Distnist  us  not,  m?  fatbsi 
We  can  bear  all  things. 

Gonzalez.  Can  ye  bear  ^Bi^gnes? 
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Ximena,  We  were  not  bom  for  thiiL 
GonzaUz.  No,  thou  aayit  well ! 
Hold  to  that  bfty  faith.— My  wife,  my  child  I 
Hath  earth  no  treasures  richer  than  the  geioa 
Torn  from  her  secret  caverns  1 — If  by  them 
Chains  may  be  riven,  then  let  the  captive  spring 
Rejoicing  to  the  light ! — But  he,  for  whom 
Freedom  and  life  may  but  be  worn  with  shame, 
Hath  nought  to  do,  save  fearlessly  to  fix 
His  steadfast  look  oa  the  .majestic  heaTens, 
And  proudly  die! 
Elmina,  Gonzaioz,  who  must  diel 
Gonzalez  (^hurriedly).  They  on  whose  lives  a 
fearful  price  is  set. 
But  to  be  paid  by  treason ! — Is  't  enough? 
Or  must  I  yet  seek  words? 
Elmina.  Tliat  look  saith  morel 

Thou  canst  not  mean 

GonzaUz.  I  do!  wjiy  dwells  there  not 
Power  in  a  glance  to  speak  it! — They  must  die  ( 
They — must  their  names  be  told — Our  oont  most 

die 
Unless  I  yield  the  city! 

Ximena.  Oh!  lookup! 
My  mother,  sink  not  thus! — Until  the  grave 
Shut  from  our  sight  its  victims,  there  is  hope. 
Elmina  (in  a  low  voice).  Whose  knell  was  in 
the  breeze! — No,  no,  not  theivl 
Whose  was  the  blessed  voice  that  spoke  of  hope? 
— And  there  iff  hope! — I  will  not  be  subdued — 
f  mil  not  hear  a  whisper  of  despair ! 
For  Nature  is  all  powerful,* and  her  breath 
Moves  like  a  quickening  spirit  o'er  the  depths 
Within  a  father's  heart — Thoo  too,  Gonzalez, 
Wilt  tell  ipe  there  is  hope ! 

Gonzales  (mlemnly).  Hope,  but  in  Him 
Who  bade  the  patriarch  lay  his  fair  young  son 
Bound  on  the  shrine  of  sacrifice,  and  when 
The  bright  steel  quivered  in  the  father's  hand 
Just  raiae<1  to  strike^  sent  forth  his  awful  voice 
Through  the  still  clouds,  and  on  the  breathless  air, 
Commanding  to  withhold! — Earth  has  no  hope, 
It  rests  with  Him. 

Elmina.   Thou  canst  not  tell  me  this! 
Thoo  father  of  my  sons,  within  whose  hands 
Doth  lie  thy  children's  fate. 

Gonzalez.  If  there  have  b^n 
Men  in  whose  bosoms  Nature's  voice  hath  made 
Its  accents  as  the  solitary  sound 
Of  an  o'erpoweriog  torrent,  silencing 
Th'  austere  and  yet  divine  remunstranoes 
Whispered  by  faith  and  honour,  lift  thy  hands. 
And,  to  that  Heaven,  which  arms  the  brave  with 

strength, 
Pray,  that  the  fiUher  of  thy  sons  may  ne'er 
Be  thus  found  wanting  ( 

Blmiria.  Then  their  doon»  b  sealed  I 
Thou  wut  not  save  thy  children? 
Gonzalez.  Host  thou  cause, 


Wile  of  my  youth  I  to  deem  it  fies  witbin 
The  bounds  of  possible  things,  that  I  should  link 
My  name  to  that  word^^rat/or  7— They  that  sleep 
On  their  proud  battle-fields,  th    sires  and  mine, 
Died  not  for  this !    ' 

Elmina.  Oh,  cold  and  hard  of  heart! 
Thoo  shouldst  be  bom  for  empire,  since  thy  sool 
Thus  lightly  from  all  human  bonds  can  free 
Its  haughty  flight  !~Men !  men !  too  much  is  youn 
Of  vantage;  ye,  tliat  with  a  sound,  a  breatli, 
A^pkdow,  thus  can  fill  the  desolate  space 
Of  rooted  up  affections,  o'er  whose  void 
Our  yearning  hearts  must  wither! — So  it  is, 
Dominion  must  be  won !— Nay,  leave  me  not  - 
My  heart  is  bunting,  and  1  must  be  heanl ! 
Heaven  hath  given  power  to  mortal  agony 
As  to  the  elements  in  their  hour  of  might 
And  mastery  o'er  creation! — Who  shall  dare 
To  mock  that  fearful  strength '{—I  must  be  heard! 
Give  me  my  sons! 

GonzaUz.  That  they  may  live  to  hide 
With  covering  hands  th'  indignant  flush  of  shame 
On  their  young  brows,  when  men  shall  speak  of 

him 
They  called  their  father!— Was  the  oath,  where- 
On th'  altar  of  my  faith,  I  bound  myself. 
With  an  answerving  spirit  to  maintain, . 
This  free  Und  christian  city  for  my  God, 
And  for  my  king,  a  writing  traced  on  sandl 
That  passionate  tears  should  wash  it  from  tlis 

earth, 
Or  e'en  the  lifo-drops  of  a  bleeding  heart 
Efiacc  it,  as  a  billow  sweeps  away 
The  last  light  Vessel's  wakel — Then  never  more 
Let  man's  deep  vows  be  trusted  I — though  enforced 
By  all  th'  appeals  of  high  remembrances. 
And  silent  claims  o'  th'  sepulchres,  wherein 
His  fathers  with  their  stainless  gk>ry  sleep, 
On  their  good  swordjs!    Thinkst  thou  /  feel  no 

pangs 1 
He  that  hath  given  me  sons,  doth  know  the  bcoxt 
Whose  treasures  he  recalls. — Of  this  no  more. 
Tis  vain.     I  tell  theo  that  th'  inviolate  cross 
Still,  firom  our  ancient  temples,  must  look,  up 
Through  the  blue  heavens  of  Spain,  though  at  its 

foot 
I  perish,  with  my  race.    Thou  (iarett  not  ask 
That  I,  the  son  of  warriors — men  who  died 
To  fix  it  on  that  proud  supremacy — 
Should  tear  the  sign  of  our  victorious  faith 
From  its  high  place  of  sunbeams,  for  the  fAooi 
In  impioos  joy  to  trample ! 
I     Elmina,  Scorn  me  not 
I  In  mine  extreme  of  misery  1 — Thou  art  strong — 

I  Thy  heart  is  not  as  mine. — My  brain  grows  ^d; 

I I  know  not  what  I  ask! — And  yet  'twere  but 
'  Anticipating  fate — since  it  must  fall, 
,  That  cross  must  fall  at  last!  There  is  no  power, 
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N 0  hope  within  thin  oiljT' of  the.gaLve) 
To  keep  it»  p4aQ0.oa  bigb.    ,Her«ukrj^ftifl  < 
BreathoirhaavUy  i>f. death) -hac  warriQisainlc  .1 
Beneath,  tihietr  .ancient  ^^annora)  ereitha  Maov  .  1 
Ilath  lient  his  bow  against  them;  for  the  ihoft^ 
Of  pestilence  flies  jnMOrBwifUjr. 10  lis  nark^  - . 
Than  the  arrow  of  the  desert     Even  the 
O'eriiang't.He.  desolatQ  spbodovr  o£  her  domm. 
With  an  ill  omen's  aspect,  shaping  forth, 
Prom  the  duU  clouds,  wild  menacing  Ibrns  aadsigiiB 
Foreboding  niioi ...AJEcm  might  be^wiUntood, 
But  who  snail  cope  with  famine  and  disease; 
When  leagoed  with  s«inied  £)es«T-*->Wheiie'Ji0W. 

thtf  aid,  ..  :•    :.    .-.   !-I,  .•  ..  •-   •<  :. 

Where  the  long-promised  lances  of  Castile 2 
—We  are  forsaken,  in  our  utmost  need, 
By  heavwand/earth-forihfcenl '  i!  i    ,  f    .-  . 

Gonzalez.  If  this  be, 
(And  yet  I  will  not  deem  it)  ?^*jWMt<faHr 
An  men  that  in  severe  derotodnMS  •  r  t  >  •    - 
Have  chosen  their  part,  MMl<botuxltheiB«BWe«to 

death,  ■         i-         :   .  ••. 

Through  high  conviction  that  their  isnffenng'land, 
By  the  free  bfood  of  martyrdom  alone,    , ,  r. 
Shall  call  delivemnca «bwn. .  -  •  :  .  •r.ir  ' 

Elmina.  Oh!  I  hav0dteod-  .    m-  -  ,1  "\:   . 
Beside  thee^tbonigh  kbflbeatiog  storms  of  Hfo^ 
With  the  toue  heart jQ^'Unt^oiog^ovey  u    r 
As  the  poor  peasant's  mate  doth  cheeriljy  ->  m 
In  the  jiarched  vineyasd,  ec'tbe  harve0tifield^< 
Bca  ring;  her-  part|  dHstain  wtlh[  bui»  the  Beat    .  >  1 
And  burden  of^the  day^-^nt  mnr  the  bsur,  ' 
The  heavy  hour  is  come,  when  homan  strength  1 
Sinks  down,  a  toil-woni'pilgnm,<in  the^'dtist,!    .  • 
Owning  that  w*  m- migfatierJ^-^pafe  m« lyet 
This  YAVUtmtUXfyjatj  hasband  t— Let.  not  her, 
The  mother  of  the  lovely,  sit  and: 
In  her  unpeopled  home,  a  broken 
O'er  its  fallen  roseatdyiagi- 

Gonzalez.  Urge  roe  not;.  :i  1  f 
Thou  that  through  all  sharp  conflieto  InskibeBii 

found  :  i!k''     r,  -.  /  :•:   "  m*  H     •  ■  ■ 

Worthy  a  bmye-man's  Jove,  oh'!  u]ge>me  no^ 
To  guilty  whlcb  thrAogb  tho  midst/ of  Uinding 


f  n  its  own  hneatlioq  seest  not  t — ^Death  may  scarce 
Bring  aught  like  thisl  * 

ElmiruL  AIVatt%hy.gCtttlBriaco,  :>.-.:'i  r .» 
The  beautiful  beings  that  aiound  thee  gvtw, 
Creatures  of  sunshine!  Wilb  thoa  doom  themalH 
—She  too,  thy^-'daoghCeiw-dotli  'her  'mcSk  «n> 
marked  .•....-'. 

Pass  from  thee,  with  its  radiance,  dayijy-day  1  "•- 
Shadows  ate  gathering  MCtttdihe^^^-^eest  thou  Det1< 
The  misty  dimness  of  Die  vpoitorli* tMMitfa  ' 
Hangs  o'er  her  beiNityi'and'tM^face'Whfeli  Aulde- 
The  sumlier  of  our  heartu^  iMiV^  detir  MilmAd  <  ' 
With  every  glance,  deepbodings  Attotlgb  the  soul, 
TeUinjfofearh^ate.  >  «»  -      <    •  -    ^ 


OoTizalez,  I  see  a  change 
Far  nobler  on  her  brow! — She  is  as  one, 
Who,  at  the  trumpet's  sudden  call,  hath  rlwn 
From  the  gay  banquet,  and  in  soont  cast  down 
The  wine-cup,  and  the  garUind,  and  the  lute 
Of  festal  hours,  for  the  good  spear  and  helm, 
Beseeming  sterner  tasks, — Her  eye  hath  lost 
The  beam  which  laughed  upon  th'  awakening 

heart, 
E'en  as  morn  breaks  o'er  eartli.    But  (ar  within 
Its  full  dark  orb,  a  light  hath  sprung,  whose  source 
Lies  deeper  in  the  soul.-*And  let  the  torch 
Which  but  illumed  the  glittering  pageant,  fade! 
The  alUr-flame,  i'  th'  sanctuary's  recess. 
Bums  quenchless^  being  of  heaven! — ^She  hath 

put  on 
Caui;^e,  and  faith,  and  generous  constancy, 
Even  as  a  breastplatfr-^Ay,  men  look  on  her, 
As  she  goes  forth  serenely  to  her  tasks. 
Binding  the  warrior^s  wounds,  and  besjing  fresh 
C^  draughts  to  fevered  lips ;  they  look  on  her, 
Thus  moving  in  her  beautiful  array 
Of  gentle  fortitude,  and  bless  the  fair 
Majestic  vision,  and  unmurmuring  torn 
Unto  their  heavy  toils. 
\  Elmina.  And  seest  thou  not 
In  that  high  faith  and  strgng  co!le6tedness, 
A  fearful  inspiration  7 — TAey  have  cause 
T)»treiAble,  who  behold  th'  unearthly  light 
Of  high,  and,  it  may  be,  prophetic  thought. 
Investing  youth  with  grandeur! — ^From  the  grave 
It  rises,  on  whose  shadowy  brink  thy  child 
Waits  but  a  father's  hand  to  snatch  her  back 
Into  the4aughing  sun^ine. — Kneel  with  me, 
Ximena,  kneel  beside  me,  and  implore 
That  which  a  deeper,  more  prevailing  voice 
Tl^an  ours  doth  ask,  and  will  not  be  denied; 
-vHis  chiklren's  ^ives ! 

Ximena..  Alas !  Uiis  may  not  be,  ■ 
Mother! — I  can  ijot.  [Exit  Ximena. 

0€7^zaleZn  My  heiviic  child ! 
-^ A  tenibla-Macrifice  thou  daimeirt,  O  Qod  I 
Fiotn  creatqres  in  whose  agonizing  hearts 
Nature  is  strong  as  death! 

Elmina,  Is't  thus  in  thine  1 
Away ! — what  time  is  given  thee  to  resolve 
On  1 — what  I  cannot  utter  I — Speak !  thoQ  knowesi 
T«6  wcHwhal  I  would  say. 

Gonzalez.  Until-^ask  not  I 
The  time  is  brief. 

ElmtiM..  Thou  saidst — 1  heard  not  right— 

Gonzalez. '  The  time  is  brief.  , 

iStmina:  What!  must  we  burst  all  tiee 
Wherewith  thel thrilling  choidt  of  life  are  twined, 
And,  for  this  task's  fulfilment,  can  it  be 
Thait  man,  in  has -cold  heartleesness,  hath  dared 
To  number  and  to  mete  us  forth  the  sands 
Of  hours,  nay,  momehtsi— Why  the  sentenosu 
wretch, 
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He  on  whoM  soul  then  rests  a  bother's  bk)od 
Poured  foith  in  slomber,  is  allowed  more  time 
To  wean  his  turbulent  passions  from  the  world 
Hii  presence  doth  pollute!— It  is  not  thus! 
We  must  have  Time  to  school  us. 

Chnxaiex,  We  hare  but 
To  bow  the  heed  in  sUenca,  when  Heaven's  voice 
Calls  back  the  things  we  love. 
Elmina,  Love!  love !— there  are  soft  smiles  and 

gentle  words, 
And  there  an  fiiees,  skilful  to  put  on 
The  k>ok  we  trust  in— and  tis  mockerj  all! 
-A  faithless  mist,  a  desert-vapour  wearing 
The  brightness  of  clear  waters,  thus  to  cheat 
The  thirst  that  aemblanoe  kindled !— There  is 

none, 
In  all  this  cold  and  hollow  work],  no  fount    ^ 
Of  deep,  strong,  deathless  love,  save  that  within 
A  mother's  hMit — It  is  but  pride,  wherewith 
To  his  fidr  ^n  the  father's  eye  doth  turn, 
Watchmg  his  growth.    Aj,  on  the  boy  be  kwks, 
The  bright  glad  creature  springing  in  his  path 
But  as  the  heir  of  his  great  name,  the  young 
And  stately  tree,  whose  rising  strength  ere  k>ng 
Shall  bear  his  trophies  well.— And  this  is  love  I 
This  is  man'9  bvel— What  marvell— you  ne'er 

made 
Your  breast  the  pillow  of  his  in&ncy , 
While  to  the  fulness  of  your  heart's  glad  heavings 
His  fair  cheek  rose  and  fell;  and  his  bright  hair 
Waved  softly  to  your  breath!— Vou  ne'er  kept 

watch 
Beside  him,  till  the  last  pale  star  had  set, 
And  mom,  all  dazding,  as  in  triumph,  broke 
On  your  dim  weary  eye}  not  ymin  the  face 
Which,  eariy  ftuled  through  fimd  care  for  him, 
Hung  o'er  his  sleep,  and  duly  as  Heaven's  light. 
Was  there  to  greet  his  Wakening!     Yau  ne'er 

smoothed 
His  couch,  ne'er  sung  him  to  toM  rosy  rest. 
Caught  his  least  whisper,  when  his  voice  from  yonre 
Hod  leazTied  soft  utterance ;  pressed  your  lip  to  his 
When  fever  parched  it;  hushed  his  wayward  cries, 
With  patient,  vigilant,  never-wearied  bvel 
No!  these  are  woman^M  tasks! — ^In  these   her 

youth, 
And  bloom  of  cheek,  and  booymncy  of  heart, 
Steal  from  her  all  unmarked!— My  boysl  my 

boys! 
Hath  vain  aflfection  borne  with  all  fi>r  this  1 
—Why  were  ye  given  mel 

ChnzdUz,  Is  there  strength  in  man 
Thus  to  endure  l-'-That  thou  couldst  read  thro^  all 
Its  depths  of  silent  agony,  the  heart 
Thy  voice  of  wo  doth  rend! 
Elmina.   Thy  heart!— My  heart!— Away!  it 

feels  not  now/ 
But  an  hour  comes  to  tame  the  mighty  man 
f  into  the  infant's  weakness;  nor  shall  Heaven 


Spare  yon  that  bitter  chastening  I    May  yen  Im 
To  be  alone,  when  loneliness  doth  seem 
Most  heavy  to  sustain !— For  me,  my  voice 
Of  prayer  and  firuitless  weeping  shall  be  soon 
With  all  fbigotten  sounds;  my  quiet  place 
Low  with  my  lovely  ones,  and  we  shall  sleep. 
Though  kings  lead  armies  o'er  us,  we  shall  sleep 
Wrapt  in  earth's  covering  mantle!  you  the  while 
Shall  sit  within  your  vast,  forsaken  halls. 
And  hear  the  wild  and  melancholy  winds 
Moan  thfoi^h  their  drooping  banners,  never  tnotm 
To  wave  above  your  raoe.    Ay,  then  call  up 
Shadows— dim  phantoms  from  ancestral  tombs, 
But    all— all    ^ioriotfs— conquerors,   chiefUbMi 

kings 
To  people  that  cold  void  !-s-And  when  the  strength 
From  your  right  arm  hath 'melted,  when  the  blast 
Of  the  shrill  clarbn  gives  your  heart  no  more 
A  fiery  wakening;  if  at  last  you  pine 
For  .the  glad  voices,  and  the  bounding  steps 
Once  through  your  home  reechoing,  and  the  deep 
Of  twining  arms,  and  all  the  joyous  light 
Of  eyes  that  laughed  with  youth,  and  made  your 

board 
A  place  of  sunshine ; — When  those  days  are  oom0| 
Then,  in  your  utter  desolation,  turn 
To  the  cdd  worid,  the  smilinir,  faithless  world, 
Which  hath  swept  past  ypa  long,  and  bid  U 

quench 
Your  soul's  deep  thirrt  with /ame/  immortal /amc  f 
Fame  to  the  siek  of  heart !—«  gorgeous  robe, 
A  crown  of  victory,  unto  him  that  tfiea 
r  th'  burning  waste,  for  water! 

Gcnxaiex,  Thbfrom/Aes/ 
Now  the  last  drop  of  bitterness  is  poured. 
Elmina— I  forgive  thee!  [ExU  Elmina^ ' 

Aid  me,  Heaven! 

From  whom  alone  is  power!— Oh!  thoa  hast  «i 
Duties,  BO  stem  of  aspect,  In  my  path. 
They  almost,  to  my  startled  gaxe,  assume 
The  hue  of  things  less  haUowed !  Mei^  have  sunk 
UnUamed  beneath  such  trials  I — ^Doth  not  he 
Who  made  us  know  the  limib  of  our  strength  1 
My  wife !  my  sons  (—Away  I  I  must  not  pause 
To  give  my  heart  one  moment's  mastery  thus  \ 
lExit  ChmxaleM 

•CENfi— THS  AISLB  OF  A  OOTHIC  GBORCH. 

BERNANDEa;  GAKCIAfl^  aodotbsn. 

BBTTumdez.  The  rites  are  closed.  Now,  vafiant 
men,  depart. 
Each  to  his  ]^ace— I  may  not  say,  of  rest ; 
Your  fidthful  vigils  for  your  sons  may  win 
What  must  not  be  your  own.    Ye  are  as  those 
Whasow,  in  peril  and  in  care,  the  seed 
Of  the  Air  tree,  beneath  whose  stately  shade 
They  nuiy  not  sit    But  blessed  be  they  who  toB 
For  after-days!— All  high  and  holy  thoughts 
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Be  with  you,  warriors,  through  the  lingering  houn 
Of  the  night-watch! 

Gareias,  Ay,  father !  we  have  need 
Of  high  and  holy  thooghts,  wherewith  to  fence 
Our  hearts  against  despair.    Yet  have  I  been 
From  youth  a  son  of  war.    The  stars  have  looked 
A  thousand  times  upon  my  couch  of  heath, 
Spread  'midst  the  wild  sierras,  by  some  stream 
Whose  dark-ied  waves  looked  e'en  as  though  their 

source 
Lay  not  in-  rocky  caverns,  but  the  veins 
Of  noble  hearts ;  while  many  a  knightly  crest 
Roiled  with  them  to  the  deep.    And  in  the  years 
Of  my  long  exile  and  captivity, 
With  the  fierce  Arab,  1  have  watched  beneath 
The  stin,  pale  shadow  of  some  lonely  pahn, 
At  midnight,  in  the  desert ;  while  the  wind 
Swelled  with  the  lion's  roar,  and  heavily 
The  fearfulness  and  might  of  solitude 
Pressed  on  my  weary  heart. 

BeriMndex  {thoughtfully.)  ThouUttloknowest 
Of  what  ii  solitude  I— I  teil  thee,  those 
For  whom — ^in  earth's  remotest  nook — ^howe'er 
Divided  from  their  path  by  chain  on  chain 
Of  mighty  mountains,  and  the  amplitude 
Of  rolling  seas — there  beats  one  human  heart, 
There  breathes  one  being  unto  whom  their  name 
Comes  with  a  thrilling  and  a  gladdening  sound 
Heaid  o'er  the  din  of  life!  are  not  alonel 
Not  on  the  deep,  nor  in  the  wild,  abne ; 
For  there  is  that  on  earth  with  which  they  hold 
A  brotherhood  of  soul !— Call  him  alone, 
Who  stands  shut  out  from  this !— And  let  not  those 
Whose  homes  are  bright  with  sunshine  and  with 

k>ve, 
Put  on  the  insolence  of  happiness, 
Gbrying  in  that  proud  lot !— A  fenely  hour 
Is  on  ito  way  to  each,  to  all;  ibr  Death 
Knovrs  no  companionship. 

GareiM.  1  have  looked  on  Death 
In  field,  and  storm,  and  flood.    But  never  yet 
Hath  aught  weighed  down  my  spirit  to  a  mood 
Of  sadness,  dreaming  o'er  dark  auguries. 
Like  this,  our  watch  by  midnightl  Fearful  things 
Are  gathering  round  us.    Death  upon  the  earth, 
Omens  in  Heaven ! — The  summer-skies  put  forth 
No  clear  bright  stars  above  us,  but  at  times, 
Catching  some  comet's  fieiy  hue  of  wrath, 
Marshall  their  cbuds  to  armies,  traversing 
Heaven  with  the  rush  of  meteor-steeds,  the  array 
Of  spears  and  bannen,  tossinglike  the  pines 
Of  Pyrenean  forests,  when  the  storm 
Doth  sweep  the  mountains. 

Hmumaez.  Ay,  last  night  I  too 
Kept  vigil,  gazing  on  the  angry  iieavens; 
And  I  beheld  the  meeting  and  the  shock. 
Of  those  wild  hosts  i'  th'  air,  when,  as  they  closed, 
A  red  and  sultry  mist,  like  that  which  mantles 
Tbethunder'spath,  fell  o'er  them.  Then  were  flung 


Through  the  dull  gfaire,  broad  cloudy  banners  forth, 
And  chariots  seemed  to  whirl,  and  steeds  to  sink. 
Bearing  down  crested  warriors.    But  all  this 
Was  dim  and  shadowy ;— then  swift  darkness  rushed 
Down  on  th'  unearthly  battle,  as  the  deep 
Swept  o'er  the  Egyptian's  armament,^!  looked— 
And  all  that  fiery  field  of  plumes  and  spears 
Was  blotted  from  heaven's  foce! — ^I  looked  again— 
And  from  the  brooding  mass  of  clouds  leaped  forth 
One  meteorsword,  which  o'er  the  reddening  sea 
S  hook  with  strange  motion  ,such  as  earthquakes  give 
Unto  a  rocking  citadel  I — I  beheld, 
And  yet  my  spirit  sunk  not 

OarcioM,  Neither  deem 
Thai  mine  hath  blenched. — ^But  these  are  aghts 

and  sounds 
To  awe  the  firmest — Knowest  thota  what  we  hear 
At  midnight  from  the  walls'^ Were 't  but  the  deep 
Barbaric  horn,  or  Moorish  tambour's  peal, 
Thence  might  the  warrior's  heart  catch  impulseSi 
Gluickening  its  fiery  currents.    But  our  sen 
Are  pierced  by  other  tones.    We  hear  the  knell 
For  brave  men  in  thiif  noon  of  strength  cut  down, 
An^  the  shrill  wail  of  woman,  and  the  dirge 
Feint  swelling  through  thov  streets.    Then  e'eo 

the  air 
Hath  strange  and  fitful  murmors  of  lamcot, 
As  if  the  viewless  watchers  of  the  land 
Sighed  on  its  hollow  breoes ! — To  my  soul. 
The  torrent -rush  of  battle,  with  its  din 
Of  trampling  steeds  and  ringiujg  panoply, 
Were,  after  these  foint  sounds  of  drooping  wo 
As  the  free  sky's  glad  music  unto  him 
Who  leaves  a  couch  of  sickness. 

Hernandez  (with  $olemnUy,)  If  to  plunge 
In  the  mid-waves  of  combat,  as  they  bear    ' 
Chargers  and  spearmen  onwards;  add  to  make 
A  reckless  bosom's  front  the  buoyant  mark 
On  that  wild  current,  for  ten  thousand  arrows; 
If  ihue  to  dare  were  valour's  noblest  aim, 
Lightly  might  iame  be  won ! — ^but  there  are  things 
Which  ask  a  spirit  of  mors  exalted  pitch. 
And  courage  tempered  with  a  holier  fire  I 
Well  mayst  thou  si^,  that  these  are  fearful  times, 
Therefore  be  firm,  be  patient  I — ^There  is  strength, 
And  a  fierce  instinct,  e'en  in  common  souls, 
To  b^ar  up  manhood  with  a  stormy  joy. 
When  red  swoids  meet  in  hghtmngl^-but  our  tut 
Is  more,  and  nobler! — We  have  to  endure. 
And  to  keep  watch,  and  to  arouse  a  land. 
And  to  defend  an  altar  (—If  we  fidl, 
So  that  our  blood  make  but  the  millionth  part 
Of  Spain's  great  ransom,  we  may  count  it  joy 
To  die  upon  her  bosom,  and  benieatii 
The  banner  of  her  faithi— Think  but  on  this, 
And  gird  your  hearts  with  silent  fortitude, 
Buflering,  yet  hofing  all  things^Fare  ye  well 

Gareiae.  Father,  ferewell 

[Exeunt  Oareiae  and  hieJbUawen 
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Hernandez.  These  men  have  earthly  tics 
And  bondage  on  their  natures! — To  the  cause 
Of  God,  and  Spain's  revenge,  they  bring  but  half 
Their  energies  and  hopes.  Bat  he  whom  Heaven 
Hath  called  to  be  th'  awakener  of  a  land, 
Should  have  his  soul's  afiections  all  absorbed 
In  that  majestic  purpose,  and  press  on 
To  its  fulfilment,  as  a  mountain-bom 
And  a  mighty  stream,  with  all  its  vaasal-rills 
SweepH  proudly  to  the  ocean,  pausing  not 
To  dally  with  the  flowers. 
Hark!  What  quick  step 

Comes  hurrying  through  the  gloon)  at  this  dead 
hourl 

ELSflNAentois 

Eimina.  Are  not  all  houn  as  one  to  misery  1 — 
Why 
Should  the  take  note  of  time,  for  whom  the  day 
And  night  have  lost  their  blessed  attributes 
Of  sunshine  and  repose? 

Hernandez,  I  know  thy  griefs; 
But  there  are  triids  for  the  noble  heart 
Wherein  its  own  deep  fountains  must  supply 
All  it  can  hope  of  comfort.    Pity's  voice 
Comes  with  vain  sweetness  to  th'  unheeding  ear 
Of  anguish,  e'en  as  made  heard  afar 
On  the  green  shore,  by  him  who  perishes 
*Midst  rocks  and  eddying  waters. 

Eimina,  Think  thou  not 
I  sought  thee  but  for  pity.    I  am  come 
For  that  which  grief  is  privileged  to  demand 
With  an  imperious  claim,  from  all  whose  form, 
Whose  human  form,  doth  seal  them  unto  suffering ! 
Patherl  I  ask  thine  aid. 

Hernandez,  There  is  no  aid 
For  thee  or  for  thy  children,  but  with  Him 
Whose  presence  is  around  us  in  the  cloud. 
As  in  the  shining  and  the  glorious  light. 

Eimina.   There  is  no  aid! — Art  thou  a  man 

ofOodl 

Art  thou  a  man  of  sorrow — (for  the  world 

Doth  call  thee  suchj — and  hast  thou  not  been 

taught 
By  God  and  sorfow — mighty  as  they  are, 
To  own  the  claims  of  miseiy  1 

Hernandez.  Is  there  power 
With  me  to  save  thy  sons  1 — Implore  of  Heaven ! 

Eimina.  Doth  not  Heaven  work  its  purposes 
oymanl 
I  tell  thee,  thou  canst  save  them ! — Art  thou  not 
Gronzalez*  eounsellorl — Unto  him  thy  words 
Are  e'en  as  oracles 

Hernandez,  And  therefore  1 — Speak! 
The  noble  daughter  of  Pelayo's  line 
Hatn  nought  to  ask,  unvrorthy  of  the  name 
Whicn  is  a  nation's  heritage. — Dost  thoi)  shrink  1 

Elm^^a.  Have  pity  on  me,  father! — I  must 
^pcak 


That,  ftom  the  «kought  of  which,  but  y^btoMay, 
I  had  recoiled  in  scorn !— But  this  is  fist; 
Oh !  we  grow  humble  in  oUr  agomc«| 
And  t^thedust— their  burth-ploce — ^bew  the  heads 
That  wore  the  crewn  of  glory! — I  am  weak— 
My  chastening  is  §u  more  than' 'I  t^an  bear. 
Hernandez.  These  are  no  time*  for  Wtekneas^ 

On  oof  hills 
The  andent 'Cedars,  In  their  gallhered  'miirht/ 
Are  battling  with  the  tempest;  and  the  flower 
Which  catitiot  moot  its -driving  blast  must  die. 
— But  thou  hast  drawn  thy  nurture  frofm  a  stem 
Unwont  to<)end  or  break.    Lift'lhy  proud  head. 
Daughter  of  Spain  i—WhiA^i-oul^sl'thou  with  ihy 

lordl  .        .      ,     ;.        -  : 

Eimina,  Ijoolc  notvpon  ine  thusV-^-I  hAve  no 

powet  ••     • .  •  ■  <  .(•    . 

To  tell  thcd.'    Tdlmlh«f  keen' disdainful  ey« 
Off  from  my  sooll^WhaAl  urn  I  s«nk  tothlsl 
I,  whose  blood  sprung  {iromhcrecv  '.—^How  my  sons 
Will  seom  the  motlier  that  would- brin^tlife^ace 
On  their  majestic  line ! — My  sons  f  my  «6ns  1 
— ^Now  is  all  «lse  l<A*gett«n ! — ^I  had  onee* 
A  babe  that  in  the  •early  spring-time -lay   • ' 
Sickening  upbn  my  bosotn,  tUl  at  Inst^     > 
When  earth's  yodng  flowers  WereopctiSkig  to  th« 

sun,  ••  '■" 

Death  sunk  dn  ^is  meek  ey^M,'  and  V  deentcd 
All  sorrow  ligiit  to  mine  1--^ But  now  Uid  fkte 
Of  all  my  children  seems  to^ brood  abovie'iyie 
In  the  dark  thtmdeMsMudsi^^Oh'!  I  ha^  power 
And  voice  unfaltering  now  to  speak  mf  prayer 
And  my  lost  lingering  hope,  th4t  tho»  shouldst 

win  '     :• '  ■•       ■     t   '' 

The  father  to  relent,  to  save  his  sonsj 
Hernandez.  By  yielding  uj»  the  city  1  • 
Eimina,  Rather  «ay    •     '  -      •    r 

By  meeting  that  which  gathers  dose  upMr  to 
Perchance  one  day  the  sooner  ? — Is't  not  so? 
Mast  we  not  yield  at  lost?— *How  tung-sfaoli  man 
Array  his  single  Mresdt  agunst  diaeasie, 
And  fiimine,  and  the  sword  1    ••  '.    ' 

Hernandez.  How-4ong7— Wliilehe,  ••  • 
Who  shadows  forth  his  power  more  ^oriouslj 
In  the  high  deeds  and- sufferings  of  the  soul. 
Than  in  the  circling  heavens,  with  all  their  stars, 
Or  the  far-«oundingt  deep,  doth  send  abroad 
A  spirit,  which  takes  affliction  for- its  male,'' 
In  the  good  cause,  with  flolemh' Joy  !—«HoW  bng  *l 
I — And  who  art  thou,  that,  iu  thfe  littfeness' 
Of  thine  own  selfish  purpose,  wbuldst  set  bounds 
I  To  the  free  current  of  all  noble  thought     •  . 
'And  generous  action,  biddirig  its  bright  thives 
Be  stayed,  and  flow  no  further! — Bat  the  Power 
I  Whose  interdict  is  laid' oh  seas  Dfeid  6ri», 
To  chain  them  in  from  vnihdering;  hiitli  iissigned 
No  limits  unto  that  which  man's  high'Strengtli 
Shall,  through  its  aid,  achieve  1 
i     Eimina.  Oh!  there  Betimes  •    * 
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When  all  that  hopeless  courage  can  achieve 
But  sheda  a  monrnful  beauty  o'er  the  fate 
Of  those  who  die  in  vain. 

Hernandez.  Who  dies  in  vain 
Upon  his  countTy's  war-fields,  and  within 
The  shadow  of  her  altars  1 — Feeble  heart! 
I  tell  Inee  that  toe  voice  of  noble  blood, 
Thus  poured  for  faith  and  freedom,  hath  a  tone 
Which,  from  the  night  of  ages,  from  the  gulf 
Of  death,  shall  burst,  and  make  its  high  appeal 
Sound  unto  earth'  and  heaven !  Ay,  let  the  land, 
Whose  sons,  through  centuries  of  wo,  have  striven, 
And  perished  by  her  temples,  sink  awhile, 
BorT\«  down  in  conflict!— But  immortal  seed 
Deep,  by  heroic  suffering^  hath  been  sown 
On  all  her  ancient  hills;  and  generous  hope 
Knows  that  the  soil,  in  its  good  time,  shall  yet 
Bring  forth  a  glorious  harvest  !-»-Earth  receives 
Not  one  red  drop,  from  faithful  hearts,  in  vain. 
Elmina.  Then  it  must  be! — And  ye  will  make 

those  lives, 
Those  young  bright  livus,  an  offering — ^to  retard 
Our  doom  one  day ! 

Hernandez.  The  mantle  of  that  day 
May  wrap  the  fate  of  Spain ! 

Elmina.  What  led  me  harel  ' 

Why  did'  I  turn  to  thee  in  my  despair  1 
Love  hath  no  tics  upon  thee ;  what  had  I 
To  hope  itomthee^  thou  lone  and  childless  ikian! 
Go  to  thy  silent  home ! — there  no  young  voice 
Shall  bid  thee  welcome,  no  light  footstep  spring 
Forth  at  the  sound  of  thine ! — What  knows  thy 

heart  1 
Hernandez.  Woman!  how  darest  thou  taunt 

me  with  n^y  woes  ? 
Thy  children  too  shall  perish,  and  I  say 
It  shall  be  well!— Why  takett  thou  thought  for 

theml 
Wearing  thy  heart,  and  wasting  down  thy  life 
Unto  its  dregs,  and  making  Jiight  thy  time 
Of  care  yet  more  intense,  and  casting  health, 
Unprized,  to  melt  away,  i'  th'  bitter  cup 
T  hou  minglest  for  thy  self  1— Why ,  what  hath  earth 
To  pay  thee  back  for  this  1 — Shall  they  not  live, 
(If  the  sword  spare  them  now)  to  prove  how  soon 
AU  love  may  be  forgotten  1 — Ye4rs  of  thought, 
Long  faithful  watchings,  looks  of  tenderness. 
That  changed  not,  though  to  change  be  this  world's 

lawl 
Shall  they  not  flush  thy  cheeks  with  shame,  whose 

blood 
Marks,  e'en  like  branding  iron  % — ^to  thy  sick  heart 
Make  death  a  want,  as  sleep  to  weariness  1 
Doth  not  all  hope  end  thus  7 — or  e'en  at  best, 
Will  they  not  leave  thee  1^-far  from  thee  seek  room 
For  th'  overflowings  of  their  fiery  souls, 
On  iife*i  wide  ocean  1 — Give  the  bounding  steed, 
Or  the  winged  bark  to  youth,  that  his  free  course 


May  be  o'er  hills  and  seas*,  and  weep  thou  not 
In  ^y  foxsaken  home,  for  the  bright  world 
Lies  all  before  him,  and  be  sure  he  wastes 
No  thought  on  thee ! 

Elmina,  Not  so !  it  is  not  so  I 
Thou  dost  but  torture  me ! — My  sons  are  kind, 
And  brave,  and  gentle. 

Hernandez.  Others  too  have  worn 
The  semblance  of  all  good.    Nay,  stay  thee  yet ; 
I  will  be  calm,  and  thou  shalt  learn  how  earth, 
The  fruitful  in  all  agonies,  hath  woes 
Which  far  outweigh  thine  own. 

Elmina.  It  may  not  be ! 
Whose  grief  is  like  a  mother's  for  her  sons  1 

Hernandez.  My  son  lay  stretched  upon  his  bat* 
tie-bior,  > 

And  there  were  hands  wrung  o'er  him,  which  had 

caught 
Their  hoe  from  his  young  blood ! 

Elmina,  What  talc  is  this  1  ^ 

Hernandez.  Read  you  no  records  in  this  mieiiy 
of  things 
Whose  traces  on  man^s  aspect  are  not  such 
As  the  breeze  leaves  on  water  1 — Lofty  birth. 
War,  peril,  power  'I — Affliction's  hand  is  stroxig, 
If  it  erase  the  haughty  characters 
They  grave  so  deep ! — I  have  not  always  been 
That  which  I  am.    The  name  1-  bore  is  not 
Of  those  which  perish ! — I  was  once  a  chief— 
A  Warrior ! — nor  ius  now,  a  kwiely  man  I 
I  was  a  father  1 

Elmina.  Then  my  heart  can  fecll 
Thou  wilt  have  pity  I 

Hernandez.  Should  I  pity  thee  7 
Thy  sons  will  perish  gloriously — their  blood— »• 

Elmina.  Their  blood!  my  children's  blood  1— 
Thou  spcak'st  as  'twere 
Of  casting  down  a  wine-cup,  In  the  mirth 
And  wantonness  of  feasting ! — My  fair  boys  I 

•Man !  hast  thou  been  a  father  1 

^ernand^jz:.  Let  them  die ! 
Let  them  die  now,  thy  children !  so  thy  heart 
Shall  wear  their  beautiful  image  all  undimmed, 
Within  it,  to  the  last !    Nor  shalt  thou  learn 
The  hitter  lesson^  of  what  worthless  dust 
Are  framed  the  idols,  whose  false  glory  binds 
Ealrth's  fetter  on  our  souls  1— Thou  think'st  it  much 
To  mourn  the  early  dead ;  but  there  are  tears 
Heavy  with  deeper  anguish !    We  endow 
These  whom  we  love,  in  our  fond  passionate  blind- 
ness, 
With  power  upon  our  souls,  too  absolute 
To  be  a  mortal's  trust !    Within  their  hands 
We  lay  the  flaming  sword,  whose  stroke  alone 
Can  reach  our  hearts,  and  they  are  merciful, 
'  As  they  are  strong,  tha^  wield  it  not  to  pierce  ua* 
— Ay,  fear  them,  fear  the  loved !— Had  I  but  wepl 
O'er  my  sen's  grave,  as  o'er  a  babe's,  where  teat* 
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Are  as  spring  dew-drops,  gfittering  in  the  eun, 
And  brightening  the  young  veidurei  /might  etill 
HaTe  loved  and  trusted  1 

ECmina  (di8daii\fuUy.)  But  he  fell  in  war! 
And  hath  not  glory  medicine  in  her  cup 
For  the  brief  pangs  of  nature  1 

Hernandez.  Glory! — Peace, 
And  fisten  I->By  my  side  the  stripling  gtew, 
Last  of  my  line.    I  reared  him  to  take  joy 
r  th*  blaze  of  arms,  as  eagles  train  their  young 
To  look  upon  the  day-king !— His  quick  blood 
Ev'n  to  his  boyish  check  would  mantle  up, 
When  the  heavens  rang  with  trumpets,  and  his  eye 
Flash  with  the  spirit  of  a  race  whose  deeds^ 
But  this  availeth  not  I — Yet  he  tMt  brave. 
I've  seen  him  clear  himself  a  path  in  fight 
As  lightning  thrt)ugh  a  forest,  and  his  plume 
Waved  like  a  torch,  above  the  battle-storm, 
The  soldier's  guide,  when  princely  crests  had  sunk, 
And  banners  were  struck  down. — Around  my  steps 
Floated  his  fame,  like  music,  and  I  lived 
But  in  the  lofty  sound.    But  when  my  heart 
In  one  frail  ark  had  ventured  all,  when  most 
He  seemed  to  stand  between  my  soul  and  heaven, 
— Then  came  the  thunder-stroke ! 

Elmina,  'Tia  ever  thus  I 
And  the  unquiet  and  foreboding  sense 
That  thus  'twill  ever  be,  doth  link  itself 
Darkly  with  all  deep  love !— He  died  1 

Hernandez.  Not  so ! 
—Death!  Death!— Why, earth  should  be  a  pani- 

dise. 
To  make  that  name  so  fearful ! — Had  he  died, 
With  his  young  fame  about  him  for  a  shroud, 
1  had  not  learned  the  might  of  agony. 
To  bring  proud  natures  low ! — No !  he  fell  oflP— 
—Why  do  I  tell  thee  this  1— What  riglit  hast  thou 
To  learn  how  passed  the  glory  from  my  house? 
Yet  listen ! — ^He  forsook  me  1 — He,  that  was 
As  my  own  soul,  fonook  mc ! — trampled  o'er 
The  ashes  of  his  sires ! — Ay,  leagued  himmlf 
E'en  with  the  infidel,  the  curse  of  Spain, 
And,  for  the  dark  eye  of  a  Moorish  maid. 
Abjured  his  faith,  his  God  f— Now,  talk  of  death  ! 

Elmina,  Oh !  I  can  pity  thee 

Hernandez.  There's  more  to  hear, 
I  braced  the  corslet  o'er  my  heart's  deep  wound, 
And  cast  my  troubled  spirit  on  the  tide 
Of  war  and  high  events,  whose  stormy  waves 
Might  bear  it  up  from  sinking ; 

Elmina.  And  ye  met 
IMo  more? 

Hernandez.  Be  still  1 — ^We  did ! — we  met  imce 
mare. 
God  had  his  own  high  purpose  to  fulfil. 
Or  thinkeet  thou  that  the  sun  In  his  bright  heaven 
f  lad  looked  upon  such  things? — ^We  met  once  more,  \ 
— ^That  was  an  hour  to  leave  its  h*ghtning-mark  I 
y^eared  upon  brain  and  bosom ! — there  had  been    ■ 


Combat  on  Ebro's  banks^  and  when  the  ^aj 
Sank  In  red  doudsi  it  faded  from  a  field 
StiU  held  by  Moorish  lanoes.  Night  closed  immJ 
A  night  of  sultry  darkness,  in  the  shadow 
Of  whose  broad  mag,  ev'n  unto  death  I  strove 
Long  with  a  turbaned  champion;  but  my  sword 
Was  heavy  with  Gh)d's  vengeance — and  prevailed 
He  fell— my  heart  exnlted--«nd  I  stood 
In  gloomy  triumph  o'er  him — ^Nature  gave 
No  sign  of  horror,  fiar  'twas  Heaven's  decree ! 
He  strove  to  speakr-but  I  had  done  the  vfotk 
Of  wrath  too  well— yet  in  his  lait  deep  moan 
A  dreadful  something  of  femiliar  sound 
Came  o'er  my  shuddering  sense. — ^Themoon  look 

ed  forth. 
And  I  beheld— speak  no(l — ^'twas  he— my  son! 
My  boy  lay  dying  there !    He  raised  one  glance 
And  knew  me->-for  he  sought  with  feeble  hand 
To  cover  his  glazed  eyes.    A  darker  veil 
Sank  o'er  them  soon. — ^I  will  not  have  thy  look 
Fixed  on  me  thus  1-i-A way! 

Elmina.  Thou  hast  seen  this. 
Thou  hast  done  this — and  yet  thou  livest  1 

Hernandez.  I  live  1 
And  knowest  thou  wherefor^l — Qn  my  soid  then 

fell 
A  horror  of  great  darkness,  which  shut  out 
AH  earth,  and  heaven,  and  hope.    I  cast  away 
The  spear  and  helm,  and  made  the  cloister's  shadf 
The  home  of  my  despair.    But  a  deep  voioe 
Came  to  me  through  the  gloom,  and  sent  its  tones 
Far  through  my  bosom's  depths.    And  I  awoke, 
Ay,  as  the  mountain  cedar  doth  shake  off 
Its  weight  of  wintry  snow,  e'en  so  I  sbook 
Despondence  from  mj  soul,  and  know  myself 
Sealed  by  that  blood  wherewith  my  hands  were 

dyed, 

And  set  apart,  and  fearfully  marked  out 
Unto  a  mighty  task ! — To  rouse  the  soul 
Of  Spain,  as  from  the  dead;  and  to  lift  up 
The  cross,  her  sign  of  victory,  on  the  hills, 
Gathering  her  sons  to  battle  I — And  my  voice 
Must  be  as  freedom's  trumpet  on  the  winds, 
From  Ronoesvalles  to  the  blue  sea-waves 
Where  Caipe  looks  on  Afiricj  till  the  land 
Have  filled  her  cup  of  vengeance ! — Ask  me  now 
To  yield  the  Christian  city,  that  its  fanes 
May  rear  the  minaret  in  the  face  of  Heaven ! 
— But  death  shall  have  a  bloodier  vintage-feast 
Ere  that  day  oome ! 

Elmina,  I  ask  thee  this  no  more. 
For  I  am  hopeless  now. — But  yet  one  boon — 
Hear  me,  by  all  thy  woes!— Thy  voice  hath  pow 

er 
Through  the  wide  dty— here  I  can  not  rest. 
Aid  me  to  pass  the  gates  I 

Hernandez,  And  wherefore? 

Elmina.  Thou, 
That  werl  a  father,  and  art  now— alone! 
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^aiuC  thou  aflk  *whecefineT^Ask  the  wretch 

whose  nnds 
dave  not  an  hoar  to  ran,  whoM  filing  limha 
Bave  but  one  earthly  joomey  to  perform. 
Why,  on  hie  pathway  to  the  place  of  death, 
Ay,  when  the  very  axe  is  gfiatening  cold 
Upon  his  dizzy  sight,  his  pak,  parched  Up 
Implores  a  cup  of  water  1— Why,  the  stroke 
Which  trembles  o'er  him  in  itself  shall  bring 
Oblivion  of  all  wants,  yet  who  denies 
Nature's  last  prayer?— I  tell  thee  that  the  thirst 
Which  barne  my  SfArit  up  is  agony 
To  be  endured  no  morel — And  I  mtut  look 
Upon  my  children's  faosa,  I  must  hear    - 
Their  Toices,  ere  they  perish ! — But  hath  Heairen 
Decreed  that  they  mvBt  pensh  1— Who  shall  say 
If  in  yon  Moslem  camp  there  beats  no  heart 
Which  prayers  and  tears  may  meltl 

ffemandez,  Tberel— with  the  Moor! 
Let  him  fill  np  the  measure  of  his  guiltl 
-Tis  madness  all!— How  wouhlst  thou  pass  th' 

array 
Of  armed  foes7 

Slmma,  Oh!  fieedoth  sorrow  paes, 
Free    and   unquestioned,  through   a   suflering 
world  !(2) 

Bmiande*,  This  must  not  be.    Enough  of  wo 
IS  laid 
E'en  now,  upon  thy  lord's  heroic  soul. 
For  man  to  bear,  unsinking.    Press  thou  not 
Too  heavily  th'  o'erburthened  heart— Away! 
Bow  down  the  knee,  and  send  thy  prayers  for 

strength 
Up  to  Heaven's  gate. — ^Farewell ! 

[Exit  Bernandez. 

Elmina,  Are  all  men  thoal 
—Why,  wer't  not  better  they  should  &11  e'en  now 
Than  live  to  shut  their  hearts,  in  haughty  scorn, 
Against  the  sufierer's  pkeadings  %— But  no,  no! 
Who  can  be  like  Uim  man,  that  slew  his  son, 
Vet  wean  his  iifo  still  proudly,  and  a  soul 
Untamed  upon  his  browl 
(^fter  apaute.)  There's  one,  whose  arms 
Have  borne  my  children  in  their  infancy. 
And  on  whose  knees  they  sported,  and  whoae  hand 
Hath  led  them  oft— a  Tassal  aS  their  sire's; 
And  I  will  seek  him :  he  may  lend  me  aid, 
When  an  beside  pass  on. 

DIRGK  BEARD  WITHOUT. 

Thoo  to  thy  rest  art  gone. 
High  heart!  and  what  are  we, 
While  o'er  our  heads  the  storm  sweeps  on, 
That  we  should  mourn  for  theel 

Free  grave  and  peaceful  bier 
To  the  buried  son  of  Spain  1 
To  those  that  live^  the  lanoe  and  spear, 
And  well  if  not  the  chain ! 


Be  their*  to  weep  the  dead 
As  they  sit  beneath  their  vines. 
Whose  flowery  land  hath  borne  no  tread 
Of  spoilers  o'er  its  shrines! 

Thou  hast  thrown  oflTthe  load 
Which  we  must  yet  sustain, 
And  pour  our  blood  where  thing  hath  flowed, 
Too  blest  if  not  in  vain  1 

We  give  thee  holy  rite, 
Slow  knell,  and  chaunted  strain! 
— For  those  that  fall  to-monow  night, 
May  be  left  no  funeral-train, 

Again,  when  trumpets  wake, 
We  must  brace  our  armour  on ; 
But  a  deeper  note  thy  sleep  must  break'^ 
'    <— Thou  to  thy  rest  art  gone! 

Happier  in  thia  than  all, 
That,  now  thy  race  is  run. 
Upon  thy  name  no  stain  may  ikil. 
Thy  work  hath  well  been  done. 

Elmina,  "  Thy  work  hath  weU  been  doner— 
so  thou  mayst  rest! 
*— There  is  a  solemn  lesson  in  those  word^-* 
But  now  I  may  not  pause. 

[Exit  Elmina, 

SCENE- A  STREET  IK  THE  CITY* 
HERNANDEZ;  dONZALBZ. 
Bemandes.  Would  they  not  hearl 
Oonzalez,  They  heard,  as  one  that  stands 
By  the  cold  grave  which  hath  been  newly  ck)sed 
O'er  his  last  friend  doth  hear  some  passer-by, 
Bid  him  be  comforted ! — Their  hearts  have  died 
Within  them  I— We  must  perish,  not  as  those 
That  fall  when  batUe's  voice  doth  shake  the  hOli^ 
And  peal  through  Heaven's  great  arch,  but  s^ 

lenUy, 
And  with  a  wasting  of  the  spirit  down, 
A  quenching,  day  by  day,  of  some  bright  spark 
Which  lit  us  on  our  tolls  l-^Reproach  me  not; 
My  soul  is  darkened  with  a  heavy  ctoud— 
—Yet  fear  not  Ishall  yield! 

Hernandez,  Breathe  not  the  word, 
Save  in  proud  scorn ! — ^Each  bitter  day,  o'eipaased 
By  slow  endurance,  is  &  triumph  won 
For  Spain's  red  cross.    And  be  of  trnstfaig  heart  ( 
A  fow  brief  hours,  and  those  that  turned  away 
in  eoU  despondence,  shrinking  from  your  voioe^ 
May  crowd  around  their  leader,  and  demand 
To  be  arrayed  for  battle,    "^b  mnrt  watch 
For  the  swift  imptdso,  and  await  its  tims^ 
As  the  baric  wuts  the  ocean's.    You  have  etioM» 
To  kindle  up  their  souls,  an  hour,  perchance, 
When  they  were  weary  {  They  had  cast  aside 
Their  arms  to  slumber ;  or  a  knell,  just  then 
With  its  deep  hollow  tone,  had  made  the  blood 
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Creep  shuddering  through  their  vciiii ;  or  they  had 

caught 
A  glimpse  of  some  new  meteor,  and  shaped  forth 
Strange  omens  from  its  blaze. 
Gonzalez,  Alas!  the  cause 
Lies  deeper  in  their  misery!— I  have  seen, 
In  my  night's  course  through  this  beleaguered  city 
Things,  whose  remembrance  doth  not  pass  away 
Aa  vapours  from  the  mountains. — There  were 

some, 
That  sat  beside  their  dead,  with  eyes,  wherein      ^ 
Grief  had  to'en  place  of  sight,  and  shut  out  all 
But  ite  own  ghastly  object    To  my  voice 
Some  answered  with  a  fierce  and  bitter  laugh, 
As  men  whose  agonies  were  made  to  pass 
The  bounds  of  sufferance,  by  some  reckless  word, 
Dropt  from  the  light  of  spirit.— Others  lay — 
—Why  should  I  tell  thee,  father  I  how  despair 
Can  bring  the  lofty  brow  of  manhood  down 
Unto  the  very  dust? — And  yet  for  this, 
Fear  not  that  I  embrace  my  doom — Oh  God! 
That  'twere  my  doom  alone!— with  less  of  iixed 
And  solemn  fortitude. — ^Lead  on,  prepare 
The  holiest  rites  of  faith,  that  I  by  them 
Once  more  may  consecrate  my  sword,  toy  life, 
^But  what  are  these  1 — Who  hath  not  dearer 

lives 
Twined  with  his  own! — I  shall  be  lonely  so6n — 
Childless ! — Heaven  wills  it  so.    Let  us  begone. 
Perchance  before  the  shrine  my  heart  may  beat 
With  a  less  troubled  motion. 

[Exeunt  Gonzalez  and  Hernandez, 

SCENE — A  TENT  IN  THE  K...^I8H  CAMP. 
ABDITLLAH,  ALPHONSO,  CARLOS. 

AbdvJlaK.  These  are  bold  words:  but  hast  thou 
looked  on  death. 
Fair  stripling  \ — On  thy  cheek  and  sunny  brow 
Scarce  fifteen  summers  of  their  laughing  course 
Have  left  light  traces.    If  thy  shaft  hath  pierced 
The  ibex  of  the  mountains,  if  thy  step 
Hatli  climbed  some  eagle's  nest,  and  thoo  hast 

made 
His  nest  thy  spoil,  'tis  much ! — And  feaf'st  thou 

.jnot 
The  leader  pf  the  mi^htyi 

Alphonao.  I  have  been 
Reared  amongst  fearless  men,  and  'midst  the  rocks 
And  the  wild  hills^  whereon  my  fathers  fought 
And  won  their  battles.    There  are  glorious  taltils 
Told  of  their  deeds,  and  I  have  learned  them  alL 
How  should  I  fear  thee,  Moor? 

Abdullah.  So,  thou  bast  seen 
vHelds,  where  the  combat's  roar  hath  died  away 
Into  the  whispering  breeze,  and  where  wild  flow- 
ers 
Bloom  o'er  forgotten  graves! — ^But  knowest  thou 


Of  those,  where  swonl  from  crossing  sword  strikas 

fire, 
And  leaders  are  borne  down,  and  rushinfr  steeds 
Trample  the  liftr  from  out  the  mighty  hearts 
That  ruled  the  storm  io  tate  '^-^peak  not  of  deatftw 
Till  thou  hast  looked  on  such. 

Alphonto.  I  was  not  bom 
A  shepherd's  son,  to  dwell  with  pipe  and  crook, 
And  peasant-men,  amidst  the  lowly  vales; 
Instead  of  ringing  clarions,  and  bright  spears, 
And  crested  knights ! — I  am  of  princely  race, 
And,  if  my  &ther  would  have' heard  my  suit, 
I  tell  thee,  infidel !  that  long  ere  now, 
I  should  have  seen  how  lances  meet ;  and  swords 
Do  the  field's  work. 

Abdullah,  ^y!  know'st  thou  there  are  sights 
A  thousand  times  more  fearful  1 — Men  may  die 
Full  proudly,  when  the  skies  and  mountains  ring 
To  battle-horn  and  teobir.*^But  not  all 
So  pass  away  in  glory.'   There  are  those, 
'Midst  the  dead  silence  of  pale  multitudes, 
Led  forth  ir^  fetters — dost  thou  mark  me,  boy  1 
To  take  their  last  look  of  th'  all  gladdening  sun, 
And  bow,  perchance;  the  stately  head  of  youth. 
Unto  the  death  of  shame  I — Hadfttthoa  seen  this— 

Alphonso  (to  Carlos).  Sweet  brother,  Grod  is  with 
us — fear  t(u>u  noil 
We  have  had  heroes  for  our  sires — this  man 
Should  not  behold' US  tremble. 

AbdtMah.  There  are  means 
To  tame  the  Infftiest  natures.     Yet  again, 
1  ask  thee,  wilt  thou,  from  beneath  the  wills, 
Sue  to  thy  sire  for  life ;  or  wouldst  thoU  die, 
With  this,  thy  brother? 

AlphoTuo.  Moslem!  on  the  hills. 
Around  my  father's  castle,  I  have  heard 
The  mountain.peasants,  as  they  dressed  the  vines, 
Or  drove  the  goats,  by  rock  and  torrent,  home, 
Singing  their  ancient  songs;  and  these  were  all 
Of  the  Cid  Campeador ;  and  how  his  sword 
Tizona(3)  cleared  its  way  through  turbaned  hosta^ 
And  captured  Afric's  kings,  and* how  he  Won 
Valencia  from  the  Moor.(4) — I  will  not  dhame 
The  blood  we  draw  fr^m  1dm ! 

A  Moorish  Soldier  enteia, 

Soldier.  Valencia's  lord     ^ 
Sends  messengers,  my  chief. 

Abdullah^  Conduct  them  hither. 

[  T%e  Soldier  goes  ou/,  and  re-enters  with  El- 
minoy  disguised,  and  an  Attendant. 

Carlos  {springing  forward  to  the  Attendant). 
Oh  1  take  me  hence,  Diego !  take  nie  hence 
With  thee,  that  I  may  see  my  mothei's  face 
At  morning,  when  I  wake.  Here  dark-browed  men 
Frown  strangely,  with  their  cruel  eyes,  upon  us. 
Take  me  with  thee,  for  thou  art  good  and  kind, 
And  well  I  know,  thou  lov'st  me,  my  Diego ! 


'  Tcdiir,  the  war-cry  of  the  Hoora  and  Anba 
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Abdullah.  Peace,  bi>y ! — ^What  tidings,  Chris- 1  And  agonies! — and  be— my  God — ^the  Qod 


tian,  from  thy  lord? 
Is  he  grown  humhlcr,  doth  he  set  the  lives 
Of  these  fair  nurslings  at  a  city's  worth? 

Alphonso  {rushing  forward  impatiently).  Say 
not,  he  dotli ! — ^Yet  wherefore  art  thou  here? 
[fit  be  so — I  could  weep  burning  tears 
For  very  shaipe ! — If  this  can  be,  return  I 
Tell  him,  of  all  his  wealth,  his  battle-spoils, 
I  win  hot  ask  a  war-horse  and  a  sword, 
And  that  beside  him  in  the  mountain-chase, 
And  in  hb  halls  and  at  his  stately  feasts,    * 
My  place  shall  be  no  moret^but  no  h~I  wrtfng, 
I  wrong  my  father ! — Moor !  believe  it  not ! 
He  is  a  champion  of  the  cross  and  Spain, 
Sprung  from  the  Cid ; — «nd  I  too,  1  can  die 
As  a  warrior's  high-born  child  ^  ' 

Eltnina.  Ala»!  alas! 
And  wouldst  thou  di($,  thus  early  die,  fair  boy? 
What  hath  life  done  to  thee,  that  thou  shouldst  cast 
Its  flower  away,  in  very  scorn  of  heart, 
Ere  yet  the  blight  be  c^me  ? 

Aiiphanto.  That  voldSb  doth  sound-  ' 

Abdullah.  Stranger,   who  art  thou? — this  is 
mockery  I  speak  !     •  • 

Elmina  {throwing  off  ji  mantle  'and  h^met^  and 
embracing  her  sons).  My  boysl  whdm  I  have 
reared  through  many  hours . 
Of  silent  joys  and  sorrows,  and  deep  thoughts 
(Jntold  and  unimagined ;  let  me  die 
With  yon,  now  I  have  held  you  to  my  heart, 
And  seen  once  more  the  faces,  in  whose  light 
My  soul  hath  lived  for  years  I 

Carlos.  Sweet  mother !  now 
Thou  shalt  not  leave  us  more. 

Abdullah.  Enough  of  this! 
Woman!  what  seek'st  thou  here ! — How  hast  thou 
dared  | 

To  front  .the  mighty  thus  amidst  his  hosts? 


Whose  hand,  or  soon  or  late,  doth  find  iU  hour 
To  bow  the  crested  head— bath  made  these  things 
Most  pawerful  in  a  world  where  alt  must  learn 
That  one  deep  language,  by  the  storm  called  forth 
From  the  bruised  reeds  of  earth !— For  thee,  per- 
chance, 
Affliction's  chastening  lesson  hath  not  yet 
Been  laid  upon  my  heart,  and  thou  may'st  love 
To  see  the  creatures,  by  its  might  brought  k)w, 
Humbled  before  thee. 

[She  throws  herself  at  his  feet. 
Conqueror!  I  can  kneel! 
I,  that  drew  birth  from  princes,  bow  myself 
E'en  to  thy  feet  I  Call  in  thy  chiefs,  thy  slavei^ 
If  this  will  swell  thy  triumph,  to  behold 
The  blood  of  kings,  of  heroes,  thus  abased! 
Do  this,  but  spare  my  song ! 
Alphonso '{attempting  to  raise  her.)    Thou 
shouMst  not  kneel 
(Into  this  infidel! — ^Rise,  rise,  mj  mother! 
This  sight  doth  shame  our  house ! 

Abdullah.  Thou  daring  boy! 
They  that  in  arms  have  taught  thy  father's  land 
How  chains  an  worn,  shall  school  that  haughty 

mien 
Unto  another  language. 

Elmina.  Peace,  my  son ! 
Have  pity  on  my  heart  !-^Oh,  paidon.  Chief! 
He  is  of  noble  blood ! — Hear,  bear  me  yet! 
Are  there  no  lives  through  which  the  sbafis  of 

Heaven 
May  reach  your  soul? — He  that  loves  aught  on 

earth, 

Dares  far  too  much,  if  he  be  mercilesel 
Is  it  for  those,  whose  frail  mortality 
Must  one  day  strive  alone  with  God  and  death 
To  shut  their  souls  against  th'  appealing  voice 
OfTiature,  in  her  anguish? — Warrior!  Man! 


Elmina.  Think'st  thou  there  dw^ills  no  courage  To  you  too,  ay,  and  haply  with  your  hosts, 


but  in  breasts 
That  set  their  mail  against  the  ringing -spears, 
When  helmets  are  struck  down? — Thou  little 

know'st 
Of  nature's  marvels! — Chief!  my  heart  is  nerved 
To  make  its  way  through  things  which  warrior- 
men, 
— Ay,  they  that  master  death  by  field  or  Hood, 
Would  look  on,  ere  they  braved! — 1  have  no 

thought, 
No  sense  of  fear !— Thou  'rt  mighty !  but  a  soul 
Wound  up  like  mine  is  mightier,  in  the  power 
Of  that  one  feeling,  poured  through  all  its  depths. 
Than  monarchs  with  their  hosts ! — Am  I  not  come 
To  die  with  these,  my  children  ? 
Abdullah.  Doth  thy  faith 


By  thousands  and  ten  thousands  marshalled  round, 
And  your  strong  armour  on,  shall  oome  that  stroke 
Which  the  lance  wards  not  1— Where  shall  your 

high  heart 
Find  refuge  then,  if  in  the  day  of  xAight 
Wo  hath  lain  prostrate,  bleeding  at  your  feet. 
And  you  hwve  pitied  not? 
^    Abdullah^  These  are  vain  Words. 

Elmina.  HaVe  you  sd  children?— Fjmt  yoo 

not  to  bring 
The  lightning  on  theit  heads  ?^n  your  own  Ian  a 
Doth  no  fond  mother,  from  the  tents,  beneath   ~ 
Your  native  p»hns,  look  a'er  the  deserts  out, 
To  greet  your  homeward  step? — ^Yoa  have  not  yoc 
Forgot  sp  utterly  her  patient  lov^-* 
— For. is  not  woman's,  in  aU  climes,  the  same?* 


Bid  thee  do  this,  fond  Christian?— Hast  thou  not  That  you  should  scorn  my  ptayer!— Oh  Heaven* 
The  means  to  save  them?  '  his  eye 

Elmina.  I  have  prayers,  and  tean,  1  Doth  wear  no  mercy  I 
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AhduUah.  Then  it  mock*  yoa  not. 
I  have  swept  o'er  the  mountains  of  yoor  land, 
Leaving  my  traces,  as  the  visitings 
Of  storms,  upon  theml^Shall  I  now  he  stayed  I 
Know,  onto  me  it  were  as  light  a  thing, 
[n  this,  my  eooTM,  toqaench  your  children's  lives, 
Aa,  journeying  through  a  fi>rMt,,  to  hreak  off 
The  young  wild  beanches  that  obstruct  the  way 
With  their  green  sprays  and  leaves. 

Elmina.  Are  there  such  hearts 
Amongst  thy  works,  O  Godi 

AbdtUlah.  Kneel  not  to  me. 
Kneel  to  your  lord !  on  his  resolves  doth  hang 
His  children's  doom.    He  may  be  lightly  won 
By  a  few  bursts  of  passionate  tears  and  woids. 

Elmina  {ri*ing  indignantly.)   Speak  not  of 
noblemen! — he  bears  a  soul 
Stronger  than  love  or  death. 

Alp/ton^  (vUh  exulioHon.)  I  knew  twas  thus  I 
He  could  not  fail! 

ElnUna,  There  is  no  mercy,  none^ 
On  this  cold  earth!— To  strive  with  such  a  world. 
Hearts  should  be  void  of  love  I— We  will  go  hence. 
My  children!  we  are  summoned.  Lay  your  heads. 
In  their  young  radiant  beauty,  once  again 
To  rest  upon  tfab  bosom.    He  that  dwells 
Beyond  the  clouds  which  press  us  darkly  round, 
Will  yet  have  pity,  and  before  his  face 
We  three  will  stand  together!  Moslem!  now 
Let  the  stroke  fall  at  once! 

Abdullah,  'Tis  thine  own  will. 
These  might  e'en  yet  be  spared. 

Elmina.  T^m»  wilt  not  spare! 
And  he  beneath  whose  eye  their  childhood  grew, 
.  And  in  whosd  paths  they  sported,  and  whose  ear 
From  their  first  lisping  accents  caught  the  sound 
Of  that  word— JWAer— on6e  a  name  of  kive— ^ 
Is        Men  shall  call  him  9Ua4f€ut, 

Abdullah.  Hath  the  blast 
Of  sudden  trumpets  ne'er  at  dead  of  night. 
When  the  land's  watohers  feared  no  hostile  step. 
Startled  the  slomberen  from  their  dreamy  world, 
In  cities,  whose  heroic  lords  have  been 
Steadfatt  as  tfauiel 

Elmina.  There's  meaning  in  tlune  ^e, 
More  than  thy  words. 

Abdullah  {pointing  to  the  city.)  Look  to  yon 
towers  and  walls  I 
Think  you  no  hearts  within  their  Iimit»'pine, 
Weary  of  hopeless  warfare,  and  prepared 
To  burst  the  feeble  links  which  bind  them  still 
Unto  endurance  1 

Elmina.  Thou  hast  said  too  well 
Butwfaatofthisi 

Abdullah.  Then  there  are  those,  to  whom 
Tne  Prophet's  armies  not  as  foes  would  pass 
Yon  gates,  but  as  deliverers.    Might  they  not 
in  some  still  hour,  when  weanneas  takes  rest, 
Be  won  to  welcome  us  1 — ^Your  chiklien's  steps 


May  yet  bound  lightly  through  their  father's  haDsl 
Alphon90   {indignantly.)    Thou   treacherous 

Moor! 
Elmina.  Let  roe  not  thus  be  tried 
Beyond  all  strength,  oh  Heaven! 

Abdullah.  Now,  tis  fortAee, 
Thou  Christian  mother!  on  thy  sons  to  pass 
The  sentence— life  or, death!— the  price  pt  set 
On  their  young  blood,  and  rests  within  thy  hands. 
Alphanto.  Mother!  thoutremblesti 
AbduUah.  Hath  thy  heart  resdvedl 
Elmina  {covering  her  face  loiih  her  hand*.) 
My  boy's  proud  eye  is  on  me,  and  the  things 
Which  rush  in  stormy  darkness,  through  my  soul, 
Shrink  from  his  glance.    I  cannot  answer  here, 
AbduUah,  Come  forth.    We'll  commune  els»> 

where. 
C^r2of  (to  Ait  mother,)  Wilt  thou  go? 
Oh!  let  me  follow  thee! 

Elmina.  Mine  own  lair  child  I 
— Now  that  thine  eyes'^have  povired  once  more  on 


The  light  of  their  young  smile,  tmd  thy  sweet  voice 
Hath  sent  its  gentle  music  through  my  soul 
And  I  have  felt  the  twining  of  thine  arms— 
—How  shall  1  leave  thee  1 

AbduUah.  Leave  faSm,  as  twers  but 
For  a  brief  slumber,  to  behold  his  face 
At  morning,  with  the  sun's.  , 

AlpkoMo.  Thou  hast  no  kxik 
For  me,  my  mother! 

Elmina  Oh!  that  I  should  live 
To  say,  I  dare  not  look  on  thee !— Farewell, 
My  first  bom,  fare  thee  well! 

Alphomo.  Yet,  yet  beware ! 
It  were  a  grief  more  heavy  on  thy  soul. 
That  I  should  Mush  for  thee,  than  o'er  my  gtvm 
That  thou  shoublst  proudly  weep  I 

Abdullah.  Avray!  we  trifie  here.    The  nigU 
wanes  ftst 
Come  forth! 

Elmina.   One  more  embrace !  My  sons,  fere- 
well! 
[Mixeunt  Abdullah  with  Elmina  and  her 
Attendant, 

AlphonMo.  Hear  me  yet  once,  my  mother! 
Art  thou  gonel 
But  one  word  more  I 

[He  nuhee  out.foUowd  by  Carlots 

SCENB— THE  QAMDEV  OF  A  PALACE  IN  VALENCIA. 
XIMENA,  THtatBflA. 

Thereea,  Stay  yet  awhile.    A  pnrer  air  doth 
rove 
Here  through  the  myrtles  whispering,  and  the 

limes. 
And  shaking  sweetness  from  the  orange  boughs, 
Than  waits  you  iii  the  city. 
JSmena,  There  are  those 
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1m  their  lait  need,  and  on  their  bed  of  death, 
Af  which  no  hand  doth  nunister  hot  mine, 
That  wait  me  in  the  city.    Let  na  hence. 

Theresa.  Yon  have  be«n  wont  to  kwt  tiM 
mtiaicmade 
By  founta,  and  matfing  loliage,  and  aoft  wind% 
Breathing  of  cition-grovea.    And  wiU  you  tvaa 
From  theee  to  doenea  af  death  1 

JKneno.  To  me  the  voice 
Of  summer,  whi^iertng  torongh  young  flowen 

and  leavea, 
N^ow  apeaka  too  deep  a  language  I  and  of  all 
[t8  dreamy  and  mysterious  melodies^ 
The  breathing  soul  is  sadneas! — 1  have  felt 
That  summons  through  my  spirit,  after  which 
The  huea  of  earth  are  changed,  and  all  her  Soanda 
Seem  fraught  with  secret  warnings.— *Theie  is 

cause 
That  I  should  bend  my  footsteps  to  the 
Where  Death  ia  busy,  taming  wanior-heatts^ 
And  pouring  winter  through  the  fiery  blood, 
And  fettering  the  strong  arm ! — For  now  no  sigh 
In  the  dull  air,  nor  floating  cbud  in  heaTen, 
No,  not  the  lightest  murmur  of  a  leaf. 
But  of  his  angel's  silent  coming  bears 
Some  token  to  my  souL—- But  nought  of  this 
Unto  my  mother  1 — These  are  awful. hours! 
And  on  their  heivy  steps,  afflictiona  crowd 
With  such  dark  pressure,  there  is  left  no  room 
For  one  grief  more. 

Thertta.  Sweet  lady,  talk  not  thus  1 
Your  eye  this  morn  doth  wear  a  calgier  light, 
Theie'a  more  of  life  in  its  clear  tremulous  ray 
Than  I  have  marked  of  Uite.    Nay,  go  not  yet ; 
Rest  by  this  fountain,  where  the  laurels  dip    ' 
Thdr  glossy  leaves.    A  fresher  gale  doth  apring 
From  the  transparent  waters,  dashing  round 
Their  silvery  spray,  with  a  sweet  voice  of  coolness, 
O'er  the  pale  glistening  marble.    'Twill  call  up 
Faint  bk)om,  if  but  a  moment'a,  to  your  cheek. 
Rest  here,  ere  you  go  forth,  and  I  wiU  sing 
The  mekidy  you  love, 

THERESA  SINGS. 

Why  Is  the  Spaniah  makfen's  grave 
So  far  from  her  own  bright  Und  1 

The  sunny  flowers  that  o'er  it  wave 
Were  sown  by  no  kindred  hand. 

'Tis  not  the  orange>bough  that  sends 

Its  breath  on  the  sultry  air, 
'TIS  not  the  myrtle-stem  that  benda 

To  the  breeie  of  evening  there ! 

But  the  Rose  of  Sharon's  eastern  bloom 

By  the  silent  dwelling  fades, 
And  none  but  strangers  pass  the  tomb 

Whuh  the  Palm  of  Judah  ahades. 

The  lowly  Cross^  with  flowers  o'orgrown, 
Marks  well  that  place  of  reat ; 


But  who  hadi  graved,  on  its  moasy  stoae^ 
A  sword,  a  hehn,  a  crest? 

These  an  the  trophies  of  a  ehisf, 

A  lord  of  the  axe  and  spear  < 
—Some  blossom  plucked,  some  faded  leaf, 

Should  grace  a  maklen'a  bier! 

Scorn  not  her  tomb— deny  not  her 

The  honours  of  the  brave  1 
0'«r  that  fiuaaken  sepulehre. 

Banner  and  plume  might  wave. 

She  bound  the  steel,  in  battle  tried. 

Her  fearleas  heart  above^ 
And  stood  with  brave  men,  side  by  side, 

In  the  strength  and  fidth  of  love ! 

That  strength  prevailed— that  Aith  was blesssa* 

True  was  the  javelin  thrown. 
Yet  pierced  it  not  her  wanior'a  breast. 

She  met  it  with  her  own! 

And  nobly  won,  where  heroes  fell 

In  arms  ibt  the  holy  shrine, 
A  death  which  saved  what  aha  bved  so  well, 

And  a  grave  in  Palestine. 

Then  let  the  Rose  of  Sharon  spread 

Its  breast  to  the  glowing  air. 
And  the  Pahn  of  Judah  lift  ita  head, 

Ghreen  and  immortal  there ! 

And  .let  yon  gray  atone,  undefaced, 
With  its  trophy  mark  the  aoene, 

TelUng  the  pilgrim  of  the  waste, 
Where  Love  and  death  have  been. 

Ximejia,  Thoae  notea  were  wont  to  make  my 
heart  beat  quick, 
As  at  a  voice  of  vbtory  j  but  to-day 
The  spirit  of  the  song  is  changed,  and  seems 
All  moumfuL    Oh !  that  era  my  eariy  grave 
Shuts  out  the  sunbeam,  I  might  hear  one  peal 
Of  the  Castilian  trumpet,  ringing  forth 
Beneath  my  Other's  banner  !-^In  that  sound 
Were  life  to  you,  sweet  brothers  1— But  for  me— 
Come  on— our  tasks  await  ua.    They  who  know 
Their  hours  are  numbered  out,  have  little  time 
To  give  the  vague  and  slumberous  hmguor  way, 
Which  doth  steal  o'er  them  in  the  breath  of  flowersi, 
And  whisper  of  soft  winds. 

EUUNA  entsn  horr'.sdly. 

Elinhm,  Thia  air  will  calm  my  spirit,  ere  yec  1 


Hif  eye,  which  must  be  met—  Thouhere,  XimeiM 
[She  ttarU  back  on  tteing  Xinema. 
Xtmena,  Alaal  mv  rooi^her!  In  that  bunying 
step 
And  troubled  glance  I  lead— 
Elmina  (wt/d/y.)  Thoit  vad'at  it  not ! 
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Why,  who  would  live,  if  unto  mortal  eye 
The  things  lay  glaring,  which  within  our  hearts 
We  treasuio  up  for  God's  1 — Thou  read'st  it  not! 
I  say,  thou  canat  not ! — There's  not  one  on  earth 
Shall  know  ihe  thoughts,  which  for  themselves 

have  made 
And  kept  dark  places  in  the  very  breast 
Whereon  he  hath  laid  his  sldmber,  till  the  hour 
Whert  the  graves  open! 

Ximena.  Mother!  what  is  this  1 
Alas !  your  eye  is  wandering,  and  your  check 
Flushed,  as  with  fever  I    To  your  woes  the  night 
Hath  brought  no  rest. 

Elmina.  Rest ! — who  should  rest  ? — ^not  he 
That  holds  one  earthly  blessing  to  his  heart 
Nearer  than  life ! — No !  if  tliis  world  have  aught 
Of  bright  or  precious,  let  not  him  who  calls 
Buch  things  his  own,  take  rest  I — Dark  spirits  keep 

watch, 
A.nd  they  to  whom  fair  honour,  chivalrous  fam9 
Were  as  heaven's  air,  the  vital  element 
Wherein  they  bieathed,  may  wake,  and  find  their 

souls 

Made  marks  for  human'scom !— Will  they  bear  on 
With  life  struck  down,  and  thus  disrobed  of  all 
Its  glorious  drapery  7— Who  shall  tell  lis  this 7 
—Will  he  so  bear  it? 

Ximena.  Mother !  let  us  kneel. 
And  blend  our  hearts  in  prayer  I — What  else  is 

left 
To  mortals  when  the  dark  hour's  might  is  .on 

themi 
— Leave  us,  Theresa. — Grief  like  this  doth  find 
Its  balm  in  solitude.  [Exit  Thertaa. 

My  mother!  peace 

Is  heaven's  benignant  answer  to  the  cry 
Of  wounded  spirits.    Wilt  thou  kneel  with  mel 
Elmina.  Away !  'tis  but  for  souls  unstained  to 
wear 
Heaven's  tranquil  image  on  their  depths. — The 

stream  - 
Of  my  dark  thoughts;  all  broken  by  the  storm, 
Refiocts  but  clouds  and  lightnings ! — Didst  thou 

speak 
Of  peace  ?— 'tis  fled  fimm  ^rth  !~but  there  is  joy ! 
Wild,  troubled  joy !— And  who  shall  know,  my 

chad! 
it  is  not  happiness? — Why,  our  own  hearts 
Will  keep  the  secret  ckMe!— rJoy,  joy  1  if  but 
To  leave  thistlcsolate  city,  with  its  dul! 
Slow  knells  and  dirges,  and  to  breathe  again 
Th'    untainted   mountdln-air ! — ^ut  hush!   the 

trees, 
The  flowers,  the  waters^  must  hear  nought  of 

this!  . 

They  arc  fuU  of  voices,  and  will  whisper  things- 
We'll  speak  of  n  no  more. 
Ximena.  Oh!  pitying  Heaver.  I 
T^iis  grief  doth  shake  her  reason  I 


Elmina  {startingy  Hark !  a  step ! 
*Tis — 'tis  thy  father's-— come  away — ^not  now — 
He  must  not  see  us  now ! 

Xin^na.  Why  should  this  be  1 

GONZALEZ  eoteri,  and  detains  ELBONA. 

Qonzalez.  Elmina,  dost  thou  shun  me  7— Have 
we  not, 
E'en  from  the  hopeful  and  the  sunny  time 
When  youth  was  as  a  glory  round  our  brows. 
Held  on  through  life  together? — And  is  this. 
When  cvo  is  gathering  round  us,  with  the  gioom 
Of  stormy  clouds,  a  lime  tor  part  our  steps 
Upon  the  darkening  wild  ? 
.    Elmina  {coldly).'  There  needs  not  this. 
Why  shouIJst  thou  think  I  shunned  theel 

Gonzalez.  Should  the  love 
That  shone  o'er  many  years,  th'  unfading  love, 
Whos^  only  change  hath  been  from  gladdening 

smiles 
To  mingle  sorrows  and  sustaining  strength, 
Thus  lightly  be  forgotten  1 

Elmina.  Speak'st  thou  thus? 
— I  have  knelt  before  thee  with  that  very  plea. 
When  it  availed  me  not?— But  there  are  things 
Whose  very  breathings  on  the  soul  erase 
AH  record  of  past  k)ve,  save  the  chill  sense, 
Th'  unquiet  memdry  of  its  wasted  faith. 
And  vain  devotedness ! — Ay  1  they  that  fix 
Affection's  perfect  trust  on  aught  of  earth, 
Have  many  a  (iream  to  start  £rom  ! 

Gonzalez.  This  is  but 
The  wiklness  and  the  bitterness  of  grief, 
Ere  yet  th'  unsettled  heart  hath  closed  its  long 
Impatient  conflicts  with  a  mightier  power, 
Which  makes  all  conflict  vain. 

Hark  I  was  there  no^ 

A  sound  of  distant  f  rpmpets,  far  beyond 
The  Moorish  trnts,  and  of  another  tone 
Than  th'  Afric  horn,  Ximena  ] 

Ximena,  Oh,  my  father  1 
I  know  that  horn  too  well. — 'Tis  but  the  wind. 
Which,  with  a  sudden  rising,  bears  its  deep 
And  savage  war-note  from  us,  wailing  it 
O'er  the  far  hills. 

Gonzalez.  Alas!  this  wo  must  be! 
I  do  but  shake  my  spirit  from  its  height 
So  startling  it  with  hope ! — But  the  dread  hour 
Shall  be  met  bravely  still.    I  can  keep  down 
Yet  for  a  little  while-^-and  Heaven  will  ask 
No  more — ^the  passionate  workings  of  my  heart; 
-r- And  thine — Elmina  ? 

Elmina,  'Tis — I  am  prepared. 
I  hope  prepared  for  all. 

Gonzalez.  Oh,  well  I  knew 
Thou  wottldst  not  fail  me  1 — Not  in  vain  my  soul 
Upon  thy  faith  and  Courage,  hath  built  up 
Unshaken  trust. 

Elmina.  (wUdiy)  Awayl-^thoo  know'st    me 
not! 
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Man  Uares  too  far,  his  rashness  would  invest 
This  oar  mortality  witli  an  attribute 
Too  high  and  awful,  boasting  that  he  knows 
One  human  heart! 

Gonzalez:,  These  are  wild  words,  hut  yet 
1  will  not  doubt  thee ! — Hast  t^ou  not  been  foc(nd 
Noble  in  all  tilings,  pouring  thy  soul's  light 
Undimned  o'er  every  trial? — And,  as  our  fates, 
So  must  our  names  be,  undivided! — Thine, 
r  th'  record  of  a  warrior's  life,  shall  find 
Its  place  of  stainless  honour. — By  his  side 

Elmina.  May  tnis  be  borne  1 — How  much  of 
agony 
Hath  the  heart  room  for  1— Speak  to  me  in  wrath— 
I  can  endure  it ! — ^But  no  gentle  words ! 
1^0  wor^s  of  love  1  no  praise!— Thy  sword  might 

slay, 
And  be  more  merciful! 

Gtmznlez.  Wherefore  art  thon  thusi 
Clmina,  my  beloved  t 

Elmina.  No  more  of  love ! 
—Have  I  not  said  there's  that  within  my  heart, 
Whereon  it  falls  as  living  fire  would  fall 
U^wn  an  unclosed  wound? 

Gonzalez.  Nay,  lift  tliine  eyes 
That  I  may  read  thair  meaning! 

Elmina,  Never  more 
With  a  free  soul— What  have  I  said?— twas 

nought ! 
Take  thou  no  heed !   The  words  of  wretchedness 
Admit  not  scrutiny.    Wooldst  thou  mark  the 

speech 
Of  troubled  dreams? 

Gonzalez.  I  have  seep  thee  in  the  hour 
Of  thy  deep  spirit's  jpy,  and  when  the  breath 
Of  grief  hung  chilling  round  thee ;  in  aH  change, 
Bright  health  and  drooping  sicknem;   hope  and 

fear, 
Youth  and  decline;  but  never  yet,  Elmina« 
NeW  hath  thine  eye  till  now  shrunk  back  per- 
turbed 
With  shame  or  dread,  from  mine ! 

Elmina.  Thy  glance  doth  search 
A  wounded  heart  too  deeply. 

Gonzalez.  Hast  thou  there 
Aught  to  conceal  ? 

Elmina.  Who  hath  cot? 

Gonzalez.  Till  this  hour 
TTujui  never  hadst ! — ^Yet  hear  me!— by  the  free 
And  unattainted  fame  which  wraps  the  dust 
Of  thine  heroic  fathers—* 

Elmina.  Tliistome! 
—Bring  your  inspiring  war-notes,  and  your  sounds 
Of  festal  music  round  a  dying  man ! 
Will  his  heart  echo  them?— But  if  thy  words 
Were  spells^  to  call  up,  with  each  loi^y  tone. 
The  grave's  most  awful  spirits,  they  would  stand 
Powerless,  before  my  anguish  I 

Gonzalez,  Then,  by  her, 


Who  there  looks  on  thee  in  the  purity 

Of  her  devoted  youth,  and  o'er  whose  name 

No  blight  must  fall,  and  whose  pale  cheek  must 

ne'er 
Bum  with  that  deeper  tinge,  caught  painfully 
From  the  quick  feeling  of  dishonour. — Speak 
Unfold  this  mystery ! — By  thy  sons 

Elmina,  My  sons! 
And  canst  thou  name  them? 

Gonzalez.  Proudly!— Better  far 
They  died  with  all  the  promise  of  their  youth, 
And  the  fair  honour  of  their  house  upon  them, 
ThaA  that  with  manhood's  high  and  passionate 

soul 
To  tearful  strength  unfolded,  they  should  live, 
Barred  from  the  lists  of  crested  chivalry, 
And  pining,  in  the  silence  of  a  wo, 
Which  from  ^the  h^art  shuts  daylight  ;-*o'er  the 

shame 
Of  those  who  gave  them  birth! — But  thou  couldst 

ne'er 
Forget  their  lofty  claims! 

Elmina  (wildly.)  'Twas  but  for  themt 
'T was  for  them  only! — Who  shall  date  arraign 
Madness  of  crime  ?— And  he  who  made  us,  knows 
There  are  dark  moments  of  all  hearts  and  lives, 
Which  bear  down  reason ! 

Gonzalez.  Thou,^hom  I  have  loved 
With  such  high  trust>  as  o'er  our  nature  threw 
A  glory,  scarce  allowed ; — what  hast  thou  done? 
^Ximena,  go  thou  hence! 

Elmina.  No,  no!  my  child! 
There's  pity  in  thy  look  1 — All  other  eyes 
Arc  full  of  wrath  and  scorn ! — Oh!  leave  me  not! 

Gonzalez.  That  I  should  live  to  see  thee  thus 
abased  f 
-Yet  speak?— What  hast  thou  done? 

Elmina.  Look  to  the  gate ! 
Thou'rt  worn  with  toil — ^but  take  no  rest  to-night f 
The  western  gatel — Its  watchers  have  been  won — 
The  Christian  city  hath  been  bought  and  sold! 
They  will  admit  the  Moor  I 

Gonzalez.  They  have  been  won ! 
Brave  men  and  tried  so  long! — tVhpse  work  was 
.  this? 

Elmina,  Think'st  thou  all  hearts  like  thine?  - 
Can  mothers  stand' 
To  see  their  children  perish? 

Gonzulez.  Then  the  guilt  , 
Was  thin?? 

Elmina.  -^-Shall  mortal  dare  to  call  it  guilt  ? 
I  tell  thee.  Heaven,  which  made  all  holy  things, 
Made  nought  more  holy  than  the  boundless  love 
Which  fills  a  mother's  heart!— I  say,  'tis  wo 
Enough,  with  such  an  aching  tenderness. 
To  love  aught  earthly! — and  in  vain!  in  vam! 
— ^We  are  pressed  down  too  sorely  I 
,  Gonzalez  (in  a  low  detfonding  voiceX  Nim 
mv  life 
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la  ftruck  to  worthless  asheel — In  my  sotil 

Suiipicion  hath  ta'cn  root.    The  nobleness 

Henceforth  is  blotted  from  all  human  brows, 

And  fea|ful  power,  a  dark  and  troublous  gift, 

Almost  like  prophecy,  is  poured  upon  me, 

To  rpad  the  guilty  secrets  in  each  eye, 

That  (Mice  looked  bright  with  truth ! 

*— Why  then  I  have  gained 

What  men  call  wisdom !— A  new  sense,  to  which 

All  tales  that  speak  of  high  fidelity, 

And  holy  courage,  and  proud  honour,  tried. 

Searched,  and  found  steadfast,  even  to  martyrdom, 

Are  food  for  mockery!-- Why  should  1  not  cast 

Prom  my  thinned  locks  the  wearing  helm  at  once, 

And  in  the  heavy  sickness  of  my  soul 

Throw  the  sword  down  for  ever? — Is  there  aught 

In  all  this  world  of  gilded  hoHowness, 

Now  the  bright  hues  drop  off  its  lovoUest  things^ 

Worth  striving  for  again  1 

Xtmena.  Father !  look  up ! 
Turn  unto  me,  thy  child  I 

Gonzalez.  Thy  Uce  is  fair ; 
And  hath  been  unto  me,  in  other  days, 
As  morning  to  the  joumeyer  of  the  deep ; 
But  now— 'tis  too  like  hen\ 

Elmina  {falling  at  his  feet.)  Wo,  shame  and 
wo, 
Are  on  me  in  their  might! — ^forgive,  forgive! 

Chnzalez  (starting  up.)  Doth  the  Moor  deem 
that  /  have  part  or  share, 
Or  counsel  in  this  vileness  7— Stay  me  not ! 
Let  go  thy  hold — 'tis  powerless  on  me  now-^ 
[  linger  here,  while  treason  is  at  work ! 

[Exit  GonzaUz. 

Mltnina.  Ximena,  doet  thou  scorn  met 

Ximena.  I  have  found 
In  mine  oWn  heart  too  much  of  feebleness, 
Ilid,  beneath  many  foldings,  from  all  eyes 
But  His  whom  nought  can  blind;  -to  dare  do 

aught 
But  pty  thee,  dear  mother ! 

Elmina.  Blessings  light 
On  thy  fair  head,  my  gentle  child,  for  this ! 
Thou  kind  and  merciful! — My  soul  is  faint- 
Worn  vfdth  long  strife ! — Is  there  aught  else  to  do, 
Or  suffer,  ere  we  die  1 — Oh  God !  my  sons ! 

•I  have  betrayed  them ! — All  their  innocent  blood 
Js  on  my  soul  f 

Xtmena.  How  shall  I  comfort  thee? 

-Oh  I  hark!  what  sounds  come  deepening  on  the 
wind, 
do  full  of  solemn  hope ! 

i  A  ftrpcession  of  Nuns  passes  across  the  Scene^ 
hearing  relics,  and  chanting.) 

CHANT.. 

A  ^word  is  on  the  land ! 
tie  that  bears  down  young  tree  and  glorious 
d»'wcr 


Death  b  gone  forth,  he  walks  the  wind  in  powei 

—Where  is  the  warrior's  handl 
Our  steps  are  in  the  shadows  of  the  grave, 
Hear  us,  we  perish!  Fath«r,  hear,  and  save! 

If,  in  the  days  of  song, 
The  days  of  gladness,  we  have  called  on  thee^ 
When  mirthful  voices  rang  from  sea  to  tea, 

And  joyous  hearts  were  strong ; 
Now,  that  alike  the  feeble  and  the  brave 
Must  cry,  "We  perish !"— Father  1  hear,  and 

save ! 

The  days  of  song  are  fled! 
The  winds  came  loaded,  wafting  dirge-notes  by, 
But  they  that  linger  soon  unmourned  must  die; 

— ^The  dead  weep  not  the  dead  1 
-7-Wilt  thou  forsake  us  'midst  the  stormy  wave? 
We  sink,  we  perish  f— Father,  hear,  and  save! 

Helmet  and  lance  are  dust ! 
Is  not  the  strong  mail  withered  from  our  eye? 
Th*  arm  struck  down  that  held  our  bannen  hi^  1 

— Thine  is  our  spirit's  trust ! 
Look  through  the  gathering  shadows  of  the  grave  I 
Do  we  not  perish!— Father,  hear,  and  save ! 

HERNANDEZ  eoienL 
Elmina.  Why  comest  thou,  man  of  vengeanoel 
—What  have  V 
To  do  with  theel — Am  I  not  bowed  enough  1 
Thou  art  no  mourner's  comforter ! 

Hernandez.  Thy  lord 
Hath  sent  mo  unto  thee.    Till  this  day's  task 
Be  closed,  thou  daughter  of  the  feeble  heart  1 
He  bids  thee  seek  him  not,  but  lay  thy  woes 
Before  Heaven's  altar,  and  in  penitence 
Make  thy  soul's  peace  with  God, 

Elmina.  Till  this  day's  task 
Be  closed! — ^there  U  strange  triumph  in  thine 

eyes — 
Is  it  that  rhave  fallen  from  that  high  place 
Whereon  I  stood  in  fame? — But  I  can  feel 
A  wild  and  bitter  pride  in  thus  being  past 
The  power  of  thy  dark  glance! — My  spirit  now 
Is  wound  about  by  one  sole  mighty  grief; 
Thy  scorn  hath  lost  its  sting.~<-Thou  mayst  re- 
proach— 
Horjiandez.  I  come  not  to  reproach  thee.  Hea- 
ven doth  work 
By  many  agencies ;  and  in  its  hour 
There  is  no  insect  which  the  summer  breeze 
From  the  .green  leaf  shakes  trembling,  but  n^ay 

serve 
Its  deep  unseajnchable  purposes,  as  well 
As  the  groat  octfan,  or  th'  eternal  fires, 
Pent  in  earth's  caves! — Thou  hast  but  speeded 

that, 
Which,  in  th'  infatuate  blindness  of  thy  heart 
Thou  wouldst  ha^e  trampled  o'er  all  holy  ties, 
But  to  avert  one  day! 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  SIEGE  OP  VALE^01A. 


Vf 


Elmina.  My  isnsc*  fail— - 
TboQ  saiJst — Speak  yet  a^n ! — I  could  not  catch 
The  tneaning  of  thy  words. 

Hernandez.  E'en  now  thy  lord 
Hath  sent  our  foes  defiance.  .  On  the  walls   .. 
He  stands  in  conference  with  tiie  boastful  Moor, 
And  awful  strength  is  with  him.    Through  the 

blood 
Which  this  day  must  lie  poured  in  sacrifice 
Shall  Spain  be  free.     On  all  her  oiive-hiiis 
Shall  men  set  up  the  battle-sign  of  fire, 
And  round  its  blaze,  at  midiiigiit,  keep  the  sense 
Of  vengeance  wakeful  in  each  othei's  hearts 
E'en  with  thy  children's  tale! 

Ximena.  Peace,  father !  peace ! 
Behold  she  sinks! — the  stortu  hath  done  its  work 
Upon  the  broken  reed.     Oh !  lend  thine  aid 
To  bear  her  hence.  [fThey  lead  her  a\cay. 

Scene — A  Street  in  Valencia.  Several  Groups 
of  Citizens  and  Soldicra^  many  of  them  lying 
on  the  Steps  of  a  Church.  Arms  scattered  on 
the  Ground  around  them. 

An  Oid  Ciiisen.  The  air  w  sultry,  as  with 
thnnde^cfendB, 
1  left  my  desolate  home,  that  I  might  breathe 
Man  freely  in  heaven's  face,  but  my  heart  feels 
With  this  hot  gloom  o'erburihened.    I  have  now 
No  sons  to  tend  me.  Which  of  you,  kind  friends, 
Will  bring  the  oid  man  water  from  the  fount, 
To  moieCen  his  parched  lipl 

[A  citizen  goes  out. 

Seomud  Citizen,  This  wasting  siege, 
Good  Father  Lopez,  hath  gone  han(  with  you! 
'Tis  sad  to  hear  no  voices  through  the  house, 
Once  peopled  with  fair  sons ! 

Third  Citizen.  Why,  better  thus,      , 
Than  to  be  haunted  with  their  fiunished  ciies^ 
E'en  in  your  very  dreams! 

Old  Citizen,  Heaven's  will  be  done  I 
These  are  dark  times!   I  have  not  been  alone 
In  my  affliction. 

TTiird  Citizen  (with  bitterness.)    Why,  we 
have  but  this  tliought 
Left  for  our  gloomy  comfort! — ^And  'tis  well! 
Ay,  let  the  balance  be  awhile  strOck  even 
Between  the  noble's  palace  and  the  hut, 
Where  the  woYn  peasant  sickens ! — They  that  bear 
The  humble  dead  unhonoured  to  their  homes. 
Pass  now  i'  th'  streets  no  lordly  bridal  train, 
With  itft  exulting  music;  and  the  wretch 
Who  on  the  marble  stejis  of  some  proud  hall 
Flings  hiraeelf  down  to  die,  in  his  last  need 
And  agony  of  famine,  doth  behold 
No  scornful  guests,  virith  their  long  purple  robes, 
To  the  banquet  swtreping  by.    Why,  this  is  just ! 
Th^se  are  the  days  when  pomp  is  msitiie  to  feel 
Its  human  mould  I 
F 


Fourth  Citizen,  Heard  you  last  night  the  suond 
Of  Saint  Jago's  bell  I^How  sullenly 
From  the  great  tower  it  peeked  I 

Fijth  Citizen.  Ay,  and  'tis  said 
No  mortal  hand  was  near  when  so  it  seemed 
To  shake  the  midnight  streets. 

Old  CUizen.  Too  well  I  know 
The  sound  of  coming  fate ! — ^'Tis  ever  thus 
When  Death  is  on  his  way  to  make  it  night 
In  the  Cid's  ancient  house.(5) — Oh !  there  are  things 
In  this  strange  world  of  which  we  have  all  to  learn 
When  its  dark  bounds  are  passed. — Von  bell,  un- 
touched, 
(Save  by  hands  we  see  not)  still  doth  speak — 
—When  of  that  line  some  stately  head  is  marked-^ 
With  a  wild  hollow  peal,  at  dead  of  night. 
Rocking  Valencia's  towers.    I  have  heard  it  of)| 
Nor  known  its  warning  false. 

Fourth  Citizen,  And  will  our  chief 
Buy  the  price  of  his  fair  children's  blood 
A  few  more  days  of  pining  wretchedness 
For  this  forsaken  city  1 

Old  CUizen.  Doubt  it  not ! 
— But  with  that  ransom  he  may  purchase  s'lU 
Deliverance  for  the  land ! — And  yet  'tis  sail 
To  think  that  such  a  race,  with  all  its  fame, 
Should  pass  away ! — For  she,  his  daughter  too, 
Moves  upon  earth  as  some  bright  thing  whose  tioio 
To  sojourn  there  is  short. 

JTiflh  Citizen,  Then  wo  for  us 
When  she  is  gone ! — Her  voice— the  very  sound 
Of  her  soft  step  was  comfort,  as  she  moved 
Through  the  i^l  house  of  mourning  l^-Who  like 

her 
Shall  give  us  hope  again  1 

Old  Citizen,  Be  still ! — she  comes. 
And  with  a  mien  how  changed  I — A  hurrying  step, 
And  a  flushed  cheek ! — What  may  this  bode  1- 
£e  still! 

XtMENA  enteiiB^  with  Affunrtonts  carrying  a  Bsnoer. 

Ximena.  Men  of  Valencia  t  in  an  hour  like  thk^ 
What  do  ye  here  1 

A  Citizen.  We  die' ! 

Ximena,  Brave  inen  die  now 
Grirt  for  the  toil,  as  travelteie  suddenly 
By  the  dark  night  o'ertaken  on  their  way  I 
These  days  require  such  death  !-^lt  is  loo  much 
\  Of  luxury  for  our  wiki  and  angry  times, 
To  fold  the  mantle  rdbnd  ue,  and  to  sink 
From  life,  as  flowers  that  shut  up  silently. 
When  the  sun's  beat  doth  scorch  them  1 — Hear  ye 
not'? 

A  Ciliten,  Lady  t  wnai,  wouldst  then  with  usl 

JCImena.  Rise  and  arm  I 
E'en  now  the  children  of  your  chief  are  led 
Forth  by  the  Moor  i&  perish  !--^hall  this  be. 
Shall  the  high  sound  of  such  a  name  be  hu*lit«l, 
r  th'  land  to  which  for  ages  it  hath  beeM 
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A  battle-word,  h»  'twere  aome  passing  note 
Of  shepherd-masie  1 — Must  this  work  be  done, 
And  ye  bo  pining  hero,  as  men  in  whom 
The  pulse  which  God  hath  made  for  noble  thought 
Can  so  be  thrilled  no  longer  1 

Citizen.  'Tie  even  so ! 
Sickness,  and  toil,  and  grief,  have  breathed  upon  tis, 
Our  hearts  beat  ikint  and  low. 

Ximena.  Are  ye  so  poor 
Of  soul,  my  countrymen  1  that  ye  can  draw 
Strength  fron^  no  deeper  source  than  that  which 

sends 
The  red  blood  mantling  through  the  joyous  veins. 
And  gives  the  fleet  itep  wings  1 — Why,  how  have 

age 
And  senntive  wonvuihood  ere  now  endured. 
Through  pangs  of  searching  lire,  in  some  proud 

cause, 
Blessing  that  agony  1 — Think  ye  the  Power 
Which  bore  thorn  nobly  up,  as  if  to  teach, 
The  torturer  where  eternal  Heaven  had  set 
Bounds  to  liis  sway,  was  earthy,  of  this  earth. 
This  duU  mortality  '^Nay,  then  look  on  me ! 
Death's  touch  hath  marked  me,  and  I  stand  amongst 

you, 
As  one  whose  place,  i'  th'  sunshine  of  your  world, 
Shall  soon  be  left  to  fill !— I  say,  the  breath 
Of  th'  incense,  floating  through  yon  fane,  shall 

scarce 
Pass  from  your  path  before  me !    But  even  now, 
I  have  that  within  me,  kindling  through  the  dust, 
Wbiph  from  all  time  hath  made  high  deeds  its  voice, 
And  token  to  the  naUons  1 — Look  on  me ! 
Why  hath  Heaven  poured  forth  courage,  as  a  flame 
Wasting  the  womanish  heart,  which  must  be  stilled 
Yet  sooner  for  its  swift  consuming  brightness, 
If  not  to  shame  your  doubt,  and  your  despair. 
And  your  sour*  torpor  1 — ^Yet,  arise  and  arm  I 
It  may  not  be  too  late, 

A  Citizen,  Why;  what  are  we. 
To  cope  with  hosts  1 — Thus  faint,  and  worn,  and 

few, 
O'emuoibcred  and  forsaken,  is't  for  us 
To  stand  against  the  mighty  7 

XitncTia,  And  for  whom 
Hath  He,  who  shakes  the  mighty  with  a  breath 
From  their  high  places,  ntade  the  fbarfulacss, 
And  ever-wakeful  presence  of  his  power. 
To  the  palo  startlod  earth  roost  manifest. 
But  for  the  weaki— Wm  't  for  the  helmed  and 

crowned , 
Thatsuns  were  stayed  at  noonday! — Stormy  seas 
As  a  rill  parted  1 — ^Mailed  archangels  sent 
To  wither  up  the  strength  of  kings  with  death  1 
-I  tell  you,  if  these  marvels  have  been  done, 
Twas  for  the  wearied  and  th'  oppressed  of  men, 
Tlief  needed  suchl-^And  geneioas  laith  hath 

power 
B**  her  pnvailing  spirit,  e'en  yet  to  work 


J  Deliveranees,  whose  tale  shall  live  with  those 
Of  the  great  ekler  time ! — Be  of  good  heart ! 
Who  is  forsaken? — He  that  gives  the  thought 
A  place  within  his  breast! — 'Tis  not  for  you. 
—Know  ye  this  banner? 

CiHzen*  {murmuring  to  each  otherJ)   Is  ahft 
not  inspired  1 
Doth  hot  heaven  call  us  by  her  fervent  voice  1 
Ximena,  Know  ye  this  banner? 
Citizens.  'Tis  the  Cid's. 
Ximena,  The  Cid's^! 
Who  breathes  that  name  but  in  Ih'  exulting  tone 
Which  the  heart  rings  to  ?^  Why  the  very  wind 
As  it  swells  out  the  noble  standard's  fold 
Hath   a    triumphant    sound  I— The    Cid's  !^it 

moved 
Even  as  a  sign  of  tictoiy  through  the  land 
From  the  free  skies  ne'er  stooping  to  a  foe  I 
out  Citizen.  Can  ye  still  pause,  my  brethren? 
--Oh!  that  youth 
Through  this  worn  frame  were  kindling  olcb 

again! 
Ximena,  Ye  linger  still  ?->-Upon  this  very  air, 
He  that  was  bom  in  happy  hour  for  Spain(6) 
Poured  forth  his  conquering  spirit  !—-'Twas  the 

breexe 
From  your  own  mountains  which  came  down  to 

wave 
This  banner  of  hi*  battles,  as  it  drooped 
Above  the  champion's  death-bed.    Nor  even  then 
Its  tale  of  glory  closed. — They  made  no  moan 
O'er  the  dead  hero,  and  no  dirge  was  sung,(7  j 
But  the  deep  tambour  and  the  shrill  hojn  o/[  war 
Toki  when  ths  mighty  passed  l^-They  wrapt  him 

not 
With  tlie  pale  shroud,  bnt  braced  the  wurriot*! 

form 
In  war-airay,  and  on  bis  barbed  steed,  \ 

As  for  a  triumph,  reared  him ;  marching  forth  j 

In  the  hushed  midnight  from  Valencia's  walls, 
Beleaguered  then,  as  now.    All  silently  i 

The  stately  funeral  moved : — ^but  who  was  he  i 

That  followed,  charging  on  the  tall  white  horse. 
And  with  the  solemn  standard,  broad  and  pole,  ! 

Waving  ,in  sheets  of  snow-light  ? — And  the  cnss^      I 
The  bloody  cross,  far-blazing  from  his  shield,  { 

And  the  fierce  meteor-sword  1 — They  fled,  they      I 

fled!  ; 

The  kings  of  A6ric,  with  their  countless  hosts, 
Were  dust  in  his  red  path !— The  scimelar 
Was  shivered  as  a  reed ! — for  in  that  hour 
The  warrior-saint  ihat  keeps  the  watch  for  Spain, 
Was  armed  betimes ! — And  o'er  that  fieiy  field 
The  Cid's  high  banner  streamed  all  joyously, 
For  still  its  lord  was  there ! 

QiHtenB  {rising  tumuUnoiufy),    Ev«a  cntu 
death 
Agaui  it  shall  be  foUowed  1 
Ximena,  Will  he  bm. 


'dby 


Google 


THE  SIEGE  OF  VALENCIA. 


00 


The  Tioble  stem  hewn  down,  the  beaoon-Iight        I         Send  forth  the  trampet't  cdB! 
Which  his  house  for  ages  o'er  the  bind  |  Till  the  bridegroom  cast  the  goblet  down, 

Uath  shone  throagh  cloud  and  storm,  thus  quench-  And  the  marriage-robe  and  the  flowery  crown, 


ed  at  once  1 
Will  he  not  aid  his  children  in  the  hoor 
Of  this  their  uttermost  peril  7 — Awful  power 
Is  with  the  holy  dead,  and  there  are  times 
W^hen  the  tomb  hath  no  chain  they  can  not  burst ! 
— Is  it  a  thing  forgotten,  how  he  woke 
Prom  its  deep  rest  of  old,  i^membering  Spain 
In  her  great  danger? — At  the  night's  mid- watch 
How  Leon  started,  when  the  sound  was  heard 
That  shook  her  dark  and  holbw-echoing  streetfe, 
As  with  the  heavy  tramp  of  steel-clad  men, 
By  thousands  marching  through! — For  he  had 

risen!  ^ 

The  Campeador  was  on  his  march  ligain, 
And  in  lua  arms,  and  followed  by  his  hosts 
Oi  snauowy  spearmen ! — He  had  left  the  world 
From  which  we  are  dimly  parted,  and  gone  forth, 
And  called  his  buried  waniora  from  their  sleeps 
Gathering  them  round  him  to  deliver  Spain; 
For  AfHc  was  upon  her! — ^Morning  broke- 
Day  rushed  through  clouds  of  battle;— but  at  eve 
Our  God  bad  triumphed,  and  the  rescued  land 
Sent  up  a  shout  of  victory  from  the  field, 
That  rocked  her  ancient  mountains. 

TheCUizena.  Arm!  to  arms! 
On  to  oorchief !-— We  have  strength  within  us  yet 
To  die  with  our  blood  roused !— i>Now,  be  the  word, 
For  the  Cid's  house  I 

[  They  begin  to  armihemaehet. 

Ximeiui.  Ye  know  his  battleniong  1 
The  old  rude  strain  wherewith  his  bandi  went 

forth 
To  strike  down  Paynim  swords ! 

{Ske  tings) 

THE  CFd's  battle  BONG. 

The  Moor  u  on  his  way! 
With  the  Uimbour-peal  and  the  tecbir-shout, 
And  the  horn  o^er  the  blue  seas  ringing  out. 

He  hath  marshalled  his  dark  array  I 


And  arm  in  the  banquetphall  I 

And  stay  the  Ameral-train  I 
Bid  the  chanted  mass  be  hushed  awhile, 
And  their  bier  laid  down  in  the  holy  aisle, 

And  the  mourners  giit  for  Spain ! 

(T^y  lake  up  the  banner,  andfaUorjs  Xijrena 
out.  Their  voiee»  are  heard  gradually 
dying  away  at  a  dietance). 

Ere  night,  must  swonls  be  red  I 
It  is  net  an  hour  for  knells  and  lean, 
But  ibr  helmets  braced,  and  seriied  spean  1 

To-morrow  for  the  dead  I 

The  Cid  is  in  array!    - 
His  steed  is  barbed,  hie  plume  waves  high. 
His  banner  ii  up  in  the  sunny  sky,. 

Now,  joy  for  the  Cross  to-day ! 

SCENE — THE  WALLS  OP   THE    CITY.       THE    PLALM 
BENEATH,  WITH  THE  MOORISH  CAMP  AND  ARMY. 

GONZALEZ,  GARCUfl^  HERNANDEZ. 

(A  wild  Sound  qf  3foorith  Muric  heard  Jrom 
:      ielow), 

Bemandex.  What  notes  are  these  in  their  deep 
^   mournfUlness 
So  strangely  wild? 

Oarciao,  'Tis  the  shriU  melody 
Of  the  Moor's  ancient  death-song.    Well  I  know 
The  rude  barbaric  sound;  but,  till  this  hour, 
It  seemed  not  fearful.    Now,  a  shuddering  chUI 
Comes  o'er  me  with  its  tones.— Lo !  ^rom  yon  tent 
They  lead  the  noble  boysl 

Hernandez.  The  young,  and  pure. 
And  beautiful  victims !— 'Tis  on  thii^  like  these 
We  cast  our  hearU  in  ^ild  idoMiftiy, 
Sowing  the  winds  with  hope  I — ^Yet  this  is  welL 
Thus  brightly  crowned  with  life's  i 

^wen. 
And  all  unblemished,  earth  should  ofo  up 
Her  treasures  unto  Heaven  1 

Gaireiae  {to  Gonzalez).  My  chief,  the  Moor 


Shout  through  the  vine-clad  land! 
That  her  sons  on  all  their  hills  may  hear. 
And  sharpen  the  point  of  the  red  wolf-spear, 

And  the  sword  for  the  brave  man's  hand 
{The  Citizens  join  in  the  Bong,  while  /A^y'Hrthtedyour  chiWrenfoi^. 
continue  arming  ihernedvee).  "        »— /-*    •-• 

Banners  are  in  the  field ! 
The  chief  must  rise  from  his  joyous  board, 
And  turn  from  the  feast  ere  the  wine  be  poured, 

And  take  up  his  fiither's  shield ! 


Gonzalex  {starting).  Are  my  sons  there  1 
t  knew  they  could  not  perish;  for  yon  Heaven 
Would  ne'er  behoU  it!— Where  is  he  that  sAid 
I  was  no  more  a  iatherl— They  kM>k  changed 
Pallid  and  worn,  as  from  a  prison-house  I 
I  Or  is  t  mine  eye  sees  dimlyl— But  their  aleptf 
Tlie  Moor  b  on  his  way!  '  Seem  heavy,  as  with  pain.— I  hear  the elank^ 

Let  the  peasant  leavehts  olive-greund,  ^  Oh  God !  their  limbs  are  fettered! 

And  the  goats  roam  wild  through  the  pine>wuods '     Abdullah  {coming  forward  bemeaih  ika  waUe . 
round!  {  Christian!  look 

There  is  nobler  work  tiKd4v  I  '.  Onoe  moreiipon  thy  children.    Than  is  jel 
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One  moment  lor  the  trembling  of  the  iworJ; 
Their  doom  ii  still  with  thee. 

Ganxakx.  Why  should  this  man 
So  mock  us  with  the  semblance  of  our  kindl 
••  Moor!  Moor!  thou  dost  too  daringly  provoke, 
In  thy  bold  cxvelty,  th'  all-jadging  One, 
Who  visits  for  soch  things  I^ELast  thou  no  sense 
Of  thy  fnil  natare  1— 'T  wiU  be  Uught  thee  yet, 
And  darkly  shall  the  anguish  of  my  soul, 
Darkly  and  heavily,  pour  itself  dn  thine, 
When  thou  ahalt  cry  for  mercy  from  the  dust, 
.   And  be  denied ! 

Abdullah.  N^y,  is  it  not  thyself 
That  hast  no  A/ercy  and  no  love  within  theel 
These  are  thy  sons,  the  nurslings  of  thy  house ; 
Speak  I  must  they  live  or  die  7 

Ckmzalez  (Jn  tioUrU  emoiian).  Is  it  Heaven's 

wiU 

To  try  the  dust  it  kindles  for  a  day. 

With  infinite  afjonyl— How  have  1  drawn 

This  chastening  on  my  head! — They  bloomed 

around  me, 
And  my  heart  grew  too  fearless  in  Its  joy, 
Glorying  in  their  bright  promise  I— If  we  fall. 
Is  there  no  pardon  for  our  feebleness? 

(Hernandez,  wUkmU  wpeaking,  hoUU  up  c^Crtm 
before  him). 

AbduUah.  Speak! 

Gonzalez  (anaiching  the  Ctobs^  and  lifting  it 
up).    Let  the  earth  be  shaken  through  its 
depths. 
But  thie  must  triumph  t 

Abdullah  (eoldlyy  Be  it  as  thou  wilt 
^UnsheaththesctmeUx!  [To  hie  Guarde. 

Oareiae  (to  Gonzalez,)  Away,  my  chief  1 
This  is  your  place  no  bnger.    There  are  things 
No  human  hmit,  though  battle  proof  as  youts^ 
(Jnmaddened  may  sustain. 

Gonzalez.  Be  still  1  1  have  now 
No  place  on  earth  but  ihia! 

Alphoneo  {from  benealh.)  Men !  give  ma  Vsyi 

That  I  may  speak  forth  once  before  I  die! 

'  Gartiae.  The  princely  boy  l^How  gallantly  his 

brow 
Weary  its  liigh  nature  in  the  fiice  of  deathl 

Alphonso.  Father! 

GontaUx,  My  son  I  my  son! — mine  eldest-bom! 

Alphoneo.  Stay  but  upon  the  ramparts  1—Fean 
tbounot^- 
Thi«e  is  good  courage  in  me ;  oh  I  my  iatherl 
1  .vtll  not  shame  thee!— only  let  me  fall 
Knowing  thine  eye  looks  proudly  on  thy  child, 
Bo  shall  my  heart  have  strength. 

Gonzalez,  Would,  would  to  God, 
'(hat  1  might  die  for  thee,  my  noble  boy! 
Alphonso,  my  fidr  son! 

Alphcneo.  Could  I  have  lived, 
I  might  have  been  a  warrior  l^-Now,  Farewell ! 
But  look  opoD  ms  still!— I  will  not  blench 


When  the  keen  aabre  flashes— Mark  IK»    ^elll 
Mine  eyelids  shall  not  quiver  as  it  talla. 
So  thou  wilt  look  upon  me! 

Gareiaa  (to  Gonzalez.)  Nay,  my  lord  I 
We  must  bsgone!— Thou  canat  not  bear  %! 

Gonzalez.  Peace!  > 

—Who  hath  told  thee  how  much  man's  h<«rt  cu 

bearl 
— Lend  me  thin^  ann — ^my  brain  whirls  Icufaily— 
How  thick  the  shades  close  round !— my  iioy(  my 

boy! 
Where  art  thou  in  thb  gloom? 

Gareiae.  Let  us  go  hence! 
This  is  a  dreadful  moment ! 

Gonzalez,  Hush. — what saidst thou! 
Now  let  me  look  on  him! — Dost  thou  see  augK 
Through  the  dull  mist  which  wraps  us? 

Chrdae,  I  behold — 
Oh!  for  a  thousand  Spaniards  to  rush  dowxk— 
Gonzalez,   Thou  seest— My  heart  stands  m  * 
to  hear  thee  speak  I 
— There  seems  a  fearful  hush  upoh  the  air. 
As  t  were  the  dead  of  nightl 

Gareiae,  The  hosts  have  closed 
Around  the  spot  in  stUhiess.  Through  the  ^lears 
Ranged  thick  and  motionless,  I  see  iiim  not; 
-«-But  now — 

Gonzalez.  He  bade  me  keep  mine  eye  upon  him^ 
And  all  is  darkness  round  me! — ^Now? 

Gareiae,  A  sword, 
A  sword,  springs  upward,  like  a  lightning  burrt, 
Through  the  dark  sended  mass!— Its  cold  blue 

glare 
la  wavering  to  and  in^— 'tis  vanished— hark! 
Gonzalez,  I  beard  it,  yes!— I  heard  the  dull 
dead  sound 
That   heavily  broke   the   silence!— Didst  thoa 

speak  ? 
— I  lost  thy  word»— come  nearer! 

Gareiae.  'T was— 'tis  past!— 
The  sword  fell  then! 
Hernandez  (with  erultation.)  Flow  forth  thoa 
noble  blood ! 
Fount  of  Spain's  ransom  and  deliverance,  flow 
Unchecked  and  brightly  forth!— Thoa   kingly 

stream! 
Blood  of  our  heroes!  blood  of  martyrdom  I 
Which   through  so  many  warrior-hearts  hast 

poured 
The  fiery  currents,  and  hast  made  our  hills 
Free,  by  thine  own  free  offering  I — Bathe  the  lan^ 
But  there  thou  shali  not  sink ! — Our  veiy  air 
Shall  take  thy  colouring,  and  our  loaded  skies 
O'er  th'  infidel  hang  dark  and  ominous. 
With  battle-hues  of  thee!— And  thy^leep  voico 
Rising  above  them  to  the  judgmentrseat 
Shall  call  aburrt  of  gathered  vengeance  down 
To  sweep  th'  oppressor  from  us ! — ^For  thy  wave 
Hath  made  his  guilt  run  o'er! 
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Gonzales  (ewteawmrinff  to  rouse  hinuei/,)  Tia 
all  a  dreain  1 
rhere  m  not  one — ^no  hand  on  earth  ooold  harm 
That  fair  boy*i  ^^raoefUl  head! — Why  look  you 
thaBt 
AhduUah  {pointing  to  Carlos.)  ChrUtian!  e'en 

yet  thou  haiit  a  son  1 
Gonsmlex,  E'en  yet  I 

Carloo,  My  father!  take  me  from  the^e  fearful 
men! 
Wilt  thou  not  save  roe,^ther1 

Gonxalex  {att^pting  to  undheath  hU  svord.) 
l»  the  strength 
From  mine  arm  shivered  1 — Graidas,  follow  me  I 
Garciaa.  Whither,  my  chief? 
Gonzalez.  Why,  wc  can  die  as  well 
On  yonder  plain, — ay,  a  spear's  thrust  will  do 
The  little  that  our  misery  doth  require, 
Sooner  than  e'er  this  anguish !   Life  is  best 
Thrown  from  us  in  such  moments. 

[  Voices  heard  at  a  distance. 
Hernandez,  Hush  t  what  strain 
Floats  on  the  t«ind  1 

Garcias.  *T'is  the  Cid's  battle  song! 
What  marvel  hath  been  wrought  1 

[  Voices  approaching  heard  in  chorus. 
The  Moor  is  on  his  way! 
With  the  tambour-peal  and  the  tecbir-shout, 
And  the  horn  o'er  the  blue  seas  ringing  out, 
He  hath*marshalled  his  dark  array ! 

XDOSNA  eQlei^  fbflowod  by  dtheut,  wilh  the  Banmr. 

Xmena.  Is  it  too  Iate1^-My  lather,  these  are 
men 
Through  life  and  death  prepajed  to  follow  thee 
Beneath  this  banner  f — Is  their  leal  too  late7 
--Oh!  there's  afearfal  historf  on  thy  brow! 
What  hast  thou  Men  1 

Garcia*.  It  is  not  atf  too  late. 

Xiwena.  My  brothers! 

Hemomd€x.  All  is- well. 

{To  Gareiao.)  Hush!  wooldst  thou  chill 
I'bat  which  hath  sprung  within  them,  as  a  flame 
From  .th'  altar-embers  mounts  in  sudden  bright- 

nessl 
I  say,  *tit  not  too  late,  ye  men  of  Spain  t 
On  to  the  tescue ! 

Ximena.  Bless  me,  oh  my  father  1 
A.nd  I  will  henoe,  to  aid  thee  with  my  prayers, 
Sending  my  spirit  with  thee  through  the  storm, 
Lit  up  by  flashing  sv/ords  t 

Gonzalez  {falling  on  her  neek.)  Hath  aught 
been  spared  1 
Am  1  not  all  bereft  ?^Thou'rt  left  me  stiQ  1 
Mine  own,  my  loveliest  one,  thou'rt  left  me  stilt! 
Farewell  f^thy  fitther's  blessing,  and  thy  God's, 
Be  with  thee,  my  Ximena ! 

Ximena.  Fare  thee  well  I 
I^  ere  thy  steps  torn  hohieward  from  the  field, 
8 


The  voice  is  hushed  that  still  hath  welcomed  inee^ 
Think  of  me  in  thy  victory ! 

Hernandez.  Peace!  no  more  I 
This  is  no  time  to  melt  our  nature  down 
To  a  soft  stream  of  tears !— Be  of  strong  heart ! 
Give  me  the  banner!  Swell  the  song  again ! 

THE  CITIZENS. 

Ere  night  must  swords  be  red! 
It  is  not  an  hour  for  knells  and  tears ! 
But  fbr  hehnets  braced  and  serried  spears ! 

— To-morrow  for  the  dead!  [Exeunt  omne*. 

■CENfi— BEFORE  THE  ILTIR  OP  A  CHURCH 
ELMINA  rises  from  the  si«ps  of  (he  Altar. 

Elinina.  The  clouds  are  fearful  that  o'erhang 

thy  ways, 
Oh,  thou  mysterious  Heaven ! — It  can  not  be 
That  I  have  drawn  the  vials  of  thy  wrath, 
To  burrt  upon  me  through  the  lifting  up 
Of  a  proud  heart,  elate  in  happiness!  .  . 
No  1  in  my  day's  full  noon,  ibr  me  lile's  flowers 
But  wreathed  a  cup  of  trembling;  and  the  love^ 
The  boundless  love  my  spirit  was  formed  to  bear, 
Hath  ever,  in  its  place  of  sileftce,  been 
A  trouble  and  a  shadow,  tinging  thought 
Witti  hues  too  deep  fbr  joy ! — I  never  looked 
On  my  fair  children,  in  Iheir  buoyant  miith, 
Or  sunny  sleep,  when  all  the  gentle  air 
Seemed  glowing  with  their  quiet  blessedness. 
But  o'er  my  soul  there  came  a  shuddering  sense 
Of  earth,  and  its  pale  changes ;.  even  like  that 
Which  vaguely  mingles  with  our  gk>rious  dreams, 
A  restless  and  disturbing  consciousness 
That  the  bright  things  mvst  frulel — How  have  1 

shrunk 
From  the  dull  murmur  of  th*  anquiet  voice, 
With  its  k>w  tokens  of  mortality. 
Till  my  heart  fronted  'mUst  their  smiles!— 4hflh 


-—Where  are  those  glad  kwks  now? — Could  they 

go  down. 
With  all  their  joyous  light,  that  seemed  not  earth's, 
To  the  cold  grave  1-^Mr  children  !-^Righteous 

Heaven! 
There  floats  a  dark  .remembrance  o'er  my  brain 
Of  one  who  told  me,  vrith  relentless  eye, 
That  ftoehottld  be  the  hour  I 


XIMENA  e 

Ximena.  They  are  gone  forth 
Unto  the  rescue ! — strong  in  heart  and  nope. 
Faithful,  though  few ! — My  mother,  let  thy  prayeit 
Call  on  the  land's  good  saints  to  lift  once  more 
The  sw6rd  and  cross  that  sweep  the  field  for  Spain. 
As  in  old  battle ;  so  thine  anus  e'en  yet 
May  clasp  thy  sons ! — ^For  me,  my  part  is  done? 
The  flame  which  dimly  might  have  lingered  yfi 
A  little  while,  hath  gathered  all  its  rays 
Brightly  to  sink  at  once ;  and  it  Is  wel] !    > 
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The  shaJowti  tn  around  me ;  to  thy  heart 
t^old  me,  that  I  may  die. 

Elmina,  My  child !— What  dream 
Is  on  thy  soul  7 — Even  now  thine  aspect  wears 
Life's  brightest  inspiration  1 
Ximena.  Death's! 
Elmina.  Away! 
Thine  eye  hath  atany  clearness,  and  thy  cheek 
Doth  glow  beneath  it  with  a  richer  hqe 
Than  tinged  its  earliest  flower  J 
.    Ximena.  It  Well  may  be  I 
There  are  far  deeper  and  far  warmer  hues 
Than  those  which  draw  their  colouring  firom  the 

founts 
Of  youth,  or  health,  or  hope. 

Elmina,  Nay,  speak  not  thus! 
There 's  that  about  thee  shining  which  would  send 
E'en  through  my  heart  a  sunny  glow  of  joy, 
Wer  ^t  not  for  these  sad  words.    The  dim  cold  air 
And  solemn  light,  which  wrap  these  tombs  and 

shrines 
As  a  pale  gleaming  shroud,  seem  kindled  up 
With  a  young  spirit  of  ethereal  hope 
Caught  irom  thy  mien  !-~Oh  no !  this  is  not  death ! 
Ximena.  Why  should  )iot  He,  whose  touch  di*- 

solves  Obr  chain, 
Put  on  his  robes  of  beauty  when  he  comes 
As  a  deliverer? — He  hath  many  forms, 
They  should  not  aU  be  fearful  f— If  his  call 
Be  but  our  gathering  to  that  distant  land 
For  whose  sweet  waters  we  have  pined  with  thirst, 
Why  should  not  its  prophetic  sense  be  borne 
Into  the  heart's  deep  stillness,  with  a  breath 
Of  sununer-winds,  a  voice  of  melody, 
Solemn,  yet  lovely 7— Mother !  I  depart! 
^Be  it  thy  comfort,  in  the  after-days, 
That  thou  hast  seen  me  thus  I 

Elmina,  Distract  me  not 
With  such  wild  feais!  Can  I  bear  on  with  life 
When  thod  art  gone  7— Thy  voice,  thy  step,  thy 

smile, 
Passed  fnm  my  path !— Alas  >  even  now  thine 

eye 
Is  changed-^thy  cheek  is  fadirig ! 

Ximena.  Ay,  the  clodds 
Of  the  dun  hour  are  gathering  o'er  my  sight, 
And  yet  I  fear  not,  for  the  Ood  of  Help 
Comes  in  that  quiet  darkness!— It  may  sooth 
Thy  woes,  my  mother!  if  I  tell  thee  now, 
With  what  glad  calmness  I  behold  the  veil 
Falling  between  me  and  the  world,  wherein 
My  heart  so  ill  hath  rested. 
Elmina.  Thine! 
Ximena.  Rejoioe 
For  her,  that,  when  the  garland  of  her  life 
Was  bl^hted,  and  the  springs  of  hope  were  dried, 
Reocived  her  summons  hence ;  and  had  no  time. 
Bearing  the  canker  at  th'  impatient  heart, 
To  wither,  sorrowing  for  that  gift  of  Heaven, 


W  hich  lent  one  moment  of  eiirtenoe  fight» 
That  dinuned  the  rest  for  ever ! 

Elmina.  HowisthiB7 
My  child,  what  mean'st  thou  7 

Ximena.  Mother!  1  have  loved. 
And  been  beloved ! — the  sunbeam  of  an  hour. 
Which  gave  life's  hidden  treasures  to  mine  eye^ 
As  they  lay  shining  in  their  secret  founts, 
Went  out,  and  left  them  colourless.^ 'Tis  part— 
And  what  remains  on  earth  7 — the  rainbow  mist, 
Through  which  I  gazed,  hath  melted,  and  my  sight 
Is  cleared  to  look  on  all  things  as  they  are ! 
— But  this  is  far  too  mournful !— Life's  dark  gift 
Hath  &llen  too  early  and  too  cold  .upon  me  I 
— Therefore  I  would  go  hence ! 

Elmina.  And  thou  hast  loved 
Unknown 

Ximena.  Oh!  pardon,  pardon  Uiat  I  veiled 
My  thoughts  from  thee ! — But  thou  IukLi  woes 

enough. 
And  mine  came  o'er  me  when  thy  soul  had  need 
Of  more  than  mortal  strength ! — ^For  I  had  scarce 
Given  the  deep  consciousness  that  I  was  loved 
A  treasure's  place  within  ray  secret  heart, 
When  eartli's  brief  joy  went  from  me  1 

'Twos  at  mom 
I  saw  the  warriofs  to  their  field  go  forth, 
And  he — my  chosen — was  there  amongst  the  rest. 
With  Ids  young,  glorious  lirow ! — I  looked  again — 
The  strife  grew  dark  beneath  me — ^but  i>^  plume 
Waved  free  above  the  lances. — Yet  again — 
— It  had  gone  down !  and  steeds  were  trampling 

o'er 
The  spot  to  wluch  mine  eyes  were  riveted. 
Till  blinded  by  th'  iotenseness  of  their  gaie ! 
— And  then— at  lastr— «I  hurried  to  the  gate, 
And  met  him  there! — I  met  him ! — on  his  shield, 
And  with  his  cloven  helm,  and  shivered  sword, 
And  dark  hair  steeped  in  blood  !--They  bore  htm 

past — 
Mother ! — I  saw  his  face ! — Oh !  such  a  death 
Works  iearful  changes  on  tlie  fair  of  earth, 
The  pride  of  woman's  eye ! 

Elmina.  Sweet  daughter,  peace  I 
Wake  not  the  dark  remembrance ;  for  thy  frame— 

Ximena.  — There  u-i^  be  peace  ere  long.  I  shut 
my  heart. 
Even  as  a  tomb,  o'er  that  lone  silent  grie^ 
That  I  might  spare  it  thee ! — ^But  now  the  hour 
Is  come  when  that  which  would  have  pierced  thy 

soul 
Shall  be  its  heafing  balm.    Oh !  weep  thou  not, 
Save  with  a  gentle  sorrow  I 

Elmina.  Must  it  be 7 
Art  thou  indeed  to  leave  me  7 

Ximena  {esuUingly).  Be  thou  glad ! 
I  say,  rejoice  above  thy  &vottred  child  1 
Joy,  for  the  soldier  when  his  field  is  ioU{j^ht, 
Joy,  for  the  peasant  when  his  vintage  ta*4 
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Js  doMd  at  eve  !^-But  DMMt  of  all  for  her, 
Who^  when  her  life  changed  ita  glittering  robes 
For  the  dull  garb  of  aorrow,  wl^ch  doth  ding 
So  heavily  around  the  joumeyers  on^ 
Cast  down  ita  weight--«nd  slept! 

ElminA,  Alaa!  thine  eye 
Is  wandering-x-yet  how  brightly ! — Is  this  death, 
Or  some  high  wondrous  viaioni— Speak,  my  child ! 
How  is  it  with  thee  nowT 

Xhnena{'i$Udly),  IseeitstiU! 
Tis  floating,  like  a  glorious  cloud  on  high, . 
My  father's  banner !— Hear'st  thou  not  a  sound? 
The  trumpet  of  Castilel^Praise,  praise  to  Heaven 
—Now  may  the  weaiy  rest!— Be  stUll—Who calls 
The  night  so  fearful  1 [She  dies. 

Elmina,  Nol  she  is  not  dead ! 
— Ximena ! — speak  to  nie ! — Oh !  yet  a  tone 
From  that  sweet  voice,  that  I  may  gather  in 
One  more  remembrance  of  its  lovely  sound, 
Ere  the  deep  silence  fall  1— What  1  is  all  hushed  7 
— No,  no! — it  can  not  be  !-^How  sliould  we  bear 
The  dark  misgivings  of  our  souls,  if  Heaven 
Left  not  such  beings  with  as7«— But  is  this 
Her  wonted  look  1 — too  sad  a  quiet  lies 
On  its  dim  fearful  beauty ! — Sfjeak,  Ximena  \ 
Speak ! — my  heart  dies  within  me ! — She  is  gone, 
With  all  her  blessed  smiles  I— My  child !  my  child ! 
Where  art  thou  1 — ^Wbere  is  that  which  answered 

me, 
From   thy  soft^shiuing  eyes! — Hush!  doth  she 

movel 
— One  light  lock  seemed  to  tremble  on  her  brow, 
As  a  pulse  throbbed  beneath ; — 'twas  but  the  voice 
Of  my  despair  that  stirred  it ! — She  is  gone  t 

[She  throve  henelf  on  the  body.     Gonsalez 
enterif  alonej  and  wounded. 

Elmina  (rieing  at  he  approaches).  I  must  not 
now  be  scorned ! — No,  not  m  look| 
A  whisper  of  reproach  !-*Behold  my  wo ! 
^Thou  canst  not  scorn  me  now ! 

Gonzalez.  Hast  thou  heard  a//? 

Jilmina.  Thy  daughter  on  my  bosom  laid  her 
head, 
And  passed  away  to  rest — ^Behold  her  thersi 
Even  such  as  death  hath  made  her  !(8) 

Gonzalez  {bending  over  Ximena^e  hody).  Thou 
art  gone 
A  little  while  before  me,  oh,  my  chUcl ! 
Why  shoukl  the  traveller  weep  to  part  with  those 
That  scarce  an  hour  will  reach  their  promised  land 
Ere  he  too  cast  his  pilgrim  staff  away,     , 
And  spread  his  couch  beside  them? 

Elmina.  Must  it  be 
Henceforth  enough  that  onee  a  thing  so  fair 
Had  its  bright  place  amongst  us  ^ — Is  this  all? 
Left  ibr  the  years  to  come? — We  vrill  not  stay ! 
Earth's  chain  each  hour  grows  weaker. 

QonaaUz  {sHU  gazing  upon  Ximena).  And 
thoo'rtlaid 


To  slumber  in  the  shadow,  blessed  child ! 

Of  a  yet  stainless  altar,  and  beside 

A  sainted  warrior's  tomb!— Oh,  fitting  place 

For  thee  to  yield  thy  pure  heroic  soul 

Back  unto  him  that  gave  it !— And  thy  cheek 

Yet  smiles  in  its  bright  paleness! 

Elmina.  Hadst  thou  seen% 
The  look  with  which  she  passed 

Gonzalez  {still  bending  over  her).  Why,  *tis 
almost 
Like  joy  to  view  thy  beautiful  repose ! 
The  faded  image  of  that  perfect  calm 
Floats,  e'en  as  k>ng-foigotten  music,  back 
Into  my  weary  heart ! — No  dark  wild  spot 
On  thy  clear  brow  doth  tell  of  bloody  hands 
That  quenched  young  life  by  violence! — We  hav* 

seen 
Too  much  of  horror  in  one  crowded  hour, 
To  weep  for  aught,  so  gently  gathered  hence! 
— Oh!  man  leaves  other  traces! 

Elmina  {suddeidy  starting).   It  returns 
On  my  bewildered  soul! — Went  ye  not  fbrth 
Unte  the  rescue? — And  thou'rt  here  alone! 
— Where  are  my  sonsl 

Gonzalez  (solemnly).  We  were  too  late! 
Elmin<^.  Too  late! 
Hast  thou  noug;ht  else  to  tell  me  7 

Gonzalez.  I  brought  back 
From  that  last  field  tlie  banner  of  my  sires, 
And  my  own  death-woundv 
Elmina,  Thine! 
Gonzalez.  Another  hour 
Shall  hush  its  throbs  for  ever.    I  go  hence, 

And  with  me 

Elmina.  No ! — Man  could  not  lift  his  hands— 
—Where  hast  thou  left  thy  sons  7 
Goiizalez.  I  have  no  sons. 
Elmina.  What  hast  thou  said  7 
Gonzalez.  That  now  their  lives  not  one 
To  wear  the  glory  of  mine  ancient  house, 
When  I  am  gone  to  rest 
Elmina  {throwing  herself  on  the  ground,  and 
speaking  in  a  low  hurried  voxee).  In  one 
brief  hour,  all  gone ! — and  such  a  death ! 
— I  see  their  blood-  gush  forth! — their  graceful 

heads— 
— Take  the  dark  visbn  from  me,  oh,  my  God ! 
And  such  a  death  for  theml^l  was  not  there! 
They  were  but  mine  in  beauty  and  in  joy, 
Not  in  that  mortal  anguish ! — All,  all  gone  I 
—Why  should  I  struggle  more?— What  is  thi^ 

Power, 
Against  whose  might,  on  all  sides  pressing  us, 
We  strive  with  fierce  impatience,  which  but  lays 
Our  own  trail  spirits  prostrate? 

AJler  a  long^  pause). 
Now  I  know 
Thy  hand,  my  God !— and  they  axe  soonest  crusa 
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That  m(Mt  withstand  it!— I  rnift  no  mora. 

(Sortie*). 
A  Ught,  a  light  springB  up  from  grief  and  death, 
Wiiich  with  its  lolemn  radiarioe  doth  rereal 
Why  we  have  thus  heen  tried! 

Gonzalez.  Then  I  may  still 
Fix  my  last  look  on  thee,  in  holy  ]ore» 
Parting,  but  yet  with  hope  1 

Elmina,  {falling  at  his  feet).  Canst  thoa  for- 
give? 
—Oh,  I  have  driven  the  arrow  to  thy  heart, 
That  should  have  buried  it  within  mine  own, 
And  borne  the  pang  in  silence  I — I  have  cast 
Thy  life's  lair  honour,  in  my  wild  despair, 
As  an  unvalued  gem  upon  the  waves. 
Whence  thou  hast  snatched  it  back,  to  bear  from 

eartli, 
All  stainless,  on  thy  breast— Well  hast   thou 

done — 
But  I— canst  thou  forgive? 

Gonzalez.  Within  thid  hour 
I  have  stood  upon  that  verge  whence  mortals  fall, 
And  learned  how  'tis  with  one  whose  sight  grows 

dim. 
And  whose  foot  trembles  on  the  gulf's  dark  side, 
— Death  purifies  all  feeling — We  will  part 
In  pity  and  in  love. 

Elmina.  Death ! — And  thou  too 
Art  on  thy  way  I— Oh,  joy  for  thee,  high  heart! 
Glory  and  joy  for  thee !— The  day  is  closed, 
And  well  and  nobly  hast  thou  borne  thyself 
Through  its  long  battle-toils,  though  many  fwordi 
Have  entered  thine  own  soul  I — But  on  my  head 
Recoil  the  fierce  invokings  of  despair. 
And  I  am  left  far  distanced  in  the  race. 
The  lonely  one  of  earth ! — Ay,  this  is  just  ' 
I  am  not  worthy  that  upon  my  broast 
In  this,  tliine  hour  of  victory,  thou  shouldst  yield 
Thy  spirit  unto  God ! 

Gonzalez.  Thou  art!  thou  art  I 
Oh !  a  life's  love,  a  heart's  long  faithfulness, 
Even  in  the  presence  of  eternal  things. 
Wearing  their  chastened  beauty  all  undimmed. 
Assert  their  lofly  claims ;  and  these  are  not 
For  one  dark  hour  to  cancel ! — We  are  hero, 
Before  that  altar  which  received  the  vows 
Of  our  unbroken  youth,  and  meet  it  is 
For  such  a  witness,  in  the  sight  of  Heaven, 
And  in  the  face  of  death,  whose  shadowy  arm 
Comes  dim  between  us,  to  record  th'  exchange  . 
Of  our  tried  hearts'  forgiveness. — Who  are  they, 
That  in  one  path  have  journeyed,  needing  not 
Forgiveness  at  its  close? 

(A  Citizen  enters  haHily). 

Citizen.  The  Moors!  the  Moors! 

iwonzalez.  How!  is  the  city  stormed! 
Oti !  righteous  Heaven ! — ^for  this  I  looked  not  yet ! 
ilatu  all  been  done  in  vain  ^ — Why  then,  'tis  time 
Tor  prayer,  and  then  to  rei,I 


Citizen.  The  sun  shall  set, 
And  not  a  Christian  voios  be  left  for  prayer 
To-night  within  Valencia  l-^Round  our  walls 
The  paynim  host  is  gathering  forth'  aasanlli 
And  we  have  none  to  guard  them. 

Gonzalez.  Then  my  place 
[s  here  no  longer,^!  had  hoped  to  die   . 
Even  by  the  altar  and  the  ■epviehie 
Of  my  brave  sires — but-this  was  not  to  be ! 
Give  me  my  sword  again,  and  lead  me  henoe 
Back  to  the  ramparts.    I  have  yet  an  hour, 
And  it  hath  still  high  duties.-^Now,  my  wile  I 
Thou  mother  of  my  cluldrec— sf  the  de>  \ — 
Whom  I  name  unto  thee  in  steadfast  hope-* 
Farewell! 

Elmina.    No,  noi  luBweUI — H/  auil   hft« 


To  mate  itself  with  thine ;  and  by  thy  side 
Amidst  the  hurtling  lances  I  will  stand, 
A  9  one  on  whom  a  brave  man's  bve  hath  been 
Wasted  not  utteriy. 

<roRzaZe2.  I  thank  thee,  Heaten! 
That  I  have  tasted  of  the  awful  joy 
Which  thou  hsst  given  to  temper  hours  like  thii^ 
With  a  deep  sense  of  thee^  and  of  thine  ends 
In  these  dread  vintings! 
(  To  Elmina).  We  will  not  part, 
But  with  the  spirit's  parting ! 

Elmina.  One  farewell 
To  her,  that,  mantled  with  sad  loveliness, 
Doth  slumlier  at  our  feet!— My  blessed  child  I 
Oh !  in  thy  heart's  aifliction  thoo  wert  strong, 
And  holy  courage  did  pervade  thy  wo, 
As  light  the  troubled  waters! — Be  at  poaoe! 
Thou  wiiose  bright  spirit  made  Itself  the  soul 
Of  all  that  were  around  thee! — And  thy  life 
E'en  then  was  struck,  and  withering  at  the  core 
— Farewell ! — thy  partmg  look  hath  oh  me  fallen, 
E  en  as  a  gleam  of  heaven,  and  I  am  now 
More  like  what  thou  hast  been! — My  scwil  is 

hushed. 
For  a  still  sense  of  purer  worids  hath  sunk 
And  settled  on  its  depths  with  that  last  smile 
Which  from  thine  shone  forth. — Thou  hast  do< 

lived 
In  vain — ^my  child,  farewell  1 
Gonzalez.  Surely  for  thee 

I  Death  had  no  sting,  Ximena  !-^We  are  blest, 

I  To  learn  one  secret  of  the  shadowy  pass, 
From  such  an  aspect's  calmness.    Yet  once  mora 

'  I  kiss  thy  pale  young  cheek,  my  broken  flower! 

.  In  token  of  th'  undying  love  and  hope, 
Whose  land  is  far  away.  [EkeewU. 

SCENE — THE  WALLS  OF  THE  C|TY. 

HERNANDEZ.— A  few  Cltlscns  ^tlMTcd  rouid  him. 
Birnandez.  Why,  men  have  east  thr  treasure^ 


which  their  lives 
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Had  been  worn  down  in  gathering,  on  the  pyre, 
Ay,  ftt  their  hooaehold  hearths  have  lit  the  inand, 
Even  from  that  shrine  of  quiet  love  to  bear 
The  flame  which  gave  their  templea  and  th^ir 

homes, 
In  ashes,  to  the  winds! — ^Tbey  have  done  this, 
Making  a  blasted  void  where  once  the  sun 
Looked  upon  lovely  dwellings;  and  from  earth 
Razing  all  record  tiiat  on  such  a  spot 
Childhood  hath  sprang,  age  faded,  misery  Wept, 
And  frail  Humanity  knelt  before  her  Qod ; 
— They  have  done  thi9,  in  their  free  nobleness, 
Rather  than  see  the  spoiler's  tread  pollute 
Their  holy  places ! — Praise,  high  praise  be  theirs, 
Who  have  left  man  such  lessons  !^And  these 

things, 
Made  your  own  hills  their  witnesses ! — The  sky, 
Whose  arch  bends  o'er  yon,  and  the  seas,  wherein 
Your  rivers  pour  their  gohl,  rejoicing  saw 
The  altar,  and  the  birth-place,  and  the  tomb. 
And  all  memorials  of  man's  heart  and  faith. 
Thus  proudly  honoured  f^Be  ye  not  outdone 
By  the  departed ! — Though  the  godless  foe 
Be  close  upon  us,  we  have  power  to  snatch 
The  spoils  of  victory  from  him.    Be  but  strong  I 
A  few  bright  torches  and  brief  moments  yet 
Shall  baffle  his  flushed  hope,  and  we  may  die, 
Laughing  him  unto  scom.-^Rtse,  foHoW  me. 
And  thon,  Valencia!  triumph  in  thy  fate, 
The  ruin,  not  the  yoke,  and  make  thy  towers 
A  beafon  unto  Spain  I 

Citixen,  Well  follow  thee ! 
— Alas !  for  our  fidr  city,  and  the  homes 
Wherein  we  reared  our  children! — But  away! 
The  Moor  shall  plant  no  crescent  o'er  our  fajies! 

Voice  (from  a   Tknoer  on  the  JVdlU,)    Suc- 
cours!—^^astile!  Castile! 

Citizena  {ruahing  to  the  spot.)  It  is  even  so! 
Now  blessing  be  to  Heaven,  fbrwe  are  saved! 
Castile,  Castile! 

Voice  (from  the  TVwer.)  Line  after  line  of 
spears,  * 

Lance  after  lance,  upon  the  horizon's  verge^ 
Like  festal  lights  from  cities  bursting  up. 
Doth  skirt  the  plain! — In  fkith,  a  noble  host! 

Another  Voice,    The  Moor  hath  turned  him 
from  our  walls,  to  front 
Th'  advancing  might  of  Spain ! 

Citizens  (shoutiTtg.)  Castile !  Castile ! 

(GONZALEZ  eaten,  sapparted  by  ELMINA  ai^  a  Qtizea) 

Gonsalez,  What  shouts  of  joy  ave  these  1 

Hernandez.  Hall,  chieftain  1  hail! 
Thus  ev'n  in  death  'tis  given  thee  to  receive 
The  conqueror's  crown! — Behold  our  God  hath 

heard, 
And  armed  himself  with  vengeance ! — ^Lo!  they 
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Gonzalez.  I  knew,  I  knew 
Thou  wouldst  not  utterly,  my  God,  fonnike 
Thy  servant  in  his  need !— My  blood  am!  tears 
Have  not  sunk  vainly  to  th'  attesting  earth ! 
Praise  to  thee,  thanks  and  praise,  that  I  have  lived 
To  see  this  hour ! 

Elmina.  And  I  too  bless  thy  name, 
Though  thou  hast  proved  me  nnto  agony] 
Oh  God  1— Thou  God  of  chastening  I 

Voice  (from  the  Tovoer.)  They  move  onl 
I  see  the  royal  banner  in  the  air, 
With  its  emblazoned  towers! 

Gonzalez.  Gro,  bring  ye  forth    ^ 
The  banner  of  the  Cid,  and  plant  it  here, 
To  stream  above  me,  for  an  answering  sign 
That  the  good  cross  doth  hold  itv  lofty  place 
Within  Valencia  still!— What  see  ye  nowl 

Hernandez. '  I  see  a  kingdom's  might  upon  iti 
path, 
Moving  in  terrible  magnifioenoe. 
Unto  revenge  and  victory! — With  the  flash 
Of  knightly  swords,  up-springing  from 'the  ranks, 
As  meteors  from  a  still  and  gloomy  deep, 
And  with  the  waving  of  teii  thousand  plumes, 
Like  a  land's  harvest  in  the  autumn-wind, 
And  with  fierce  light,  which  is  not  of  the  sun, 
But  flung  from  sheets  of  steel— it  comes,  it  comeS| 
The  vengeance  of  our  God  I 

Gonzalez.  1  hear  it  now, 
The  heavy  tread  of  mail-clad  multitudes, 
Like  thunder-showen  upon  the  forest-paths. 

Hernandez.  Ay,  earth  knows  well  the  omen  of 
that  sound, 
And  she  hath  echoes,  like  a  sepulchre's, 
Pent  in  her  secret  hollows,  to  respond 
Unto  the  step  of  death ! 

Gonzalez.  Hark!  how  the  wind 
Swells  proudly  to 'the  battle-march  of  Spcdnl 
Now  the  heaict  feels  its  power ! — A  little  while 
Grant  me  to  live,  my  God ! — What  pause  is  this  I 

Hernandez.   A  deep  and  dreadful  one! — uit 
serried  files 
Level  their  spears  for  combat ;  now  the  hoetr 
Look  on  each  other  in  their  Wooding  wrath, 
Silent,  and  fiice  to  face. 

TOICES  BEARD  WITHOUT,  CHINTIRO. 

Calm  on  the  bosom  Of  thy  God, 

Fair  spirit ! .  rest  thee  now ! 
E'en  while  with  ours  thy  footsteps  trod, 

His  seal  was  on  thy  bro^. 

Dust,  to  its  narrow  house  beneath  I 

Soul,  to  its  place  on  high  I 
They  that  have  seen  thy  look  in  deatn 

No  iflore  may  fear  to  diel 

Blmina  (to  Gonzalez.)  It  is  the  dedth-nmiD 
o'er  thy  daughter's  bier  I 
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^But  I  am  cafai,  and  e'en  like  gentle  winds, 
That  muAC,  through  the  etillnen  of  my  heart, 
Sends  mournful  peace. 

Gonzalez.  Oh !  well  thoee  solemn  tones 
Accord  with  such  an  hour,  for  all  her  life 
Breathed  of^a  hero's  soul ! 
[A  aound  qfirumpcU  and  shautingfrom  the  plain. 

Hernandez,   Now,   now  they  closel— Haik! 
what  a  dull  dead  sound 
Is  ill  the  Moorish  war-shout ! — I  have  known 
Such  tones  prophetic  oft. — ^The  shock  is  given^ 
Lo!  they  have  placed  their  shields  before  their 

hearts,  ^ 

And  lowered  their  lances  with  the  streamers  on, 
And  on  their  steeds  bent  forward ! — God  |br  Spain  I 
The  first  bright  sparks  of  battle  have  been  struck 
From  spear  to  spear,  across  the  gk^aming  field ! 
— There  is  no  sight  on  which  the  blue  sky  looks 
To  match  with  this!— 'Tis  not  the  gallant  crests, 
Nor  banners  with  their  glorious  blaionry; 
The  very  nature  and  high  soul  of  man 
Doth  now  reveal  itself  I 

Gonzalez.  Oh,  raise  me  up, 
That  I  may  look  upon  the  noble  scene ! 
—It  will  not  be!— That  this  dull  mist  would  pass 
A  moment  from  my  sight!— Whence  rose  that 

shout, 
As  in  fience  triumph  ? 

Hernandez  (clasping  hia  hantU.)  Must  I  look 
on  thist 
"The  banner  sinks^Vis  take^l 

Gonzalez.  Whose  1 

Hernandez.  Castile's  1 

Gonzalez.  Oh,  God  of  Battles  1 

Elmina.  Cahn  thy  noble  heart  I 
Thou  wilt  not  pass  away  without  thy  meed. 
Nay,  rest  thee  on  my  bosum. 

Hernandez.  Cheer  thee  ye>» 
Our  knights  have  spurred  to  rescue. — There  is 

now 
A  whirl,  a  mingling  of  all  terrible  things,    . 
Yet  more  appalling  than  the  fierce  distinctness 
Wherewith  they  moved  before  1 — I  sec  tall  plumes 
All  wildly  tossing  o'er  the  battle's  ilde, 
Swayed  by  the  wrathful  motion,  and  the  press 
Of  desperate  men,  as  cedar-boughs  by  storms. 
Many  a  white  streamer  there  is  dyed  with  blood, 
Many  a  false  corslet  broken,  many  a  shield 
Pierced    through! — Now,    shout    for    Santiago, 

shout ! 
Lo  I  javehns  with  a  moment's  brightness  cleave 
The  thickening  dust,  and  barbed  steeds  go  down 
With  their  hehned  riders ! — Who,  but  one,  can  tell 
How  spirits  part  amidk  that  fearful  rush 
And  trampling  on  of  furious  multitudes'} 

Gonsalez.  Thou 'rt  silent ! — See'st  thou  more  1 
-My  soul  grows  dark. 

tigrnandez.  And  dark  and  troubled  as  an  an- 
gry sea, 


Dashing  some  gaBant  annament  in  soorn 
Against  its  rocks,  is  all  on  which  I  gaiel 
— I  can  but  tell  thee  bow  tall  speais  are  crossed, 
And  lances  seem  to  shiver,  and  proud  helms 
To  lighten  with  the  strokei— But  round  the  spot, 
Where,  like  a  stomirfelled  mast,  our  standard  sank, 
The  heart  of  battle  bums. 

Gontalcz.  Where  is  that  spot  1 

Hernadez.  It  is  beneath  the  kmely  tuft  (»f  palms, 
That  lift  their  green  heads  o'er  the  tamolt  still, 
In  calm  and  stately  grace. 

Gonzalez.  TTiere,  didst  thou  say? 
Then  God  is  with  ys,  and  we  muet  prsvail  f 
For  on  that  spot  they  died ! — My  childssn's  bkwd 
Calls  on  th'  avenger  thence  I 

Elmina,  They  perished  there ! 
— And  the  bright  locks  that  waved  so  joyously 
To  the  free  winds,Jay  trampled  and.  defiled 
Ev'n  on  that  place  of  death !— Oh,  Merciful  1 
Hush  the  dark  thought  within  me ! 

Hernandez  (tnlhsuddenesullalion).  Who  ishe^ 
On  the  white  steed,  and  with  the  casUed  helm. 
And  the  gold-broidered  mantle,  which  doth  float 
E'en  like  a  sunny  cloud  above  the  fight; 
And  the  pale  cioss,  which  from  his  breast-plat« 

gleams 
With  star-like  radiance? 

Gonzalez  (eagerly).  Didst  thou  say  the  cross? 

Hernandez,  On  his  mailed  bosom  shines  a  broad 
white  cross. 
And  his  long  plumage  through  the  darkeniag  sir 
Strearzis  like  a  snow-wceath. 

Gonzalez.  That  should  be — 

Hernandez.  The  king ! 
— ^Was  it  not  told. us  how  he  sent,  nf  late. 
To  the  Cki's  tomb,  e'en  for  the  sil^r  cross, 
Which  he  who  slumbers  there  was  yront  to  bind 
O'er  his  brave  heart  in  fight  ?(9) 

Gonzetlez  (springing  upJoyfuUy).  My  kijigl 
my  king !  ' 

Now  all  good  saints  for  Spain  !-^My  noble  king! 
And  thou  art  there ! — ^That  I  might  look  once  ixMn 
Upon  thy  face  !-^But  yet  \  thank  thee,  Heaven  I 
That  thou  host  sent  him  from  my  dying  hands 
Thus  to  receive  his  city  1  , 

[He  einke  back  into  ElmimCe  arm», 

Hernandez,  He  hath  cleared 
A  pathway  'midst  the  combat,  and  the  light 
Follows  his  charge  through  yon  close  living  mass. 
E'en  as  the  gleam  on  some  proud  vessel's  wake 
Along  the  stormy  waters ! — 'Tis  redeemed — 
The  castled  banner ! — U  is  flung  once  more 
In  joy  and  glory,  to  the -sweeping  winds! 
— ^There  seems  a  wavering  through  the  paynim 

hosts — 
Castile  doth  press  them  sore — Now,  now  rejoice  I 

Gonzalez.  What  hast  thou  seen  ? 

Hernandez  Abdullah  falls  1    Hefiiilsl 
The  man  of  blood  > — the  spoiler  1  be.hath  snuiC 
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Ill  our  king's  path  I— Well  hath  that  loyal  sword 
AvengMl  thy  oaoae,  Gronzalcs! 

They  give  way, 
The  Crericent'a  van  is  broken ! — On  the  hilla 
And  the  dark  pine-woods  may  the  infidel 
Call  vainly,  in  his  agony  of  fear, 
To  cover  him  from  vengeance  1 — Lol  they  flyl 
They  of  the  forest  and  the  wilderness 
Ara  scalterod  e'en  as  leaves  upon  the  wind  1 
Wo  to  the  sons  of  Afric . — I«t  the  plains, 
And  the  vine-mountains,  and  Hesperian  seas, 
Take  their  dead  unto  them ! — that  bkxNl  shall  wash 
Oar  soil  from  stains  of  bondage. 

GoiutaUz  {aUempUng  to  ^cute  himaelf).  Set  me 
free! 
Come  with  roe  forth,  for  I  must  greet  my  king, 
After  his  battle-fieki! 

Hernandez.  Ob,  blest  in  dieath  I 
Chosen  of  Heaven,  farowell ! — Look  on  theCnss^ 
And  part  from  earth  in  peace  I 

Chnzaiez^  Now  chaige  once  more  I 
Grod  i»  with  Spain,  and  Santiago'^  sword 
Is  reddening  all  the  air!-^hout  forth  *CaBti]»!' 
The  day  is  ours! — I  go!  but  fear  ye  not ! 
For  Aftie's  lance  is  broken,  and  my  sons 
Have  won  their  first  good  field  !  [Be  diet, 

Elmina.  Look  on  me  yet  t 
Speak  one  fiirewell,  my  husband  !*-mu8t  thy  voice 
Enter  my  soul  no  mon !— Thine  ey^  is  fized-^ 
Now  is  my  life  uprooted, — and  *tis  well. 

(A  Simnd  qf  triumphant  Mvuie  ie  heard^  and 
Viany  Caetilian  Knighte  and  SoUUere 
enter). 

A  Citizen,  Hush  your  triumphal  sounds,  al- 
though ye  eome 
E'en  as  deliverenl — But  the  noble  dead. 
And  those  that  mourn  them,  claim  from  human 

hearts 
0eep  silent  reverence. 

Elmina  {riting  proudly),  No^  swell  forth,  Cas- 
tflel 
Thy  trumpet-music,  till  the  seas  and  heavens, 
And  the  deep  hills,  give  every  stormy  note 
Echoes  to  ring  through  Spain  !«^How,  know  ye 

not 
That  all  arrayed  ibr  triumph,  crowned  and  robed 
With  the  strong  spirit  which  had  saved  the  land, 
Ev'n  now  a  conqueror  to  his  rest  is  gonel 
—Fear  not  to  break  that  sleep,  but  let  the  wind 
Swell  on  with  victory's  shout ! — He  will  not  hear— - 
Hath  earth  a  sound  mora  sad  7 

Hemofndez.  Lift  ye  the  dead, 
And  bear  him  vrith  the  banner  of  his  race 
Waving  abo(ve  him  proudly,  as  it  waved 
O'er  tho  Cid's  battles,  to  the  tomb,  wherem 
His  warrioTHiiros  aro  gathered. 

[  TTiey  raUo  the  body, 

ElnUnA.  Ay,  tb  thus 
llion  shonUst  be  honoured !— And  I  §aUow  thee 


With  an  unfaltering  and  a  lofty  step, 

To  that  last  home  of  glory.    She  that  wean 

In  her  deep  heart  the  memory  of  thy  love 

Shall  thence  draw  strength  for  all  things,  till  the 

God, 
Whose  hand  around  her  hath  unpeopled  earth, 
Lopking  upon  her  still  ami  chastened  soul, 
Call  it  once  more  to  thitie ! 

{^Totho  CoBtUiane). 

Awake,  I  say. 
Tambour  and  trumpet,  wake  I— And  let  the  Und 
Through  all  her  mountains  hear  your  funeral  peal  I 
— So  should  a  hero  pass  to  hii  repose. 

[Exeunt  < 


NOTES. 

Note  1,  page  41,  coL  L 
Mountain  Christians,  those  natives  of  Spain, 
who,  under  their  prince,  Pelayo,  took  refuge 
amongst  the  mountains  of  the  northern  provinces^ 
where  they  maintained  their  religion  and  lilierty, 
whilst  the  rest  of  their  country  was  overrun  by  the 
Moors. 

Note  2,  page  49,  coL  L 
Oh,  Am  doth  aorrow  pan^  &c 
Frey  geht  4as  Unglfick  durch  die  ganse  En]« 
Schmn*9  Death  <^  WaUenetein^  act  Iv.  tc  2. 

Note  3,  page  50,  col.  3. 
Tizona,  the  fire-brand.    The  name  of  the  Cid's 
favourite  sword,  taken  in  battle  from  the  Moorish 
king  Hucar. 

Note  4,  page  50,  coL  d. 
now  he  won  Valencia  from  the  Moor,  && 
Valencia,  which  has  been  repeatedly  besieged, 
and  taken  by  the  armies  of  different  nations,  n>- 
maincd  in  the  possession  of  the  Moors  fi>r  an  hun- 
dred and  seventy  yean  after  the'Cid's  death.  It 
was  regained  from  them  by  King  Don  Jayme  'of 
Aragon,  surnamed  the  Conqueror;  after  whose 
success  I  have  ventured  to  suppose  it  governed  by 
a  descendant  of  the  Campeador. 

Note  5,  page  57,  coL  2. 
It  was  a  Spanish  tradition,  that  the  great  bell  ol 
the  Cathedral  of  Saragossa  alwayb  tolled  sponta* 
neously  before  k  king  y{  Spain  died. 

Notd  6k  page  d8,  col.  2. 
'  El  que  en  buen  bora  nasoo  f*  he  that  was  bora 
in  happy  liour.    An  appellation  given  to  the  Cid 
in  the  ancient  chronicles. 

Note  7,  page  56,  col  2 
For  this,  and  the  subsequent  allusions  to  Spanisb 
legends,  see  Tlie  Bomcnee*  and  Chronicle  iff  the 
Cid, 
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Nato8,  pag«€3,  ool.  1. 

"  La  voila,  telle  que  la  mort  nous  I'a  faite  I" — 
Botsuelf  OraUoru  F%Pichre9. 

Note  a,  page  66^001.2.    , 
This  dnunutance  is  reeorded  of  ffiqg  Don  Al- 


fonso, the  last  of  that  name.  He  sent  to  the  Cid*t 
tomb  for  the  cro«  whicb  tnat  warrior  waa  acena^ 
tomed  to  wear  upon  hia  breast  when  he  went  to 
battle,  and  bad  it  made  into  one  for  himself ;  "  be- 
cause of  the  faith,  which  he  hsd,  that  thiDOgh  it 
he  should  obtain  the  victory." — Southei^t  Cknni' 
cUqftheOd. 


^Tfie  Wtmfftu  of  ^Alevmo. 


A  TRAGEDY. 

IN  FIVE  ACTS. 


DRAMATIS  PERSON-E. 

COOHT  DI  PrOCIDA. 

RaiMond  ni  Procjda,  his  Son. 
Eribert,  Viceroy, 
De  Couci. 
montalba. 

Go  I  DO. 

Albert!. 
Akselmo,  d  Monk. 

VlTTORlA. 

Constance,  Sister  to  Eribert, 
Noblet,  Soldier*,  Messengers,  Vassals,  Peasants, 

BCENE — PALERMO. 


ACT  THE  FIRST. 

■CEKE  I.— A  VALLEY,  WITH  VINEYARDS  AND  COT- 
TAQES. 

Gioopt  of  Peaaams-FROCIDA,  di^uised  as  a  migilin, 
amongst  tUcm. 

First  Peasant.  Ay,  this  was  wont  to  be  a  fes- 
tal time   . 
Cn  days  gone  by!  I  can  remember  well 
The  old  familiar  melodies  that  rose 
At  break  of  morn,  from  all  our  purple  hills, 
To  welcome  in  the  vintage.    Never  shice 
Hath  music  seemed  so  sweet.  But  the  light  hearts 
Which  to  thoee  measures  boat  so  joyously 
Are  tamed  to  stillness  now.    There  is  no  voice 
Of  joy  through  all  the  land. 

Second  Peasants  Yes  1  there  are  sounds 
Of  revelry  within  ^he  palaces. 
And  the  fiiir  castles  of  our  ancient  lordtf, 
W  here  now  the  stranger  banquets.    Ye  may  hear, 
Prom  thence  the  peals  of  song  and  laughter  rise 
At  midnight's  deepest  hour. 

TMrdPeasant.  Alasl  we  sat 
In  happier  days,  so  peacefully  beneath 


The  olives  and  the  vmes  our  Others  reared, 
Endroled  by  our  children,  whose  quick  slept 
Flew  by  us  in  the  dance  1  The  time  hath  beea 
When  peacewaa  in  the  hamlet,  wheresoe'er  . 
The  storm  might  gather.    But  this  yoke  of  France 
Falls  on  the  peasant's  neck  as  heavily 
As  on  the  crested  chieftain's.    We  are  bowed 
E'en  to  the  earth. 

Pea$ant*s  Child,  My  father,  tell  me  when 
Shall  the  gay  dance  and  song  egain  resound 
Amidst  our  chesnut-woods,  as  in  those  days 
Of  which  thou'it  wont  to  tell  the  joyous  tale  % 

Pint  Peasant.  When  there  are  light  itnd  leck* 
leas  hearts  onoe  more 
In  Sicily's  green  vales.    Alasl  my  boy, 
Men  meet  not  now  to  quaff  the  flowing  bowl, 
To  hiear  the  miithful  song,  and  cast  aside 
The  weight  of  work-day  care:— they  ineeC,  to 

speak 
Of  wrongs  and  sorrows,  and  to  whisper  thoughts 
They  dare  not  b^reathe  aloud. 

Procida  (from  the  back  ground).  Ay,  it  b  well 
So  to  relieve  th'  o'erburdened  heart,  which  pants 
Beneath  its  weight  of  wrongs ;  but  better  fiir 
In  silence  to  avenge  theml 

An  old  Peasant.  What  deep  voice 
Came  with  that  sCartling  tonel 

First  Pecuant.  It  was  our  guest  s. 
The  stranger  pilgrim,  who  hath  sojourned  hen 
Since  yester-mom.    Qood  neighbours,  mark  hixD 

well: 
He  hath  a  stately  bearing,  find  an  eye 
Whose  glance  looks  through  the  heart    His  nuen 

accords 
III  with  suQfa  vestmenta.    How  he  foMs  lowod  him 
His  pUgrim-cIoak,  e'en  as  it  were  a  robe 
Of  knightly  ermine  1  That  commanding  irtep 
Should  have  been  used  in  ooorts  and  camps  to 

move. 
Mark  him! 

Old  Peasant.  Nay,  rather^  mark  him  not:  the 
times 
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Are  feariiil,  and  they  teach  the  boldest  hearts 
A  cauriouB  lesson.    What  should  bring  him  here  1 

A  Youth.  Hespokeofwngeanoef 

Old  Peasant.  Peace !  we  are  beset 
By  snares  on  every  side,  and  we  must  learn 
In  silence  and  in  patience  to  endure. 
Talk  not  of  vengeance,  for  the  word  is  death. 

Procida  {comtng  /vnoard  indignantly).    The 

word  is  death  1  And  what  hath  life  for  thee 

That  thou  shouldst  cling  to  it  thus  1  thou  abject 

thing ! 
Whose  veiy  soul  is  moulded  to  the  yoke, 
And  stamped  with  servitude.    What!  is  it  life, 
Thus  at  a  breeze  (o  start,  to  school  thy  voice 
Into  low  fearful  whispers,  and  to  cast 
Pale  jealous  looks  around  thee,  lest,  e'en  then, 
Strangeis  should  catch  its  echo  7 — Is  there  aught 
In  this  so  precious,  that  thy  furrowed  check 
Is  blanched  with  tcrror.at  the  passing  thought 
Of  hazarding  some  few  and  evil  days, 
Which  drag  thus  poorly  on  7 

S(»ne  of  the  Peasants.  Away,  away! 
Leave  us,  for  there  is  danger  in  thy  presence. 

Proddos  Why,  what  is  danger  7 — Are  there 
deeper  ills 
Than  those  ye  bear  thus  calmly  7  Ye  have  drained 
The  cup  of  bitterness,  till  nought  romains 
To  fear  or  shrink  from — ^therefore,  be  ye  strong ! 
Power  dweileth  with  despair. — ^Why  start  ye  thus 
At  words  which  are  but  echoes  of  the  thoughts 
Locked  in  your  secret  souls  1 — Full  well  I  know. 
There  is  not  one  amongst  you,  but  htith  nuraed 
Some  proud  indignant  feeling,  which  doth  make 
One  conflict  of  his  life.    I  know  thy  wrongs, 
And  thine — and  thine, — ^bnt  if  within  your  breasts 
There  is  no  chord  that  vibrates  to  my  voice, 
Then  fare  ye  well. 

A  Youth  (coming  forward.)  No,  no!  say  on, 
say  on ! 
There  are  still  free  and  fiery  hearts  e'en  here. 
That  kindle  at  thy  wonls. 

Peasant,  If  that  indeed 
Thon  hast  a  hope  to  give  us. 

Prodda,  There  is  hope 
For  all  who  suffer  with  indignant  thoughts  ■ 
Which  work  in  nlent  strength.    What  1  think  ye 

Heaven 
O'erlooks  th'  oppressor,  if  he  bear  awhile 
His  crested  head  on  high  7 — I  tell  yon,  no ! 
Th'  avenger  will  not  sleep.    It  was  an  hour 
Of  triumph  to  the  conqueror,  when  our  king, 
Our  yoong  brave  Conradin,  in  life's  fair  morn. 
On  the  zed  scaffold  died.    Yet  not  the  less 
Is  justice  throned  above;  and  her  good  time 
Comes  rushing  on  in  storms:  that  royal  blood 
Bath  lifted  an  accusing  voice  from  earth, 
And  hath  been  heard.    The  traces  of  the  past 
Fade  in  man*s  lieart,  but  ne'er  doth  Heaven  forget. 


Peasant,  Had  we  but  anas  and  leaders,  we  an 
men 
Who  might  earn  vengeance  yet ;  but  wanting  these 
What  wouldst  thou  have  us  do  7 

Procida.  Be  vigilant  *, 
And  when  the  signal  wakes  the  land,  arise ! 
The  peasant's  arm  is  strong,  and  there  shall  be 
A  rich  and  noble  harvest    Fare  ye  well. 

[Exit  Procida, 

First  Peasant.  This  man  should  be  a  prophet: 
how  he  seemed 
To  read  our  hearts  with  his  dark  searching  glance 
And  aspect  of  command  I    And  yet  his  garb 
Is  mean  as  ours. 

Second  Peasant.  Speak  low ;  I  know  him  well 
At  first  bis  voice  disturbed  me  like  a  dream 
Of  other  days ;  but  I  remember  now 
His  form,  seen  oft  when  in  my  youth  I  served 
Beneath  the  banners  of  our  kings.    'Tis  he 
Who  hath  been  exiled  and  proscribed  so  long, 
The  Count  di  Pxocida. 

Peasant.  And  is  this  he? 
Then  Heaven  protect  him !  for  around  his  steps 
Will  many  snares  be  set 

Pirst  Peasant,  He  comes  not  thus 
But  with  some  mighty  purpose ;  doubt  it  not : 
Perchance  to  bring  us  freedom.    He  is  one, 
Whoee  faith,  through  many  a  trial,  hath  been  proved 
True  to  our  native  princes.    But  away  I 
The  noon-tide  heat  is  past,  and  from  the  aeas 
Light  gales  are  wandering  through  the  vineyards; 

no^ 
We  may  resume  our  toil. 

[Exeunt  Peasants, 

SCEN'E  II. — ^THE  TERBACE  OP  A  CASTLE. 
ERIBERT,    VITTORIA. 

Vittoria,  Have  I  not  told  thee,  that  I  bear  ^  heart 
Blighted  and  cold  7 — Th'  afi^tions  of  my  youth 
Lie  slumbering  in  the  grave ;  their  fount  is  closed. 
And  all  the  soft  and  playful  tenderness 
Which  hath  its  home  in  Woman's  breast,  ere  yet 
Deep  wrongs  have  seared  it  ^  all  is  fled  from  mine. 
Urge  me  no  more. 

Eribert.  O  lady!  doth  the  flower 
That  sleeps  entombed  through  the  long  wintry 

storms 
Unfold  its  beauty  to  the  breath  of  spring; 
And  shall  not  woman's  heart,  from  chill  despair, 
Wake  at  love's  voice  7 

Vittoria.  Love ! — make  lovers  name  thy  spell, 
And  I  am  strong ! — the  veiy  word  calls  up^ 
From  the.  dark  past,  thoughts,  feelings^  powers, 

arrayed 
In  arms  against  theel— Knowest  thou  vhtrni  1  kyved, 
While  my  soul's  dwelling-place  was  still  on  eartn '' 
One  who  was  bom  for  empire,  and  endowed 
With  such  high  gifts  of  princely  majes^, 

-■- ,^^ogle 
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As  bowed  all  hearts  before  him !— Was  he  not 
Brave,  royal,  beautiful  1— -And  such  he  died ; 
He  died !— hast  thou  for^rotten  I^And  thou  'rt  here, 
Thou  meetcst  my  glance  with  eye«  which  coldly 

looked, 
—Coldly ! — nay,  ratber  with  triumphant  gaze, 
Upon  his  murder ! — Desolate  as  I  am, 
Yet  in  the  mien  of  thine  affianced  bride, 
Oh,  my  lost  Conradin  I  there  should  be  still 
Somewhat  of  loftiness,  which  might  o'erawe 
The  hearts  of  thine  assassins. 

EHbert.  Haughty  dame  I 
If  thy  proud  heart  to  tenderness  be  doaed, 
Know,  danger  is  around  thee :  thou  hast  foes 
That  seek  thy  ruin,  and  my  power  alone 
Can  shield  thee  from  their  arts. 

Vittfma,  Provencal,  tell 
Thy  tale  of  danger  to  some  happy  heart, 
Which  hath  its  little  world  of  loved  ones  round, 
For  whom  to  tremble ;  and  its  tranquil  joys 
That  make  earth,  Paradise.    I  stand  alone ; 
—They  that  are  blest  may  fear. 

Kriberi.  Is  there  not  one 
Who  ne'er  commands  in  vain  7-^proud  lady,  bend 
riiy  spirit  to  thy  fate ;  for  know  that  he, 
Whose  car  of  triumph  in  its  earthquake  path 
O'er  the  bowed  neck  of  prostrate  Sicily, 
Hath  borne  him  to  dominion ;  be,  my  king, 
Charles  of  Anjou,  decrees  thy  hand  the  boon 
My  deeds  have  well  deserved;  and  who  hath  power 
Against  his  mandates! 

VUtoria.  Viceroy,  tell  thy  brd. 
That  e'en  where  chains  lie  heaviest  on  the  land, 
Souls  may  not  all  be  fettered.    Oft,  ere  now, 
Conqueron  have  rocked  the  earth,  yet  iaited  to 

tame 
Unto  their  purposes,  that  restless  fire. 
Inhabiting  man's  breast. — A  spark  bursts  foxthj 
And  so  they  perish ! — 'tis  the  fate  of  those 
Who  sport  with  lightning — And  it  may  be  his. 
— Tell  him  I  fear  him  not,  and  thus  am  free. 

EriberU  'Tiswell.    Then  nerve  that  loay  heart 
to  bear 
The  wrath  which  is  not  powerless.    Yet  again 
Bethink  thee,  lady! — ^Love  may  change — hath 

changed 
To  vigilant  hatred  oil,  whose  sleepless  eye 
Still  finds  what  most  it  seeks  for.    Fare  tliee  weR. 
— ^Look  to  it  yt?t ! — To-morrow  I  return. 

[BxUEribcrt. 

VUtoria.   To-morrow !— Some   era  now  have 
slept,  and  dreamt 
V/f  morrows  which  ne'er  dawned— <ir  ne'erfor  them; 
So  silently  their  deep  and  still  repose 
Hath  melted  into  death! — Are  there  not  balms 
(n  natun^s  boundless  realm,  to  pour  out  sleep 
Like  th's,  on  me  1— Yet  should  my  spirit  sttU 
Endure  iU  earthly  bonds,  till  it  could  bear 
Tc  Aif  a  glorious  tale  of  his  own  isle, 


Free  and  avenged. — Tlum  should'st  be  now  at 

work, 
In  wrath,  my  native  Etna!  who  dost  lift 
Thy  spiry  pillar  of  dark  smoke  so  high, 
Through  the  red  heaven  of  sunset  !-^«leep*st  thoo 

sUil, 
With  all  thy  founts  of  fire,  while  spoilers  tread 
The  glowing  vales  beneath  Y 

{Procida  entert  disguised.) 

Ha !  who  art  thoa, 
Unbidden  guest,  that  with  so  mute  a  step 
Dost  steal  upon  mef 

Procida.  Orte,  o'er  whom  hath  pass^ 
All  that  can  change  man's  aspect ! — Yet  not  long 
Shalt  thou  find  safety  in  foi^fulness. 
— I  am  he,  to  breathe  whose  name  is  perilous, 
Unless  thy  wealth  could  bribe  the  winds  to  silence. 
— Know'st  thou  this^  lady  1 —     [He  shows  a  ring 

VUtoria.  Righteous  Heaven !  the  pledge 
Amidst  his  people  from  the  scafiS)Id  tnrown 
By  him  who  perished,  and  whose  kingly  blood 
E'en  yet  is  unatoned. — My  heart  beats  high^ 
— Oh,  welcome,  welcome !  thou  art  Ptodda, 
Th'  Avenger,  the  Deliverer! 

Procida.  Call  me  so 
When  my  great  task  is  done.    Yet  who  can  tcH 
If  the  returned  be  welcome? — Many  a  heart 
U  changed  since  last  we  met. 

VUtoria.  Why  dost  thou  ga2e. 
With  such  a  still  and  solemn  earnestness, 
Uix)n  my  altered  mieni 

Procida.  That  I  may  read 
If  to  the  widowed  love  of  Conradin, 
Or  the  proud  Eribcrt's  triumphant  bride, 
I  now  entrust  my  fate. 

VUtoria,  Thou,  Proddaf 
That  thou  shouldst  wrong  ipe  thus ! — ^Prolong  thy 

ga2e 
Till  it  hath  found  an  answer. 

Procida.  'Tis  enough. 
I  find  it  in  thy  cheek,  whose  rapid  change 
Is  from  death's  hue  to  fever's;  in  the  wild 
Unsettled  brightness  of  thy  proud  dark  eye, 
And  in  thy  wasted  form.    Ay,  'tis  a  deep 
And  solemn  joy,  thus  in  thy  looks  to  trace. 
Instead  of  youth's  gay  bloom,  the  characters 
Of  noble  suflfering ;— ^n  thy  brow  the  same 
Commanding  spirit  holds  its  native  state 
Which  could  not  stoop  to  vileness.    Yet  the  voice 
Of  Fame  hath  told  afar  that  thou  ^ouldst  wed 
This  tyrant,  Eribert. 

VUtoria,  And  told  it/not 
A  tale  of  insolent  love  repelled  with  sconi, 
Of  stem  commands  and  fearful  menaces 
Met  with  indignant  courage  I^Procida  I 
It  was  but  now  that  haughtily  I  braved 
His  sovereign's  mandate,  which  decroes  my  hand. 
With  its  fkir  appanage  of  wide  domains 
And  wealthy  vassals,  a  most  fitting  boon 
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To  reoompenw  his  criine8.~^I  smiled — ay,  smiled — 
In  proud  aecurity!  fbr  the  high  of  heart 
Have  still  a  pathway  to  escape  dis^oe, 
Though  it  be  dark  and  lone. 

Proclda.  Thoa  shalt  not  need 
To  tread  its  shadowy  mazes.    Trast  my  words : 
I  tell  thee,  that  a  spirit  is  abroad, 
Which  will  not  slomber  till  iU  path  be  traced 
By  deeds  of  fearful  fame.    Viltoria,  live ! 
It  is  most  meet  that  then  tkouUUt  live,  to  see 
The  mighty  expiation ;  for  thy  heart 
(Forgive  me  that  I  wronged  its  faith)  hath  nursed 
A  high,  majestic  grief,  whose  seal  is  set 
Deep  on  thy  marble  brow. 

VxUoria,  Then  thou  camt  tell, 
By  gazing  on  the  withered  rose,  that  there 
Time,  or  the  blight,  hath  worked  I — Ay,  this  is  in 
Thy  vifion's  scope :  but  oh !  the  things  unseen, 
Untold,  undreamt  of,  which  like  shadows  pass 
Hourly  o'er  that  mysterions  world,  a  mind 
To  ruin  struck  by  grief! — ^Yet  doth  my  soul, 
Far,  *raidst  its  darkness,  nurse  one  soaring  ho^, 
Wherein  is  bright  vitality. — 'Tis  to  see 
Hi9  blood  avenged,  and  his  &ir  heritage, 
My  be&utiful  native  land,  in  glory  risen, 
Like  a  warrior  from  his  slumbers  I 

Proeida.  Hear'st  thou  not 
With  what  a  deep  and  omhioas  moan,  the  voice 
Of  our  great  mountain  swells'?^— There  will  be  soon 
A  fearful  burst  l^— Yittoria !  brood  no  more 
In  silence  o'er  thy  sorrows^  but  go  forth 
Amidst  thy  vassals,  (yet  be  secret  still) 
And  let  thy  breath  give  nurture  to  the  spark 
Thou  'It  find  already  kindled.    I  mo^e  on 
In  shadow,  yet  awakening  in  my  path 
That  which  shall  startle  nations.    Fare  thee  well. 

VUtoria.  AVben  shall  we  meet  again  7— Are  we 
not  tbose 
Whom  most  he  loved  on  earth',  and  think'st  thou 

not 
That  love  e'en  yet  shall  bring  his  spirit  near 
While  thus  we  hold  communion  1 

Proeida.  Yes,  I  feel 
Its  breathing  influence  whilst  I  look  on  thee, 
Who  wert  its  light  in  life.     Yet  will  we  not 
Make  womanish  tears  our  oJTering  on  his  tomb; 
Ho  shall  ha*0  nobler  tribute  I — I  must  hence, 
But  thou  shalt  soon  hear  more.    Await  the  time. 
[Exeunt  atparatdy. 

8CEICK  III. — THE  SEA  8H0BB. 
RAHffOND  m  PROCIDA.    CONSTTANCE. 

CoMtanee,  There  is  a  shadow  far  within  your 

eye. 
Which  bath  of  late  been  deepening.    You  were 

wont 
Upon  the  deamese  of  your  open  brow 
To  wear  a  brighter  spnit,  shedding  round 


Joy,  like  our  southern  sun.    It  is  not  well, 
If  some  dark  thought  be  gathering  o'er  your  soul. 
To  hide  it  from  afiectbn.    Why  is  this, 
My  Raimond,  why  is  this  1 

Bainumd.  Oh  I  from  the  dreams 
Of  youth,  sweet  Constance,  hath  not  manhood  slill 
A  wild  and  stormy  wakening  1 — They  depart, 
Light  after  light,  our  glorious  visions  fade, 
The  vaguely  beautiful  I  till  eaith,  unveiled, 
Lisa  pale  around ;  and  life's  realities 
Press  on  the  soul,  from  its  unfathomed  depth 
Rousing  the  fiery  feelings,  and  proud  thoughts, 
In  all  their  fearful  strength !— 'Tis  ever  thus, 
And  doubly  so  with  me;  for  I  awoke 
With  high  aspirings,  making  it  a  curse 
To  breathe  where  noble  minds  are  bowed,  as  here. 
—To  breathe  !-^It  is  not  breath ! 

Conatarue,  I  know  thy  grief, 
— And  is 't  not  minel — for  those  devoted  men 
Doomed  with  their  life  to  ez]Mate  some  wild  word, 
Born  of  the  social  hour.    Oh  1  I  hstve  knelt, 
E'en  at  my  brother's  feet,  with  fruitless  tears, 
Imploring  him  to  i^are.    His  heart  is  shut 
Against  my  voice ;  yet  will  i  not  forsake 
The  cause  of  merey. 

Raimond.  Waste  not  thou  thy  prayen, 
Oh,  gentle  k>ve,  for  them.    There's  little  need 
For  Pity,  though  t|ie  galling  chain  be  worn 
By  some  few  slaves  the  less.    Let  them  depart! 
There  is  a  world  beyond  th'  oppressor's  reach, 
And  thither  lies  their  way. 

Qmatanee.  Alas!  I  see 
That  some  new  wrong  hath  pieioed  you  to  the 

soul. 
.    Raimond.   Pardon,  beloved  Constance,  if  my 

words. 
From  feelings  hourly  stung,  have  caught,  per- 

chance, 
A  tone  of  bitterness. — Oh !  when  thine  eyes^ 
With  their  sweet  eloquent  thoughtfulness,  are 

fixed 
Thus  tenderly  on  mine,  I  should  forget 
All  else  in  their  sofl  beams ;  and  yet  I  came 
Totelltl^e— 

Constance,  Whati  What  woukkt  thou  sayl 
Ospeakt 
Thou  wouldst  not  leave  me  I 

Raimond.  I  have  cast  a  cloud, 
The  shadow  of  dark  thoughts  and  ruined  fortunes^ 
O'er  thy  bright  spirit.    Happily,  were  I  gone. 
Thou  wouldst  resume  thyself,  and  dwell  once  more 
In  the  clear  sunny  light  of  youth  and  joy, 
E'en  as  before  we  met — before  we  loved! 
'  Constanee.  Thb  is  but  mockery. — Well  tuoi» 

know'st  thy  love 
Hath  given  me  nobler  being;  made  my  heart 
A  home  for  all  the  deep  sublimities 
Of  strong  afiection ;  and  1  would  not  change 
Th'  exalted  life  I  dbraw  from  that  pure  sourc*^ 
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With  all  Ui  chequered  hues  of  hope  and  feai, 
Bv'n  for  the  brighteBtcaJm.    Thou  uioet  unkind ! 
Have  I  deeerved  thia? 

Baimond.  Oh  I  thou  haai  deserved 
A  love  less  fiital  to  thy  love  and  mine. 
Think  not  'tis  mockery  !—But  I  can  not  rest 
To  be  the  scorned  and  trampled  thing 'I  am 
In  tliia  de^aded  land.    Its  veiy  skiea, 
That  smile  as  if  but  festivals  were  held 
Beneath  their  cloudless  azure,  weigh  me  down 
With  a  dull  sense  of  bondage,  and  I  pine 
For  freedom's  chartered  air.    I  would  go  forth 
To  seek  my  noble  fiither;  he  hath  been 
Too  long  a  lonely  exile,  and  his  name 
Seems  fading  in  the  dim  obscurity 
Which  gathers  round  my  fortunes. 

Constance.  Must  we  part  7 
And  is  it  come  to  this  l~--Oh !  I  have  still 
Deemed  it  enough  of  joy  with  tkee  to  share 
E'en  grief  it8etf--and  now — but  this  is  vain; 
Alas!  too  deep,  too  fond,  in  woman's  love, 
Too  full  of  hope,  she  casts  on  troubled  waves 
The  treasures  of  her  soul  1 

RaimotuL  Oh,  speak  not  thnsl 
Thy  gentle  and  desponding  tones  fall  cokl 
Upon  my  inmost  heart. — I  leave  thee  but 
To  be  more  worthy  of  a  love  like  thine. 
For  I  have  dreamt  of  iame!^A  few  short  years, 
And  we  may  yet  be  blest. 

Qnutanee.  A  few  short  years ! 
Less  time  may  well  suffice  for  death  and  fate 
To  work  all  change  on  earth !— To  break  the  ties 
Which  early  love  had  formed ;  and  to  bow  down 
Th'  elastic  spirit,  and  to  blight  each  flower 
Strewn  in  life's  crowded  path!-<-But  be  it  so! 
Be  it  enough  to  know  that  happiness 
Meets  thee  on  other  shores. 

Raimond.  Where'er  I  roam 
Thou  shalt  be  with  my  s^ul  !-^Thy  soft  low  voice 
Shall  rise  upon  remembrance,  like  a  strain    > 
Of  music  heard  in  boyhood,  bringing  back 
Life's  morning  f^hncss. — Oh !  that  there  should  be 
Things,  which  we  love  with  such  deep  tenderness. 
But,  through  that  love,  to  learn  how  m«ch  of  wo 
Dwells  in  one  hour  like  thjs ! — Yet  weep  thou  not ! 
We  shall  meet  soon ;  and  many  days,  dear  love. 
Ere  I  depart. 

Ccnstanee.  T)ien  there's  a  resjMte  still. 
Days ! — not  a  day  but  in  its  course  may  bring 
Some  strange  vicimitnde  to  turn  aside 
Th!  impending  blow  we  shrink  from. — Fare  ihce 
well.  .    {returning)' 

-Oh,  Raimond!  this  is  not  our  last  farewell? 
Thou  wouldst  not  00  deceive  me  7 

Raimond.  Doubt  me  not, 
Gentlest  aiid  best  beloved !  we  meet  again. 

[Exit  Constance. 

havmond(jaftef  a  vauw).  When  shall  I  breathe, 
in  freedom,  ana  give  scope 


To  those  untaroeaUo  and  barmng  tbtfoglito 

And  restless  aspirations,  which  consomo 

My  heart  i'  th'  land  of  boodafe7— Oh!  with  yon, 

Ye  everiasting  imagca  of  power. 

And  of  infinity!  thou  blue-roiling  deep, 

And  you,  ye  stars !  whose  beams  are  chazacters 

Wherewith  the  oracles  of  faith  are  traced ; 

With  you  my  soul  finds  room,  and  casto  aside 

The  weight  that  doth    oppress  her.— But  my 

thoughts 
Arc  wandering  far;  there  should  be  one  to  shan 
This  awful  and  majestic  solitude 
Of  sea  and  heaven  with  me. 

(Procida  enter*  unobaerved). 
h  U  the  hour 
He  named,  and  yet  he  comes  not 

Procida  (coming  forward).  He  is  here. 

Raimond.     Now,   thou    myaterious   stranger, 
thdu,  whose  glance 
Doth  fix  itiiclf  on  memory,  and  pursue 
Thoi^ht,  like  a  ^irit,  haunting  its  k>ne  hoars; 
Rcvoal  thysolf;  what  art  thou  7 

Procida^  One,  whose  life 
Hath  Itcon  a  troubled  stream,  and  made  its  way 
T  I)  rough  rocks  and  darkness,  and  a  thousand  stonn^ 
With  still  a  mighty  aim.-~But  now  the  shades 
Of  eve  are  gathering  round  me,  and  I  come 
To  this,  my  native  land,  that  I  may  rest 
Beneath  its  vines  in  peace. 

Raimond.  Seek'st  thou  for  peace  7 
This  La  no  land  of  peace;  unless  that  deep 
And  Voiceless  terror,  which  doth  freese  men^ 

thoughu 
Back  to  their  source,  and  mantle  its  pale  mien 
With  a  dull  hoHow  semblance  of  reposo, 
May  so  be  called. 

Procida.  There  are  such  calms  full  oft 
Preceding  earthquakes.    But  I  have  not  been 
So  vainly  schooled  by  fortune,  and  inured 
T&  shape  my  course  on  peril's  dizr^  brink, 
That  it  should  irk  my  spirit  to  put  on 
Such  guise  of  hushed- submissivencss  as  best 
May  suit  the  troubled  aspect  of  the  times. 

Raimond.  Why,  then,  thou  art  weloome,  stran* 
ger !  to  tho  land 
Where  most  disguise  Lb  needful. — He  were  bold 
Who  now  should  wear  his  thoughts  upon  his  brtnt 
Beneath  Sicilian  skies.    The  brother's  eye 
Doth  search  distrustfully  the  brother's  face; 
And  fjriends,  whose  undivided  lives  have  drawn 
From  the  same  past,  their  long  remembrapces, 
Now  meet  in  terror,  or  no  move^  lest  hearts 
Full  to  o'ctflowing,  in  their  social  hour. 
Should  pour  out  sdme  rash  word,  which  roving 

winds 
Might  whisper  to  onr  conqueron-^This  it  is, 
To  wear  a  foreign  yoke. 

Procida.  It  mattere  not 
To  lum  who  holds  the  maiteiy  o'es  his  spfatt 
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And  CftD  suppreai  ka  workings,  till  endumnce 
Becoiiief  » luiuie.    We  can  tame  ounelvca 
To  all  extieuies,  and  there  is  that  in  Ufe 
Towhicn  we  ding  with  moet  tenadoui  grasp, 
Even  when  iU  lofty  claims  an  all  ledueed 
To  the  poor  common  privilege  of  breathing.— - 
Why  dost  thoa  turn  away  1 

Raifwnd.  What  wouldest  tlion  with  me  1 
I  deemed  thee,  by  th'  ascendant  sool  which  lived, 
And  made  its  throne  on  thy  commanding  hrow, 
One  of  a  aovereigQ  nature,  which  would  scorn 
So  to  abase  its  high  capacities 
For  aught  on  earth.    But  thou  ait  liko  the  rest. 
What  wouldest  thou  with  me  1 

Proeida,  I  would  counsel  thee, 
Thott  must  do  that  which  m^i^-*«y,  valiant  men, — 
Hourly  submit  to  do ;  in  the  proud  court, 
And  in  the  stately  camp,  and  at  the  boanl 
Of  midnight  levetlers,  whose  flushed  mirth  is  all 
A  strife,  won  hardly.— Where  is  he,  whose  heart 
lies  ban,  tl^oogh  ail  its  foldings,  to  the  gaae 
Of  mortal  eye  1— 4f  vengeanoe  wait  the  foe, 
Or  late  th'  oppressor,  'Us  in  depths  oonoealed 
Beneath  a  amiling  8iirfaoe.rrYoitth  I  I  say 
Keep  thy  soul  down  !->-Put  on  a  ra«sk  \-^\\»  worn 
Alike  by  power  and  weakness,  and  the  smooth 
And  specioiis  intercourse  of  hfe  requires 
Its  aid  in  every.soene. 

Raimand,  Away,  diaaembler  1 
life  hath  its  high  and  its  ignoble  tasks. 
Fitted  to  eveiy  nature.    Will  the  free 
And  foyal  eagle  itoop  to  learn  the  afte 
By  which  the  serpent  wins  his  speil-bottad  prey  1 
It  is  beeanae  I  will  wAek^be  myadf 
In  a  vile  garb  of  coward  semblances. 
That  now,  e'en  now,  I  struggle  with  my  heart, 
To  bid  what  most  I  iove  a  k>ng  ferewell. 
And  seek  my  country  on  some  distant  shore, 
Where  such  things  ar»  unknown ! 

Proeida  [exvUinglif).  Why,  this  is  joy  I 
After  a  long  conflict  with  the  doubts  and  fears, 
And  the  poor  subtleties  ci  meaner  minds, 
To  meet  a  spirit,  whose  bold  elastic  wing 
OppresBSon  bath  not  crashed!— High-heaxted  youth! 
Thy  fetber,  sboold  his  feotstepe  e'er  again 
"^sit  these  shoree»- 

Raimond,  My  father!  what  of  him  1 
Speak  1  was  he  known  to  theel 

Prodda.  In  distant  bmds 
With  him  I've  traversed  many  a  wild,  and  looked 
On  many  a  danger;  and  th^  thought  that  thou 
Wert  snuling  then  in  peace,  a  happy  boy,  . 
Oft  through  the  storm  hath  cheered  bun. 

Ratmomd.  Dpst  thou  deem 
Thatstillhofivesl— Ohl  if  itbei]|ohains>  « 
In  wo,  ill  poverty's  obscurest  cell. 
Say  hot  he  lives— and  I  will  track  his  atspfl 
E'en  to  earth's  verge! 

Proekia.  It  may  be  that  he  Uvea: 
G  » 


Though  long  his  name  hath  oeased  to  boa  won 
Famili4r  in  man's  dwellings.    But  its  sound 
May  yet  be  heard !— Raimond  di  Proeida, 
— Rememberest  thou  thy  father? 

Raimond.  From  my  mind 
His  form  hath  foded  long,  for  yean  have  paand 
Since  he  went  forth  to  ei(ile;  but  a  vagop, 
Yet  powerful,  image  of  deep  majesty, 
Still  dimly  gathering  round  each  thought  of  hun, 
Dotli  claim  instinctive  reverence ;  and  my  lovi 
For  his  inspiring  nrtne  hath  long  become 
Part  of  my  being. 

Proeida,  Raimond !  doth  no  voice 
Speak  to  thy  soul,  and  telJ  thee  whose  the  arms 
That  would  enfold  thee  now  1— -My  son !  my  son  • 

Raimond.  Father !~-0h  God!— my  fotherl— 
Now  I  know 
Why  my  heart  woke  before  th^ ! 

Prodda,  Oh!  this  hour 
Makes  hope,  reality ;  for  thou  art  all 
My  dreams  had  pictured  thee ! 

Raimond,  Yet  why  so  bng, 
E'en  as  a  stramcer,  host  thou  crossed  my  paths, 
One  namelees  and  unknown  ?^-and  yet  I  felt 
Each  pulse  within  me  thrilling  to  thy  voice. 

Procidck,  Because  I  vrould  not  link  thy  fete  wita 
mine, 
Till  I  could  hail  the  day-^ring  of  that  hope 
Which  now  is  gathering  round  us. — ^listen,  youth ! 
Thou  hast  told  me  of  a  subdued,  and  scorned, 
And  trampled  land,  whose  veiy  soul  is  bowed 
And  feshioned  to  her  chains : — but  /tell  Mee 
Of  a  most  generous  and  devoted  land, 
A  land  of  kii^ling  energies;  a  Und 
Of  glorious  recollections ! — proudly  true 
To  the  high  memory  of  her  anoient  kings. 
And  rising,  in  majestic  scorn,  to  cast 
Her  alien  bondage  ofi"! 

Raimond,  And  where  is  this  1 

Prodda.  Here,  in  our  isle,  our  own  feir  Sicily ! 
H?r  spirit  is  awake,  and  moving  on. 
In  its  deep  silence  mightier,  to  regain 
Her  place  amongpt  the  nations ;  and  the  hour 
Of  that  tremendous  efibrt  is  at  hand. 

Raimond,  Can  it  be  thus  indeed  1-^Thoo  pom* 
est  new  life 
Through  all  my  burning  veins! — I  am  asoae 
Awakening  (roim  a  chill  and  death-like  sleep 
To  the  full  glorious  day. 

Prodda,  Thou  shalt  hear  more ! 
Thou  shalt  hear  thiogs  whksh  vfoQld,~whkh  vtt. 


The  proud,  fVee  spirits  of  our  anceston 
E'en  from  their  marble  rest  -  Yet  mark  bm  weii! 
Be  secret  I— for  afong  my  destined  path 
1  yet  must  darkly  move.— Now,  folbw  me ; 
And  join  a  band  of  men,  in  whose  high  beans 
Then  lies  a  nation's  strength. 
Raimond,  My  noble  felhei !  ^ ^t 

.,...,  ^oogle 
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Thy  wordf  Imve  f^Ten  me  all  for  which  1  piQed^ 
An  aim,  a  hope,  a  purpoae  I — And  the  bkod 
Doth  rash  in  warmer  currents  tbrou^  my  veinf , 
As  a  bright  fountain  fVom  its  icy  bonds 
By  the  quick  sun-stroke  freed. 

Proeida,  Ay,  this  is  well  1 
Sudi  natures  bum  men'scliains  l-^Now,  ibilow  me, 

[Exeunt* 


ACT  THE  SECOND. 

SCENS  I. — APARTMENT  IN  A  PALACE. 
ESIBERT.  CONflTANCB. 

Conslanee  Will  you  not  hear  me?— Oh!  that 
thev  who  need 
Hourly  forgiveness,  they  who  do  but  live, 
While  Mercy's  voice,  beyond  th'  eternal  Stan, 
Wins  the  great  Judge  to  Ksten,  should  be  thus, 
In  their  vain  exercise  of  pageant  power. 
Hard  and  relentless ! — Qentle  brother,  yet, 
*Tis  in  your  choice  to  imitate  that  Heaven 
Whose  noblest  joy  is  pardon. 

Eribert.  'Tis  too  late. 
You  have  a  soft  and  moving  voice,  which  pleads 
With  eloquent  melody— .but  they  must  die. 

Contianee.  What,  die ! — for  words  7— for  breath, 
which  leaves  no  trace 
To  sully  the  pure  air,  wherewith  it  blends, 
And  is,  being  uttered,  gone  1 — Why,  't  were  enough 
For  such  a  venial  fault,  to  be  deprived 
One  little  day  of  man*s  free  heritage, 
Heaven's  warm  and  sunny  light  !^ — Oh!  if  you  deom 
That  evil  harbours  in  their  souls,  at  least 
Delay  the  stroke,  till  guilt,  made  manifeit, 
Shall  bid  stem  justice  wake. 

Eribert.  I  am  not  bne 
Of  those  weak  spirits,  that  timorously  keep  watch 
For  fiur  occask>ns,  thenee  to  borrow  hues 
Of  virtue  for  their  deeds.    My  school  hath  been 
Where  .power  sits  crowned   and   armed. — And, 

mark  me,  sister ! 
To  a  distmstful  nature  it  might  seem 
Strange,  that  your  lips  thus  earnestly  should  plead 
FVr  these  Sicilian  rebels.    O'er  my  being 
Suspicion  holds  no  power. — And  yet  take  note. 
-I  have  said,  and  they  must  die. 

Conetance.  Have  you  no  fear? 

Eribert,  Of  what  T— that  heaven  should  fall  1 

<  Unutance.  No  I — ^but  that  earth 
Shuuld  arm  in  madness. — ^Brother!  I  have  seen 
Dark  eyes  bent  on  you,  e'en  midst  festal  thtongs, 
With  such  deep  hatred  settled  in  tlieir  glance,  ' 
My  heart  hath  died  withm  me. 

Eribert,  Am  I  then 
To  pause,  and  doubt,  and  shrink,  because  a  girl, 
A  dreaming  giil,  hath  trembled  at  a  lock  % 

Conetaneu,  Oh  I  kx)ksaxenoillosioAa,  whentha 


Wfaleh  may  not  speak  n  woids,  can  ftnd  ne  way 
But  theifs,  to  Kberty !— Have  not  these  men 
Brave  sons,  or  noUe  brothers? 

Eribert.  Yes  I  whose  aame 
It  rests  with  me  to  make  a  wofd  of  fear, 
A  sottnd  forbidden  'midst  the  haunts  of  men. 

Cotutanee.  But  rot  forgotten  f— Ah  I  bewaie, 
beware! 
-^Nay,  look  not  sternly  xn  me.— There  it  one 
Of  that  devoted  band,  who  yet  will  need 
Years  to  be  ripe  for  death. — He  is  a  youth, 
A  very  boy,  on  whose  unshaded  cheek 
The  spring-time  gk>w  is  lingering.    Twm  bat 

now 
His  mother  left  me,  with  a  timid  hope 
Just  dawning  i^  her  breast; — and  I— 1  ^ared 
To  foster  ito  faint  spark.— You  smile !— Oh !  then 
He  will  be  saved  I 

Eribert.  Nay,  I  but  smiled  to  think 
What  a  fond  fool  is  hope!— She  may  be  tangfat 
To  deem  (hat  the  great  sun  will  change  his  ooarae 
To  week  her  pleasure ;  or  the  tomb  give  back 
Its  inmates  to  her  arms. — In  sooth,  *tis  strange ! 
Yet,  with  your  pitying  heart,  you  should  not  thus 
Have  mocked  the  boy's  sad  oMther — ^1  have  said, 
You  should  not  thus  have  wteeked  her! — ^Now, 
farewefl.  [Exit  EribeH, 

Constance,   Oh,  brother!  hard  of  heart!— fie 
deeds  like  these 
There  must  be  fearful  diastening,  if  on  lugfa 
Justice  doth  hold  her  state.— And  I  must  telt 
Yon  desohte  mother  that  her  fiur  young  eon 
Is  thjus  to  perish  1 — Haply  the  drtad  tale 
May  slay  her  too ;— for  heaven  is  merdloL 
—'Twill  be  a  bitter  task  t  [EsU  CbnstencK. 

SCENE   II. — A   RUINED    TOWEB   SURlfonXDED  BT 
WOODS. 

FROdDA.  vrriiMtiA. 

Proeida.  Thy  vassak  are  prepared  then  ? 

Vittoria,  Yes,  they  wait 
Thy  summons  to  thdr  task. 

Proeida,  Keep  the  flame  bright, 
But  hidden,  till  its  hour. — ^Wouldst  thou  dare, 

lady, 
To  join  our  councils  at  the  night's  mid-watch, 
In  the  lone  cavern  by  the  rock-hewn  enmt 

VUtoria,  What  shoukl  I  shrink  from? 

Proeida.  Oh!  the  forest  paths  j 

Are  dim  and  wild,  e'en  when  the  euashine  streams 
Through  iheir  high  arches:  hut  when  powerful 

night  * 

Comes,  with  her  doudy  phantoms,  and  her  pale 
Uncertain  moonbeams,  and  the  hoUow  sounds 
Of  her  mysterious  winds ;  their  aspect  then 
Is  of  another  and  more  feariul  wotld ; 
A  lealm  of  indistinct  and  dbad^wy  formsy 
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Wakening  ttraifi  iiiouf hCi^  •ImMt  too  DlQch  ^ 

tftiiSi  • 
Our  fhdl  terraftrial  natom 

VUt<nia.  Well  I  know 
All  this,  and  more.    Snofa  loenaa  h«TC  been  th' 

mbodce 
Where  through  thm  alence  of  ny  eool  have  peaaed 
Voicra,  and  Wsions  from  the  aphera  of  thoae 
That  have  to  die  no  dk»»1— Nay,  doobt  it  not  1 
I  f  Mich  unearthly  interooone  hath  e'er 
Been,  f^ranted  to  our  nature,  tia  to  hearta 
Whoae  love  k  with  the  dead.    They,  they  abne, 
ITnmaddened  eonld  aaatain  the  ibarfiil  Joy 
And  glory  of  iti  trances  I — at  the  boor 
Which  makea  guilt  trenraloiiB,  and  people'a  earth 
And  air  with  infinite,  viewleaa  mobitudea^ 
I  will  be  with  thee,  Procida. 

Procida.  Thy  preaence 
Will  kmdle  nobler  thooghta,  and,  in  the  sonb 
Of  auflering  and  indignant  men,  aronae 
That  wUeh  may  atrengthen  our  majeatio  eanae 
With  yet  a  deeper  powers— Knoweat  thoa  the 

ppot? 
Jlttorut,  Full  welL    There  ia  no  aeene  aowild 
and  lone 
In  theee  dim  wooda,  but  1  have  vittted 
la  tangled  ahadea. 
Procida.  At  midnight  then  we  meet 

[EsU  JPToeidti, 
ViUoHa.  Whyahonkl  I  ftarV-Thou  wilt  be 
with  me,  thou, 
Th'  immortal  dream  and  ahadoiw  of  my  aoul, 
Spirit  of  faim  I  tove!  that  meeteat  me  alill 
In  lonefineaa  and  eilence;  in  the  noon 
Of  the  wikl  night,  and  in  the  ftmat-deptha, 
Known  bat  to  me ;  for  whom  thou  giveat  the  winds 
And  ahghing  leavea  a  cadence  of  thy  Voica^ 
Till  my  heart  faints  with  that  o'erthrilling  joyi 
•^Thou  wilt  be  with  me  there,  and  lend  my  lipa 
Worda,  fiery  wofda,  to  fioah  dark  cbseka  with 

ahame, 
That  thou  ait  nnavengedl  [EsU  VUiaria. 

8C2NS  III.^A  CHAFBL,  WITH  A  MOMUMBNT,  ON 
WBICH  18  I«A1D  A  aW0U>4— MOONLIOHT. 

FROCIDA.    RAIIfONIX    MOMTAtBA. 

Montalba.  And  know  you  not  my  lioryl 

Procida.  In  the  lands 
Where  I  have  lieen  a  wanderer,  your  deepwronga 
Were  numbered  with  our  countiy's;  but  their  tale 
Came  only  in  faint  eehoea  to  mine  ear. 
1  would  fain  hear  it  now. 

MontaXba,  Hark!  while  you  epoke. 
There  was  a  voice-like  nrarrnvr  in  the  breeia, 
Which  even  like  death  eame  o'er  me^->^as  a 

night 
Like  this,  of  doudi  eotifendlngwith  the  metn 
A  night  of  sweeping  winds  of  raariinff  lanvea^ 


And  swift  wild  shadows  floating  o'er  the  eartfa, 
Ck)lhed  with  a  phantom-life ;  when,  after  years 
Of  battle  and  captivity,  I  sparred 
My  good  aleed  hooewanla.— Ohl  wh*t  lovely 

dreams 
Rose  on  my  spirit  !>-Thera  wtve  teara  and  amiles, 
But  all  of  joy! — And  there  vrere  bounding  steps, 
And  clinging  arms,  whose  paasionato  clisp  of  love 
Doth  twine  ao  fondly  round  the  warrior's  neck, 
When  his  plumed  helm  Is  doffed.— Hence,  feeble 

thoughts  t 
—I  am  sterner  now,  yel  once  such  dreams  wen 

mine! 
Raimtind,  And  were  they  realised  1 
MotdaSba.  Youthl  Askmenot, 
But  listen!— I  drew  near  my  own  fair  home; 
There  was  no  light  akmg  ita  walla,  no  aound 
Of  bugle  pealing  from  the  wateh-tower'a  height 
At  my  approach,  although  my  trampling  steed 
Made  the  earth  ring ;  yet  the  wide  gates  w«i« 

thrown 
An  open.^-Tben  my  heart  misgave  roe  firrt. 
And  on  the  threshold  of  my  silent  hall 
I  paused  a  moment,  and  the  wind  awept  by 
With  the  aame  deep  and  diige-like  tone  which 


My  soul  e'en  now.^(  called — ^my  struggling  voice 
Gkve  utterance  to  my  wife's,  my  children's^  namea ; 
They  answered  not^-^I  roused  my  failing  strength. 
And  wildly  rushed  within — And  they  were  there. 

Raimumd,  And  was  all  well  1 

Mmdalba,  Ay,  weU !— for  death  is  well. 
And  they  were  all  at  rest !— I  see  them  yet, 
Pale  in  their  innocent  becuty,  which  had  failed 
To  stay  th'  aaeaasin's  arml  ' 

Raimand.  Ob,  righteoue  Heaven! 
Who  had  dpne  thisi 

MontaJka^  Whol 

Prodida,  Canst  thou  question,  wh^? 
Whom  hath  the  earth  to  peipetiiata  soch  deeds^ 
In  the  cold  blooded  revelry  of  crime, 
But  thoss  whose  yoke  is  on  u*  1 

Raimond,  Man  of  wo! 
What  words  hath  pity  for  despair  like  thine  1 

Jliontalba.  Pity!  fond  youth!— My  spul  disdamt 
the  griefr 
Which  doth  unbosom  its  deep  sscredei^ 
To  ask  a  vain  companionship  of  teax% 
And  so  to  be  relieved  I 

Procida,  For  woes  like  these, 
There  is  no  sympathy  but  vengeanoe. 
.    Mmkdba.  Ifonel 

Therefore  I  brought  you  hithk,  that  your  hearta 
Migllt  catch  the  ^lirit  of  the  aeene^-^idokiwuMl 
We  are  in  the  awful  presenee  of  the  dead; 
Within  yon  tomb  IA^slsep,whMefentlabkMi  • 
Weighs  down  the  wurderav^  aoold^-TVy  >tMpl 

— hotl 
Am  wakefhl  o'er  their  dost  1^1  hdd  m:  fi^o^i 
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WlthoQt  lis  ibdath,  on  their  wpiilchnl  ftone, 
As  on  an  altar;  and  th' eternal  atara, 
And  heaven,  and  difht,  hova  wttneM  to  my  vow, 
No  more  to  wMd  it  aave  In  one  iryeat  cauM, 
The  Tengeanoe  of  the  grate ! — And  now  the  hour 
Of  that  atonement  eoroee! 

[Be  tdkeB  the  sword  from  the  tomb. 

Haimond.  Myapbithnma! 
And  my  fbirheazt  almoet  to  bunting  iweUa. 
•-Oh !  for  the  day  of  battle ! 

Proeida.  Rairaond !  they 
Whoae  aonla  are  dark  with  gmklen  Uood  most 

die; 
—But  not  in  batde. 

Raimond,  How,  my  fhthef  1 

Proeida,  No! 
Look  on'ihat  ■epalehie,  and  it  will  teaeh 
Another  lesson. — ^Bot  th'  appointed  hoar 
AdTances.--'Th<m  wilt  join  oar  ehosen  band, 
Noble  Montalba? 

MorUalba,  Leave  me  for  a  time. 
That  I  may  calm  my  soal  by  intereoorte ' 
With  the  still  dead,  before  I  mix  with  men^ 
And  with  their  passions.    I  have  noised  for  yean, 
In  silence  and  in  solitade,  the  flame 
Which  doth  consome  me ;  and  it  is  not  osed 
Thus  to  be  looked  or  breathed  on.— Proeida  f 
I  would  be  tranquil—or  appear  so— ere 
I  join  your  brave  confederates.   Through  my  heart 
There  struck  a  pang— but  it  win  soon  have  paawd. 

Proeida.   Remember !— in  the  caVem  by  the 
cross. 
Now,  foUow  me,  my  son. 

{Bxeuni  Proeida  and  Rainumd, 

Montalba  (afler  a  paitue^  leanings  on  the  tomb). 
Said  he,  "my  ton  f'^-'Now,  why  should  this  man's 
life 
.  Gio  down  in  hope,  thus  Ksting  on  a  son. 
And  I  be  desolate  1 — How  stmnge  a  sound 
Was  that— ** my  ^onf' — I  had  a  boy,  who  might 
Have  worn  as  free  a  soul  upon  his  brow 
As  doth  this  youth.— Why  should  the  thought  of 

him 
Thus  hautit  met— when  I  tread  the  peopled  ways 
Of  life  again,  I  shall  be  parsed  each  hoar 
By  fathers  with  their  children,  and  I  must 
]^am  calmly  to  look  on.— Methinks  tweM  now 
A  gloomy  consolation  to  behold 
All  men  bereft,  as  I  am!— But  away, 
Vain  thoughts  ]-^ne  task  is  left  for  blighied  hearts, 
AnditshaUbsftiMilBd. 

[ExUMcntaiba. 


Of  midnigfat,  «id  in  selilaiy  eavw, 
Whemthe  wild  forestNcreatans  make  their  hir,— 
Is 't  thus  the  chisfo  of  SieUy  most  Imid 
The  councils  of  their  oovntiy  1 

JhHMotyL  W^hy,  siudi  scenes 
In  their  primeval  majesty,  beheld 
Thus  by  fidnt  staiiigfat,  and  tlM  partial  ^U9 
Of  the  red'Strsaming  lava,  will  iiispira 
Far  deeper  tboqghts  than  pillared  halls,  whenin 
Sutesmcn  hold  weaij^  vigUs. — ^Are  vie  not 
Overshadowed  by  that  £tna»  which  of  old 
With  iu  dread  pvopheeies,  halk  stnick  dismay 
Through  tyrants^  haazts,  and  bsde  them  seek  a 

home 
In  otbereHmesl-^Haiki  from  Its  depths e^en now 
What  hollow  moans  are  sent  t 

Enltf  MONTALBA,  GUIDO,  and  odier  SlcUUn. 

Proeida.  Weloome»tty  bnve  asMciates  1— We 
canshars 
The  wolfs  wild  finedom  heiel— Th'  oppieaaor's 

haunt 
Is  not  'midst  rocks  and  caves.    Aie  we  all  met  1 

Sicaiane.  AU,aUl 

Proeida.  The  torch-light,  swayed  by  every  gust, 
But  cBmly  shows  your  features^— Where  is  he 
Who  iram  lus  battles  had  returned  to  breathe 
Once  more,  without  i^  ooisiet,  and  to  meet 
The  volcte,  and  the  footsteps,,and  the  smika. 
Blent  wiMi  his  dreanw  <tf  borne?— Of  that  daik  tale 
The  rest  is  known  to  vengeance  1— Art  thou  here^ 
With  thy  deep  wreogs  and  resolute  despair, 
Childless  Montalb«1 

Montalba  (advameingy.  He  is  at  thy  side. 
Call  on  that  desolato  £Uher,  in  the  hour 
When  his  revenge  is  nigh. 

Proeida.  Thou,  too,  come  forth, 
Fium  tiiine  own  halls  vi  ezilel — D<»t  thou  makis 
The  moontahi-fastaesses  thy  dwelling  still, 
While  hostile  bannen,  o'er  thy  rampart  walla^ 
Wave  their  proud  blaioniy? 

f^roi  SkitSan.  Even  sou    Istood 
Last  night  before  my  own  ancestral  towen 
An  unknown  outesft,  while  the  tempest  heal 
On  my  bare  head— what  recked  it7— Tbeie  was 

joy 

Within,  and  revelxy;  the  festive  hunps 

Were  streaming  from  each  turret,  and  gay  songs, 

I'  th'  stranger's  tongue,  made  mirth.    They  little 


Whoheavd  their  melodies  I— but  there  are  thoughts 
Best  nurtured  in  the  wikl;  there  are  dread  vowa 
Known  to  the  mountain-echoes. — Proeida  1 


•ctm  nr.— «MtKA]fOB  op  a  qatb,  soraouiided  bt  ^  Call  on  the  outcast  when  revenge  ie  oigh. 
ROCKS  Aim  TOBmn%  ia  rodb  gboss  sebni     Proeida.  I^knew  a  young  Sicilian,  one  whose 

•UCbrnfeBTTRB-tHIC^  |  '    'hsait 

FKOeiDlu  tUDfONIK.  |  Should  be  all  fire.    On  that  most  guilty  day, 

Proeida.  And  it  k  thus,  beneath  die  selemn  I  When,  with  ov  martyr'd  Coniadin,  the  flower 

Of  the  laod'a  knighthood  pendiedi  he^  of  whom 


THE  TBSPERS  OF  PALERMO. 


1  fMBftk,  a  weeping  hoj,.  wham  tonoeent  tMn 
Mdted  a  tlieiMaBd  bsaits  tbak  dand  not  lid, 
Stood  by  tha  aeaffoid  with  aztMided  tfOM, 
CalUng  uponiiU  ^Umv,  whoie  bit  kxk 
Tvniad  foU  oa  him  its  partang  agMj* 
That  father's  btood  giMhed  o'ar  him  i--aikl  tbe  boy 
Then  dried  his  team,  and,  with  a  kindling  ejfe, 
A&d  a  proud  flash  on  his  young  cheek,  fooked  up. 
To  the  bright  heawn^^Doth  he  Bememb«r  sliM 
That  bitter  hour  1 

Second  SteUian,  He  been  a  sheathlBmsmid ! 
— CaH  oo  the  orphan  when  nvenge  is  nigh. 

Proeida.  Our  bend  shows  gallanUy-rbnt  thevs 
aienwa 
Who  abonld  be  with  as  now,  had  they  aetdu^l 
In  aome  wild  moment  of  iestlnty 
To  gi^  their  full  hearts  way,  a]i4  breathe  a  widi 
For  Freedom! — and  some  traitor— H  might  be 
A  bmeee  perehanee— 4»re  the  "folMdden  eeond 
To  Eribert : — so  they  must  die— unless 
Fate  (who  at  limes  is  wayward)  shoold^seleeC 
Some  other  victim  fint  t— But  have  they  not 
Brothers  or  sons  amongst  us. 

Ouido,  Look  on  met 
I  have  a  brother,  a  yoang  high^ooled  boy, 
And  beeutiftil  as  a  scolplor's  dream,  with  faraW 
That  wears,  amidst  its  dark  rich  curls,  the  stamp 
Of  inborn  Umbleness.    In  truth,  he  is 
A  glorious  creaturo !— But  his  doom  Is  aealad 
With  their's  of  whom  yon  spoke;   and  I  have 

kndt^ 
— Ay,sooni  me  noti  ^weefiir  his  Ufe— I  kaelt^ 
E'en  at  the  vioeny's  leet,  and  he  put  on 
That  heartlem  laugh  of  cold  malignity 
We  know  so  well,  and  spomed  me.^Bnt  the  stdn 
Of  shams  Uke  this,  takee  blood  to  wash  it  ofl^ 
And  thug  it  shall  be  Cancelled  1-^-Call  on  me^ 
When  the  stem  moment  of  revenge  is  nigh. 

Ftoeiffa.  I  call  upon  thee  n^  f  The  hmd's  high 
eoul 
Is  roused,  and  moving  onward,  like  a  bieem 
Or  a  swift  sunbeam,  kindling  nature's  hues 
To  deepcf  life  before  it    In  his  chains, 
The  peasant  dreams  of  freedom  I— ay,  'tis  thus 
Opprssrion  &ns  th'  impadshahle  flame 
With  most  unconscious  hands.— No  praise  be  fair's 
For  what  she  blindly  works  I— When  slavery's  cup 
O'sffflowe  its  bounds,  the  creeping  poisiMi,  meant 
To  dull  our  senses,  through  each  bumtog  vein 
Pours  fever,  lending  a  delirious  strength 
To  burst  man's  fetter*— and  they  ^uOl  be  burst  I 
I  have  hopedy  when  hope  eeemed  fien^;  but  a 


Abides  in  human  wiH,  when  bei\t  with  strong 

Unswerving  energy  on  one  great  aim, 

To  make  and  rule  its  fertunes !— >I  iiave  been 

A  wanderarin  the flihiem of mj yeaa^ 

A  leHleas  pilgiim  of  theearth  and  eea% 

Gathering  the  generous  thoughts  efothflff  huMK 


To  aid  our  holy  cause.    Ai^aid  is  i 
But  we  must  give  the  sigoaL    Now,  bafew 
,  The  majesty  of  yon  pure  Heaven,  whose  ^e 
i  Is  on  onr  hearts,  whoae  righteous  acm  befiiemia 
I  The  aim  that  strikes  fer  freedom ;  sp^ak!  decree 
The  fate  of  our  oppressors. 
i     MmUalba,  Let  them  feU 
When  dreaming  least  of  peril  1— When  the  hs^rt, 
Basking  in  sunny  pleasun,  doth  ferget 
That  hate  xuky  smile,  but  sleeps  noL— Bide  tbi 

sword 
With  a  thick  veil  of  myrtle^  and  in  halW 
Of  bangueling,  where  tly  win»cup  sUasa 
Red  in  the  festal  torch-Ugfat;  meetwethsre, 
And  bid  them  welcome  to  the  feast  of  d«th. 

Proeida.  Thy  iioice' is  low  and  broken,  and  Iby 
woids 
Scarce  meet  our  ears. 

Momma,  Why,  then,  I  thusrep^M 
Their  import.  Let  th' avenging  sweol  bmslfeith 
In  some  feee  festal  hour,  and  uro  to  him 
Who  Hret  shall  sparel 

Raimond,  Most  innocence  and  guilt 
Perish  allkel 

Montalba,  Who  talks  efinnqc^noBl 
When  hath  their  hand  been  stayed  fer  u^noeeiiQel 
Let  them  all  perish  1— Heaven  will  choose  its  owit 
Why  should  Metr  children  life  1— The  earthquake 

whelms 
Its  undistinguisbed  thousands,  iBtJting  giaiet. 
Of  peopled  cities  in  ils  patl^— and  this 
Is  Heaven's  dread  justke— ay,  and  it  is  welll 
Why  then  should  we  be  tender,  whfoi  the  skies 
Deal  thus  with  man?— What,  if  the  infent  bleedl 
Is  there  not  power  to  huah  the  mother's  pangsl 
What,  if  the  youthlul  bride  perehanoe  shouU  feU 
In  her  triumphant  beauty  1— Should  vra  pause  1 
As  if  death  were  not  mercy  tot  the  pangs 
Which  make  our  lives  the  rooovds  of  onr  fees  1 
Let  them  all  jpeiish  1— And  if  one  be  found 
Amidst  our  band,  to  stay  th'  avenging  steel 
For  pity,  or  remorse,  or  boyish  feve^ 
ThenbehisdoiMnastheiml  [Aj 

Why  gaze  ye  thusi 
Brethren,  what  means  ypur  i 

Sfei^isaf.  Beteso! 
If  one  amongrt  ue  sti^  th'  avengiiig  sUel 
For  love  or  pity,  be  his  doom  as  theini 
Pledge  we  our  faith  to  this! 

Hainymd(ruthingforiBardiiuUgnantfy.)  Our 
faith  to  thUI 
No!  Ibiit<ireain«Ibearditl— Ganitbel 
My  countiymen,  my  fetherl — Is  it  thus 
Thai  freedom  should  be  won?— Awake!  Awake 
To  loftier  thoughts  1— Lift  up,  exultingly, 
On  the  crowned  heights^  s^  t«  the  swespiug 

winds, 

Your  gknious  banner  I— iiot  your  trumpet's  blast 
Make  the  tomhi  thrill  with  echoe*!  Call  aloud. 
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Proclaim  iWm  all  jonr  hilb,  the  Und  shall  bear 
The  itranger's  yoke  no  longer !— What  is  he 
Who  carries  on  his  practised  lip  a  smile, 
Beneath  his  vest  a  dagger,  which  bnt  watts 
Till  the  heart  bounds  with  joy,  to  still  its  beatingsl 
That  which  our  nature's  instinct  doth  recoil  from, 
And  our  blood  curdle  at^Ay,  yoars  and  mine — 
A  murderer  1— Heard  ye  1 — Shall  that  name  with 

ours 
Oo  down  to  after  days?— Oh,  firiends!  a  cause 
Like  that  ibr  which  we  rise,  hath  made  bright 


Of  the  elder  time  as  rallying-words  to  men, 
Sounds  foil  of  might  and  immortality  I 
And  shall  not  oun  be  such  1 

MonUUba.  Fond  dreamer,  peace  1 
Fame!  What  is  fionel— Will  our  unoonscbus 

dust 
Start  into  thrilling  rapture  from  the  grafe, 
At  the  vain  breath  of  pralse'T— I  tell  thee,  youth, 
Oureoub  are  parohed  with  agonizing  thirat. 
Which  must  be  quenched  though  death  were  in 

the  draught: 
We  must  have  vengeance,  for  our  foes  have  left 
No  other  joy  unblighted.' 

Proeida,  Oh !  my  son, 
The  time  is  past  for  such  high  dreams  as  thifie. 
Thou  know'st  not  whom  we  deal  with.  Knightly 

faith, 
And  chivalrous  honour,  are  but  things  whereon 
They  cast  disdainful  pity.    We  must  meet 
Falsehood  with  wiles,  and  insult  with  revenge. 
And,  for  our  names — ^Whate'er  the  deeds,  by  which 
We  burst  our  bondage— is  it  not  enough 
That  in  the  chronicle  of  days  to  come, 
We,  through  a  bright  *  For«Ever,'  shall  be  called 
The  men  who  saved  their  country  1 

Raimtmd.  Many  a  land 
Hath  bowed  beneath  the  yoke,  and  then  arisen, 
As  a  strong  lion  rending  silken  bonds, 
And  on  the  open  field  before  high  Heaven, 
Won  such  majestic  vengeance,  as  hath  made 
Its  name  a  power  on  earth. — Ay,  nations  own 
It  is  enough  of  glory  t)  be  called 
The  children  of  the  mighty,  who  redeemed 
Their  native  soil — ^but  not  by  means  like  these. 

Montalba.  I  have  no  diildren. — Of  Montalba's 
Mood 
'Not  one  red  drop  dolh  circle  through  the  veins 
Of  dught  that  breathes  t— Why,  what  have  /to  do 
With  faf  futurity 7-*My  spirit  lives 
Bat  in  the  past. — Away!  when  thou  dost  stand 
On  thb  fiur  earth,  as  doth  a  blasted  tree 
Which  the  warm  sun  ifBvives  not,  then  return 
Strong  in  thy  desolation:  but  till  then. 
Thou  art  not  for  our  purpose;  we  have  need 
Of  more  unshrinking  hearts. 

RoAnumd.  Montalba,  know, 

shrink  from  crime  atone.    Oh!  if  my  voice 


Might  yet  have  power  amongst  you,  I  would  ny, 
Associates,  leaders,  he  avenged!  but  yet 
As  knights,  as  wanimrsl 

MotUalba.  Peace!  have  w«  not  borne 
Th'  indeliUo  taint  of  cMtomely  and  chainsi 
We  ore  nei  knights  and  warrion.— Our  bright 

crests 
Have  been  defiled  and  trimpled  to  the  earth. 
Boy!  we  are  slaves— and  our  revenge  shall  be 
Deep  as  a  slave's  disgrace. 

Raimond,  Why,  then  laiewell: 
I  leave  you  to  your  eounseliL    He  that  still 
Would  hoU  bis  lofty  nature  undebased, 
And  his  name  pure,  wen  but  a  loitenr  here. 

Precida,    And  Is  it  thus  indeedl— dost  Ouu 
forMike 
Our  cause,  my  son  1 

Raimond.  Oh;  father!  what  proud  hopes 
This  hour  hath  blighted  1-  ^yet  whatever  bdide, 
It  is  a  noble  privilege  to  look  up 
Fearless  in  hearrn's  bright  lace«-and  this  is  mine, 
And  diall  be  stilt.—  [ExU  RaimoiuL 

Proeida.  He'sgonel— Why,  let  itbeS 
I  trust  our  Sicily  hath  many  a  son 
Valiant  as  mine.— -Aswciatesl— *Us  decreed 
Our  foes  shall  perish.    We  have  bnt  to  name 
The  hour,  the  scene,  the  signal 

Montaiba,  It  shoaU  be 
In  the  full  dty,  when  some  festival 
Hath  gathered  throngs,  and  lulled  mfatuate  hearts 
To  brief  security.    Hark !  is  there  not 
A  sound  of  hurrying  footsteps  on  the  breeiBl 
We  are  betrayed.— Who  ait  Uioul 
VITTORlAsiUui. 

Proeida,  One  alone 
Should  be  thus  daring.    Lady,  Eft  the-'veU 
That  shades  thy  noUe  brow. 

{She  raitee  her  Mj/,  the  SieUiane  draw  hack 
with  respect. y 

Skaiant.  Th' affianced  bride 
0fourk>8tKin$! 

Proeida.  And  more,  Montalba^  knew 
Within  this  form  there  dwells  a  sou!  as  high. 
As  warriors  in  their  battles  e'er  have  proved, 
Or  patriots  on  the  scaffold. 

VUtoria.  Valiant  men ! 
I  come  to  ask  your  aid.    Ye  see  me,  one 
Whose  widowed  youth  hath  all  beenoonsecmte 
To  a  proud  sorrow,  and  whose  life  is  hekl 
In  token  and  memorial  of  the  dead. 
Sar  is' it  meet  that,  lingering  thus  on  earth. 
But  to  behold  one  great  atonement  made, 
And  keep  one  name  from  fading  in  men's  hearti^ 
A  tyrant's  will  should  force  me  to  profane 
Heaven's  altkr  with  unhallowed  vowe— and  live 
Stung  by  the  keen  unutterable  scorn 
Of  my  ovm  bosom,  liv(fr— another's  bride  1 

SieUiane.  Never,  oh  never!— fear  not  noble  lady' 
Worthy  of  Conradin  t 
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ViUoria.  Y«i  hear  im  itiU. 
4u  bride,  that  EribeA'a,  wbo  notos  om  tears 
With  his  insulting  eye  of  cold  derision, 
And,  could  he  pierce  the  depths  when  feeling  works, 
Would  nnmber  e'en  oar  agonies  as  ciixiies. 
-^aT,»  this  meet  1 

Guido,  We  deemed  these  nuptials,  lady, 
Thy  willing  choice ;  >at  'tis  a  joy  to  find 
ThM  ait  noble  stilL    Fear  not;  by  aU  Our  wrongs 
This  shall  not  be. 

Procida,  Vittoria,  thou  art  come 
To  ask  OUT  aid,  but  we  have  need  of  thine. 
Know,  the  completion  of  our  high  designs 
Requires — a  feetiTal ;  and  it  most  he 
Thy  bridal! 

rutoria.  Procidal 

Pf^cida,  Nay,  start  not  thus. 
'Tis  no  hard  task  to  bind  your  raten  hair 
With  fisital  garlands,  and  to  hid  the  song 
Rise,  and  the  wine-cup  mantle.    No— nor  yet 
To  n^et  your  suitor  at  the  glittering  shrine, 
Where  death,  not  bve,  awaiti  him ! 

ViUoria.  Can  my  soul 
Disseroble  thus? 

Pfodda.  We  hsTe  no  other  means 
Of  winning  our  great  birthright  back  from  those 
Who  have  usurped  it,  than  so  lulling  them 
into  vain  confidence,  that  they  may  deem 
All  wrongs  forgot;  and  this  may  best  be  done 
By  what  I  ask  of  thee. 

Montalba.  Then  will  we  mix 
With  the  flushed  reveleis,  making  their  gay  iisast 
The  hanrept  of  the  grave. 

VUtaria,  A  bridal  day  I 
—Must  it  be  80  I—Then,  chiefii  of  Sicily, 
I  bid  yon  to  my  nuptials  I  but  be  there 
With  yourbright  swords  unsheathed,  ibr  thus  alone 
My  guests  shoakl  be  adorned. 

Proeida.  And  let  thy.  banquet 
Be  soon  announced,  for  there  are  noble  men 
Sentenced  to  die,  for  whom  we  fain  would  purchase 
Reprieve  with  other  blood. 

VUloria.  Be  it  then  the  day 
Preceding  that  appointed  for  their  doom. 

Guido.  My  brother,  thou  shalt  live! — Oppres- 


To  bucst  the  spell  which  bound  us.    But  the  night 
I  Is  waning,  with  her  stare,  which,  one  by  one. 
Warn  us  to  .part    Friendly  to  your  homes ! — ^your 

hornet? 
TTuU  name  is  yet  to  win. — Away,  prepare 
For  our  next  meeting  in  Palermo's  walls. 
TheVeeper-beUl    Remember! 

SieiiianM.  Fear  us  not.. 
The  Vesper^beU  1  [Eteunt 


No  gift  of  prophecy  1 — ^It  but 
To  name  our  signal,  chiefs!    . 

Montalba.  The  Vesper-bell. 

Proeida.  Even  eo^  the  Vetper-bell,  whoso  deep- 
toned  peal 
fs  heanl  o'er  Und  and  wave.    Part  of  our  band, 
Wearing  the  guise  of  antic,  revelry, 
Shall  enter,  as  in  some  fantastic  pageant. 
The  halls  of  Eribert ;  and  at  the  hour 
Devoted  to  the  sword's  tnmendo  is  task, 
I  follow  with  the  rest.— The  Vesper-bell  I 
That  soond  shall  wake  th'  avenger;  for  'tis  come. 
The  time  when  power  is  in  a  voaoe,  a  breath,        ' 


ACT  THE  THIRD. 

•CmiB  l.^-APARTMENT  IK  A  PALACI. 

ERIBERT.  vrrroRu. 

yxttoria.  Speak  not  of  love— it  is  a  word  with 

deep. 
Strange  magic  in  its  melancholy  sound, 
To  summon  up  the  dead ;  and  they  should  rest. 
At  such  an  hour,  forgotten.    There  are  things 
We  mttit  throw  from  us,  when  the  heart  wvuU 

gather 
Strength  to  fulfil  its  settled  purposes: 
Therefore,  no  more  of  love ! — But,  if  to  robe 
This  fohn  in  bridal  ornamento,  to  smile, 
(I  can  smile  yet,)  at  thy  gay  feast,  and  stand 
At  th'  alUr  by  thy  side;  if  this  be  deemed 
Enough,  it  shall  be  done. 

J^riberL  My  fortune's  sUr 
Doth  rule  th'  ascendant  still!  (^par<.>— If  not  of 

love, 
Then  pardon,  hdy,  that  I  speak  of  Joy, 

And  with  exulting  heart 

Vittoria.  There  u  no  joy!    . 
— Who  shall  look  through  the  far  futurity, 
And,  as  the  shadowy  visions  of  events 
J)evelope  on  his  gaxe,  'midst  their  dim  throng, 
Dare,  with  oracular  mien,  to  point,  and  say, 
*'  This  will  bring  happiness  1"— Whosh^l  do  thisi 
—Who,  thou,  and  I,  and  all!— There's  One,  who 

sits 
In  his  own  bright  tranquillity  enthroned, 
High  o'er  all  storms,  and  looking  far  beyond 
Their  thickest  clouds ;  but  we,  from  whose  doll 

eyes 

A  grain  of  dust  hides  the  great  sun,  e'en  we 
Usurp  his  attributes,  and  talk,  as  seen, 
Of  future  joy  and  grief! 

Eribert.  Thy  words  are  stnnge. 
Yet  will  I  hope  that  peace  at  length  shall  settle 
Upon  thy  trouU^  heart,  and  add  soft  grace 
To  thy  majestu  beauty.— Fair  Vittoria ! 
Oh !  if  my  cares— 

ViUoria.  I  know  a  day  shall  come 
Of  peace  to  all.    Ev'n  from  my  darkened  spini 
Soon  shall  each  restless  wish  be  exorcised. 
Which  haunts  it  now,  and  I  shall  then  lie  iowb 
Serenely  to  repoee.    Of  this  no  more 
— I  have  a  boon  to  ask.  ^  t 
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Eriberl.  Conimand  my  power, 
And  deaq  it  thus  most  honoimd. 

Vataria,  Have  I  then 
Soared  such  an  eagle-pitch,  as  to  command 
The  mighty  Eiibert  7«-And  yet  *tis  meet ; 
For  1  bethink  me  now,  I  should  have  worn 
A  crown  upon  this  forehead. — GenenMie  km!  I 
Since  thus  you  give  me  freedom,  know  then  is 
An  hour  I  have  loved  from  childhood,  and  a  sound,' 
Whose  tones,  o'er  earth  and  ocean  sweetly  bearing 
A  sense  of  deep  repose,  have  lalljDd  me  oft 
To  peace — ^wfaich  is  forgetfulness;  I  mean 
The  Vesper-bell.    I  pfay  you,  let  it  be 
The  summons  to  our  bridal — Hear  you  not? 
To  our  fair  bridal! 

Eriberi.  Lady,  let  your  will 
Appoint  each  circumstance.    I  am  but  too  Uassed 
Proving  my  homage  thus. 

VUtoria,  Why,  then,  'tis  mine 
To  rate  the  glorious  fortunes  bf  the  day, 
And  I  may  be  content.    Yet  muoh  remains 
For  thought  Ao  brood  on,  and  I  would  be  left 
Alone  with  my  resolves.    Kind  Eribert  | 
(Whom  I  command  so  absolutely,)  now 
Part  we  a  few  brief  hours ;  and  doubt  not,  when 
I  am  at  thy  side  once  more,  but  I  shall  stand 
There— to  the  last 

Eribert.  Your  smiles  are  troubled,  lady; 
May  they  ere  long  bo  brighter! — Time  will  «eem 
Slow  till  the  Vesper-bell. 

VUtoria.  'Tis  lovers' phrase 
To  say — Time  lags ;  and  therefore  meet  for  you : 
But  with  an  equal  pace  the  hoars  move  on, 
Whether  they  bear,  on  their  swift  silent  wing, 
Pleasure  or — ^&te. 

Eribert.  Be  net  so  full  of  thought 
On  BQch  a  day. — Behold,  the  skies  themselves 
T.rfx>k  on  my  joy  with  a  triumphant  smile, 
(Tnshadowed  by  a  cloud. 

VUtoria.  'Tis  very  meet 
That  Heaven  (which  loves  the  just)  should  wear 

a  smile 
In  honour  of  his  fortune^ — Now,  my  lonl, 
Forgive  m3  if  I  say,  farewell,  until 
Th'  appointed  hour. 

Eribert,  Lady,  abrief  &rewelL 

[Exeuni  aeparattly. 

aCEKB  in— THE  SBA-BHORS,     , 

FROODA.    RADCOND. 

jt*roeida.  And  doit  thou  ilill  refuse  to  share  the 
glory 
Of  this,  our  daring  enterprise? 

JiaimontL  Oh,  fiither! 
I  too  have  dreamt  of  gkiry,  and  the  word 
Hath  to  my  soul  been  as  a  trumpet's  voiee^ 
Making  my  nature  sleepless.— But  the  deeds 
W  hereby  'twas  won,  the  high  exploits, 


Bids  the  heart  bum,  were  of  anoliMr  caM 
Than  soph  as  thou  lequiiest 

Proeida.  Evviy  deed 
Hath  sanctity,  if  bearing  for  ile  aim 
The  Frsedom^of  our  eoontry;  and  tbe  sword 
Alike  is  honoured  in  the  patriot^s  hand, 
Searchmg,  'mkbt  warrior-hosts,  the  heart  whidi 

gave 
Oppreaskn  birth;  or  ilashii^;  thiongh  the  gioon 
Of  the  still  chamber,  o'er  its  tiouhfad  conch, 
At  dead  of  night 

Rainund(tuirtdnffa»aj/).  'nieieiiiiopalh^nt 
OM 
For  noble  natusea 

Proeida.  Wouldst  thou  lak  the  roan 
Who  to  the  earth  hath  dashed  a  nation's  chains^ 
Rent  as  with  Hea^ren'k  own  lightning,  by  what 


The  glorious  end  was  wonV--€k>,  swell  th'  m> 

daim! 
Bid  the  deliverer  hail!  and  if  his  path 
To  that  most  bright  and  sovefdgn  dsstinj 
Hath  fed  o'er  tram^  thousands,  be  it  called 
A  stern  necessity,  and  not  a  crime! 
Raimond.  Father!  my  soul  yet  kindles  al  die 
thought 
Of  nobler  lessons,  in  my  boyhood  learned 
Even  from  thy  vokse. — The  high  remembnAoes 
Of  other  days  are  stirring  in  the  heait 
Where  thau  dkJst  plant  them;  and  they  speak  at 

men 
Who  needed  m>  vain  sophistry  to  gikl 
Acts,  that  would  bear  Heaven's  lights—And  such 

be  mine  I 
Oh,  father  I  is  it  yet  too  late  te  drair 
The  praise  and  blearing  of  all  valiant  heart* 
On  our  most  righteous  cause  1 
Proeida.  What  wouldst  thou  dot 
Raimond.  I  would  go  forth,  and  rouee  th'  Ib- 
dignant  land 
To  generous  combat.  Wl^  should  Freedom  stiika 
Mantled  with    darkness! — Is   there   not   mor» 

strength 
E'en  in  the  Graving  of  her  angle  arm 
Than  hosts  ean  wield  against  her  9 — I  wouki  roose 
That  spirit,  whose  fire  doth  press  resistless  on 
To  its  proud  sphere  the  stermy  iekl  of  fight ! 
Proeida.  Ay!  and  give  time  and  warning  to  the 
foe 
To  gather,  all  his  might !— Tt  u  too  late. 
Tliere  is  a  work  to  be  this  eve  begun. 
When  rings  the  Vesper-bell ;  and,  long  before 
To  morrow's  sun  hath  reached  i'  th'  noonday  be*- 

ven 
His  throne  of  Knming  glory,  every  sound 
Of  the  Proven^l  tongue  within  our  wallis, 
As  by  one  thundeietroke— (you  are  pale,  my 

son) — 
Shall  be  fi>r  overs 
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Jiaitnond.  What  I  such  loanils 
Am  falter  on  the  lip  of  infancy 
In  its  imperfect  utterance?  or  are  breallhed 
By  the  fond  mother,  as  she  lulls  her  babet 
Or  in  sweet  hymns,  upon  the  twilicrhtfur 
Poured  by  the  timid  maid  7*— Must  alL  alike 
Be  stilled  in  death;  and  wouldst  thou  tell  my 

heart 
There  is  no  crime  In  thia? 

Proeida.  Since,  thou  dost  feel 
Such  honor  of  our  purpose,  in  thy  power 
Are  means  that  might  avert  it. 

Baimond.  Speak  I  Oh  speak  t 

ProcideL,  How  would  these  rescued  thousands 
bless  thy  name, 
Sbookkt  thoa  betray  us ! 

Roimond.  Father. — Icanliear — 
Ay,  proudly  woo— the  keenest  questioning 
Of  thy  soul  gifted  eye;  which  ahnost  seems 
To  claim  a  part  of  Heaven's  dread  royalty, 
— The  power  that  searches  thought ! 

Proeida  (qfler  a  pause).  Thou  hast  a  brow 
Clear  as  the  day— and  yet  I  doubt  thee,  Raimond! 
Whether  it  be  that  I  have  learned  distrust 
From  a  long  look  through  man's  deep/olded  heart ; 
Whether  my  paths  have  been  so  seldom  crossed 
By  honour  and  fair  mercy,  that  they  seem 
But  beautiful  deceptions,  meeting  thus 
My  unaccustomed  gaze ; — however  it 
I  doubt  thee ! — See  thoa  waver  not— take  heed ! 
Time  lifts  the  veil  from  all  things ! 

[Exit  Proeida. 

Raimond.  And 'tis  thus 
Youth  fades  from  off  our  spirit;  and  the  robes 
Of  beauty  and  of  majesty,  wherewith 
We  clothed  our  idols,  drop !— Oh  I  bitter  day, 
When,  at  the  crushing  of  our  glorious  world, 
We  start,  and  find  men  thus !— Yet  be  it  sol 
Is  not  my  soul  still  powerful,  in  iUelf 
To  realize  its  dreamsT— Ay,  shrinking  not  ' 
From  the  pure  eye  of  Heaven,  my  brow  may  well 
Undaunted  meet  ray  father's.— But,  away! 
Tkou  shalt  be  saved,  sweet  Constance !— Love  is 

yet. 

Mightier  than  vengeance.  [Exit  Redmond. 

■CBMS  I1I.<-«aBDBM»  OF  A  TILIOI. 


Conatanee,  There  was  a  time  when  my  thoughts 
wandered  not 
Beyond  these  fairy  scenes !  when,  but  to  catch  . 
The  languid  fragrance  of  the  southern  breeze 
From  the  rich-flowering  citrons,  or  to  rest, 
Bieaioing  of  some  wild  legend,  in  the  shade 
Of  tbe  dark  laurel-foliage,  was  enough 
Of  happiness.— How  have  these  calm  defights 
Fled  from  before  one  pasnon,  as  the  dews. 
The  deEcate  gems  of  morning,  are  exhaled 
By  the  great  sun! 


{^Raimond  erilerB.) 
Raimond!  oh  I  now  thou 'it  oome^ 
I  read  it  in  thy  look,  to  say  farewell 
For  the  last  time— the  last ! 

Raimond.  No,  best  beloved! 
I  oome  to  telt  thee  there  is  now  no  power 
To  part  us — ^but  in  death. 

CoTutanee.  I  have  dreamt  of  Joy, 
But  never  aught  like  this. — Speak  yet  again  I 
Say,  we  ihall  part  no  more ! 

Raimond.  No  more,  if  love 
Can  strive  with  darker  spirits,  and  he  is  strong 
In  his  immortal  nature !  all  is  changed 
Since  last  we  met.    My  father — ^keep  the  tale 
Secret  from  all,  and  most  of  all,  my  Constanes^ 
From  Eribert— my  father  is  returned': 
I  leave  thee  not 

Con»tanee.  Thyfiither?  blessed  sound ! 
Ghxxl  angels  be  hb  guard  I— Oh !  if  he  knew 
How  my  soul  clings  to  thine,  he  could  not  hat* 
Even  a  Provencal  maid  ! — Thy  father ! — now 
Thy  soul  wilt  be  at  peace,  and  I  shaH  see 
The  sunny  happiness  of  earlier  days 
Look  from  thy  brow  once  more ! — ^But  how  is  tIM 
Thine  eye  reflects  not  the  glad  soul  of  mioe; 
And  in  thy  look  is  that  which  iH  befits 
A  tale  of  joy. 

Raimond.  A  dream  is  on  my  seuL 
I  see  a  slumberer,  crowned  with  flowers,  and  smll* 

ing 
As  in  delighted  visions,  on  the  brink 
Of  a  dread  chasm ;  and  this  strange  phantasy 
Hath  cast  so  deep  a  shadow  o'er  my  thoughts, 
I  oan  not  but  be  sad. 

Conatanee.  Why,  let  me  sing 
One  of  the  sweet  wikl  strains  you  k>ve  so  well, 
And  this  will  banish  it 

Raimond.  It  may  not  be. 
Oh !  gentle  Constance,  go  not  fi>ith  to-day: 
Sueh  dreams  an  onunous. 

Conatanee.  Have  you  then  fbrgol 
My  brother's  nuptial  feasti — I  must  be  one 
Of  the  gay  train  attending  to  the  shrine 
His  stately  bride.    lo  sooth,  my  step  of  joy 
WOl  print  earth  lightly  now.— What  fear'st  thon,  * 

level 
Look  all  around  t  these  blue  transpaient  skieii 
And  son-beams  pouring  a  mora  buoyant  lib 
Through  each  glad  thrilling  vein,  wiH  brightly 


All  thought  of  evil.— Why,  the  very  air 
Breathes  of  delight!— Through  all  its  gkming 


Doth  mnsie  blend  with  fVagranoe,  and  e'en  hw» 
The  city's  voKe  of  jubilee  is  heard, 
TiH  eaeh  light  leaf  seems  trembling  unto  sonmk 
Of  human  joy  I 

RaiPiond.  There  lie  far  deeper  things,  - 
Things,  that  nay  dariun  thowght  for  lift,  benftHi 
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That  aifa  festiTe  semhlance.-*  I  have  pwwd 
Througli  Che  glad  multitudes,  and  1  have  marked 
A  stern  intelligence  in  meeting  eyes, 
Which  deemed  their  flash  unnoticed,  and  a  quick, 
Suspicious  vigilance,  too  intent  to  clothe 
Its  mien  with  carelessness ;  and,  now  and  then, 
A  hurrying  start,  a  whisper,  or  a  hand 
Pointing  by  stealth  to  some  one,^  singled  out 
Amidst  the  reckless  throng.    O'er  all  is  spread 
A  mantling  flush  of  revelry,  which  may  hide 
Much  from  unpractised  eyes  9  but  lighter  signs 
Have  been  propbtetic  oft. 

Constance.  1  tremble ! — Rairoond  1 
What  may  these  things  portend  1 
^  liaimond.  It  was  a  day 
Of  festival,  like  this ;  the  city  sent 
Up  through  her  sunny  firmament  a  Toice 
Joyous  as  now;  when,- scarcely  heralded 
By  one  deep  moan,  forth  from  liis  cavernous  depths 
The  earthquake  burst;  and  the  wide  splendid 


Became  one  chaos  of  all  fearful  things. 

Till  the  brain  whirled,  partaking  the  sick  motion 

Of  rocking  palaces. 

Consiance,  And  then  didst  thou, 
My  noble  Rai(pond  I  through  the  dreadful  paths 
Laid  open  by  destruction,  past  the  chasms, 
Whoce  fathomless  cieRtf  a  moment's  work,  had 

given 
One  burial  unto  thousands,  rush  to  save 
Thy  trembling  Constance !  she  who  lives  to  bl< 
Thy  generous  love,  that  still  the  breath  of  Heaven 
Wails  gladness  to  her  soul  1 

Raimond.  Heaven  \ —  Heaven,  is  just! 
And  being  so,  must  guard  thee,  sweet  one,  stilL 
Trust  none  beside. — Oh  1  the  omnipotent  skies 
Make  their  wrath  manifest,  but  insidious  man 
Doth  compass  these  he  hates  with  secrei  snares, 
Wherein  lies  &te.    Know,  danger  walks  abroad, 
Masked  as  a  reveller.    Constance !  oh  1  by  all 
Our  tried  afiectbn,  all  the  vows  which  Innd 
Our  hearts  together,  meet  me  in  these  lioweis, 
Here,  I  adjure  thee,  meet  nvp,  when  the  bell 
Doth  souml  for  vesper-prayer  1 
*     Corutanee.  And  know'st  thou  not 
'Twill  be  the  bridal  hour? 

Raimond.  It  will  not,  love! 
That  hour  will  bring  no  bridal ! — Nought  of  this 
To  human  ear;  but  speed  thou  hither,  fly^ 
When  evening   brings  that  signal. — Dust  thou 

heedl 
Tins  is  no  meeting,  by  a  lover  sought 
To  breathe  fond  tales,  and  make  the  twilight  groves 
And  stars  attest  his  vows ;  deem  thou  not  so, 
Therefore  denying  it ! — I  tell  thee,  Constance  1 
if  thou  wouldst  save  ifie  from  such  fierce  despair 
A^  falls  on  man  beholding  all  he  loves 
Terisk  oHbre  him,  while  his  strength  can  but 
Strive  with  his  agony— thou  'It  meet  mt  theni 


Look  on  me,  bve !— I  am  not  ofk  so  moved 
Tffou  'It  meet  mel 

Consiance,  Ohl  what  mean  thy  words  1^11 
then 
My  rteps  are  free,--!  will.    Be  thou  but  calm. 

Raimond.  Be  calm  1— there  *8  a  cold  and  lullen 
calm, 
And,  were  my  wild  fears  made  realities, 
It  might  be  mine;  but,  in  this  dread  su^pcnss, 
This  conflict  of  all  terrible  phantasies, 
There  is  no  calm. — Yet  fear  thou  not,  dear  love! 
I  will  watch  o'er  thee  still    And  now,  farewell 
Until  that  hour  I 

Conttanec  My  Raimond,  fare  thee  well. 

[Exe-joU. 

SCENE  IT. — ROOM  fN  THE  €ltADEL  OF  PALERMO. 
ALBERTX    DECOVCL 

De  Couci.  Said'st  thou  this  nightl 

Albcrti,  This  very  night— and  b! 
E'en  now  the  sun  declines. 

De  Couei.  What !  are  they  armed  1 

Alberii.   All  armed  and  strong  in  Tcngeanoe 
and  despair. 

De  Couei.  Doubtful  and  strange  the  tale!  Why 
was  not  th'is 
Revealed  before  1 

Alberii.  Mistrust  me  not,  my  lord! 
That  stem  and  jealous  Procida  hath  kept 
O'er  all  my  steps,-  (as  &ough  he  did  suspect 
The  purposes,  which,  oft  his  eye  hath  sought 
To*read  in  mine,)  a  watch  so  vigilant, 
I  knew  not  how  to  warn  thee,  though  for  this 
Alone  I  mingled  with  his  bands,  to  learn 
Their  projects  and  their  strength.    Thou  know'st 

my  faith 
To  Anjou'r  house  full  well. 

.De  Couci.  How  may  we  now 
Avert  the  gathering  storm  1 — The  vkseroy  hold* 
His  bridal  feast,  and  all  is  revelry. 
— ^Twas  a  true-boding  heaviness  of  heart 
Which  kept  me  from  these  nuptialsL 

Alberii.  Thou  thyself 
Mayst  yet  escape,  and,  haply  of  thy  bands 
Rescue  a  part,  ere  long  to  wreak  full  vengeacxe 
Upon  these  rebels.    'Tis  too  late  to  dream 
Of  saving  Eribert    E'en  shouldst  thou  rush 
Before  him  with  the  tidings,  in  his  piride    ' 
And  confidence  of  soul,  he  would  but  laugh 
Thy  tale  to  scorn. 

De  CoucL  He  mlut  not  die  unwarned, 
Though  it  be  all  in  vain.    But  thou,  Alberti, 
Rejoin  thy  comrades,  lest  thine  absence  wake 
Suspidon  in  their  hearts.    Thou  hast  done  well. 
And  shalt  not  pass  unguerdoned,  should  I  live . 
Through  the  deep  horrors  of  th'  approaching  night. 

Alberii.  Noble  De  Coud,  trust  me  still.  Anjoa 
Commands  no  heart  more  faithful  than  Alberti'n 
^       [ExUAOterU. 
Digitized  by  VjOC^  .  ^ 


THE  VESPERS  OF  PALERMO. 


De  Cbttd   The  grovelUog  bUvo  I — ^And  yei  he 

spoke  too  troel 

For  Eribeit,  id  blind  eUted  joy, 

Will  ecom  the  warning  voioe. — The  day  wanes 

And  through  the  eiCy,  recklesriy  dispersed, 
Unarmed  and  unprepared,  my  soldien  revel, 
E'en  on  the  brink  of  &te. — I  must  away. 

[ExUSh  CWiidL 

0CENB  T^ — A  BlNQVaTlKO  BALL. 


PROVENCAL  NOBLES 

Pirti.  Noble,   Joy  be  to  this  fair  meeting! — 
Who  hath  seen 
The  viceroy's  bride? 

Second  Noble.  I  saw  her,  as  she  passed 
The  gazing  throngs  assembled  in  the  city. 
*Tis  said  she  hath  not  left  for  years,  till  now. 
Her  castle*8  wood-girt  solitude,   ^will  gall 
These  proud  Sicilians,  that  her  wide  domains 
Should  be  the  conqueror's  guerdon. 

Third  Noble,  'Twas  their  boast 
With  what  fond  faith  she  worshipped  still  the 


Of  the  boy,  Conratlin.    How  will  the  slaves 
Brook  this  new  triumph  of  their  lords  1   . 

Second  NobU.  In  sooth 
It  stings  them  to  the  quick.    In  the  full  streets 
They  mix  with  our  Proven9als,  and  assupe 
A  guise  of  mirth,  but  it  sits  hardly  on  them. 
'Twere  worth  a  thousand  festivals,  to  see 
With  what  a  hitter  and  unnatural  effort 
They  strive  to  smile! 

Fir»t  NobU.  U  this  Vittoria  fair 

Second  Noble.  Of  a  most  noble  mien ;  but  yet 
her  beauty 
Is  wild  and  awful,  and  her  large  dark  eye. 
In  its  nnsettled  glances,  hath  strange  power, 
From  which  thou  It  shrink,  as  I  did. 

FHret  Noble.  Hushl  they  eome. 

btsr  ERIBERT,  VrTTORIA,  CONSTANCE^  and 

Eriberi,   Welcome^  my  noUe  friends! — there 
must  not  k>wer 
One  clouded  brow  to-day  in  Sicily ! 
Behold  my  bride  1 

Noblee.  Receive  Our  homage,  lady ! 

ViUoria.  Ibkl  all  welcome.    May  the  ieast  we 
offer 
Prove  worthy  of  such  guests ! 

ErtberL  Look  on  her,  friends 
And  say,  if  that  majestic  brow  is  not 
Meet  for  a  diadem  1 

VUtaria.  'Tis  well,  my  lord! 
When  memory's  pictures  fade,  'tis  kindly  done 
To  brighten  their  dimmed  hues  1 

l%ni  Noble  {apart).  Marked  yon  her  glance? 


Second  Noble  {apart).    What  eloquent  scorn 
was  then  1  yet  he,  th'  ehde  ' 

Of  heart,  peraiiveB  it  not 

SriberL  N  iw  to  the  feast  1 
Constanoe^  you  look  not  joyous.    1  have  said 
That  aU  shoukl  smile  Uxlay. 

Cenetanee,  Forgive  me,  brotherl 
The  heart  is  wayward,  and  Us  garb  of  poinp 
At  times  oppresses  it. 

EriJbert  Why,  how  is  this? 

CMMtonoe.  Voioesof  wo,  andpiayeisofagony 
Unto  my  soul  hafe  risen,  and  loft  sad  sounds 
There  echoing  still.    Yet  woukl  I  fain  be  gay, 
Since  'tis  ydur  wish. — ^In  truth  I  should  have  been 
A  viUage-maid! 

Eribert.  B.ut,  being  as  you  are^ 
Not  thus  ignobly  free,  comm^md  your  kwks 
(They  may  be  taught  obedience)  to  reflea 
The  aspect  of  the  time. 

VUtoria.  And  know,  fair  maidl 
That  if  in  this  unskilled,  you  stand  alone 
Amidst  pur  court  of  pleasure. 

Eribert.  To  the  feast! 
Now  let  the  red  wind  foam!— There  should  be 

mirth 
When  conquerors  revel ! — ^Lords  of  this  fair  isle! 
Your  good  swords'  heritage,  crown  each  bowl,  and 

fledge 
The  present  and  the  future!  for  they  both 
Look  brightly  on  us.    Dost  thou  smile,  my  bride? 

VUtoria.  Yes,  Eribert  !-^thy  prophecies  of  joy 
Have  twilight  e'en  me  to  smile. 

Eribert.  'TiawcU.    To-day 
I  have  won  a  fair  and  almost  royal  bride; 
To-morrow — ^let  the  bright  sun  speed  hu  course, 
To  wall  me  happiness ! — my  proudest  foes 
Must  die — and  tlien  my  slumoer  shall  be  laid 
On  rose-leaves,  with  no  envious  fold,  to  mar 
The  luxury  of  its  visions! — Fair  Vittoria, 
Your  looks  are  troubled ! 

Vittoria.  It  is  strange,  but  oft, 
'Midst  festal  songs  and  garlands,  o'er  my  soul 
Death  comes,  with  some  dull  image !  as  you  spoke 
Of  those. whose  blood  is  claimed,  I  thought  for 
them  • 

Who,  in  a  darkness  thicker  than  the  night 
E'er  wove  with  all  her  clouds,  have  pined  so  long. 
How  blessed  were  the  stroke  which  makes  them 

things 
Of  that  invisible  world,  wherein,  we  trust, 
Thero  is,  at  least,  no  bondage ! — But  should  ve 
From  such  a  scene  as  this,  whera  all  earth's  ioys 
Contend  for  mastery,  and  the  very  sense 
Of  life  is  rapture ;  should  ve  pass,  I  say. 
At  once  from  such  ezcitemente  to  the  void 
And  silent  gloom  of  that  which  doth  await  us  ' 
—Wen  it  not  dreadful  ? 

Eribert.  Banish  such  dark  thoughtel 
They  ill  beseem  the  hoar. 
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VUtoria,  There  is  no  hour 
Of  this  mysterious  world,  in  joy  or  we^ 
But  they  beseem  it  well !— Why,  what «  sHght, 
Impalpable  bound  is  that,  th'  unseen,  which  severs 
Being  from  death  !^And  who  can  tell  how  sear 
Its  misty  brink  he  standel 
PtTBt  Noble  (ande.)  What  mean  her  words  1 
Second  Noble.  Tbero's  some  dark  mysteiyhMe. 
Eribert.  No  more  of  this  1 
Pour  the  bright  juice  which  Etna's  glowing  vines 
Yield  to  the  conquerors  I    And  let  music's  voice 
Dispel  these  ominous  dreams  1— Wake,  harp  and 

song! 
Swelt  out  your  triumph ! 

A  BIESSENGER  eptsn^  bearing  a  kma. 
Messenger.  Pardon,  my  good  lord ! 
But  this  demands— 

Eribert.  What  means  thy  breathless  haste  t 
And  that  ill-boding  ipien  ?--Away !  such  looks 
Befit  not  hours  like  these. 

Messenger.  The  Lord  de  Coud 
Bade  me  bear  this,  and  say,  'tis  fraught  with  tidings 
Of  life  and  death. 

Vittoria  (hurnedty).  Is  thn  a  time  for  aught 
But  revelry  1 — My  lord,  these  dull  intrusions 
Mar  the  bright  spirit  bf  the  festal  scene ! 
Eribert  {to  the  Messenger).  Hence!  tcU  the 
Lord  de  Couci  we  will  talk 
Of  life  and  death  to-morrow. 

[Exit  Messenger. 
Let  there  be 
Around  me  none  but  joyous  looks  to-day, 
And  strains  whose  very  echoes  wake  to  mirth ! 
(A  band  qf  the  coiispifators  enter^  to  the  sound 
qfmusie,  disguised  as  shepherds^  bacc/ia- 
nals,  <f«c. 
Eribert.  What  forms  are  these  7— What  means 

this  antic  triumph  1 
Vittoria.  'Tis  but  a  rustic  pageant,  by  my  vassals 
Prepared  to  grace  our  bridal.    Will  you  not 
Hear  their  wild  music  1    Our  Sicilian  valea 
Have  many  a  sweet  and  mirthful  melody. 
To  which  the  glad  hea^  bounds. — Breathe  ye  some 

strain 
Meet  for  the  time,  ye  sons  of  Sicily ! 

{One  qfthe  Masquers  sings.) 
The  festal  eve,  o'er  earth  and  sky,  ^ 

In  her  sunset  robe,  looks  bright, 
And  the  purple  bil|s  of  Sicily, 

With  their  vineyards,  laugh  in  light  j 
From  the  marble  cities  of  her  plains 

Glad  voices  mSligUng  swell ; 
-  But  with  yet  more  loud  and  lofty  strainfl^ 
They  shall  hail  the  Vesper-bell  1 

Oh !  sweet  its  tones,  when  the  summer  bneab 

Their  cadence  wafts  aAir, 
To  float  o'er  the  blue  SictHan  seas, 

As  they  gleam  tu  the  first  pale  star 


The  shepherd  grsets  them  on  his  beiglit, 

The  hennit  in  his  cell ; 
— ^But  a  deeper  power  shall  breathe,  tiMiighl^ 
In  th0  louid  <^  the  Ve^Mr-bell  I 

[TVie  bell  rings. 
Eribert.  —It  hi  the  hour!— Hark, hark!— mj 
bride,  our  summons ! 
The  altar  is  prepared  and  crowned  vrith  floweoi 
That  wait— 

VUtoria.  The  victim! 

{A  tumult  hoard  vithout.) 

PROCIDA  aod  MDNTALBA  eniari  wkh  odM^  anwd. 

J^roetda.  Strike  t  the  hour  is  cornel 
VUtoria.  Welcome,  avengers,  welcome  I  Now 
bes^rongl 

( Thfi  conspirators  throw  qf  their  disguuo, 
and  rushf  trith  their  swords  draron,  upon, 
the  Provencals.    Eribert  is  t^unded^  and 
falU. 
Proeida.  Nov  hath  fhto  reached  thee  in  thj 
mid  career, 
'Thou  reveller  in  a  natbn's  agonies 

(  7^  Provencals  are  driven  off,  and  pursued 
by  the  SieUians.) 
Constanfie  (supporting  Eribert).  My  hcothflrl 

oh !  my  brother  I 
Eribert.  Have  I  stood 
A  leader  in  the  hattle-fieldf  of  kings, 
To  perish  thus  at  last  1 — Ay,  by  these  paogi, 
And  this  strange  chill,  that  heavily  doth  creep 
Like  a  sbw  poison,  through  my  curdling  veioi^ 
This  should  be^death !— In  sooth  a  dull  exchaaga 
For  the  gay  bridal  feast  I 

Voices  (without).  Remember  Conradin  I — span 

none,  spare  none  I 
Vittoria  {throwing  eff  her  bridal  wrea^  and 
ornaments).  This  is  proud  fireedom.    Novr 
my  soul  may  cast. 
In  generous  scorn,  her  mantle  of  dissemliUiig 
To  earth  for  ever  I — And  it  is  such  joy. 
As  if  a  captive,  from  his  dull,  -cold  cell. 
Might  soar  at  onoe  on  ehaitered  wii^  to  n^^ 
The  realms  of  starred  infinity  \ — Away ! 
Vain  mockery  of  a  bridal  wreath  I    The  boor 
For  which  stem  patience  ne'er  kept  watch  in  vain 
Is  come;  and  I  may  give  my  horsling  beait 
Full  and  indignant  seope.-^Now,  Eribert  I 
Believe  in  retribution  1    What,  prood  man  f 
Prince,  raler,  eonquevor  I  didst  Ihon  deem  Heavca 

slept  1 
"  Or  that  the  unseen,  immortal  rainlsten, 
'*  Ranging  the  vtorld,  to  note  e'en  purposed  crime 
"  In  burning  diatactert,  had  laid  aside 
"  Their  everlasting  attributes  for  Mee  7 
—Oh  1  blind  security  l^He,  in  whose  dread  hactt 
The  lightmngs  vibrato,  faokb  them  back,  nnia 
The  trampler  of  this  goodly  earth  hath  readiod 
His  pyiajuld-hsight  of  power;  that  so  hts  fall 
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May,  with  moie  ftarful  oimIm,  iiuik«  |Mfe 
Man's  crowned  oppreaBon  I 

Caiutamee,  Oh  I  nproaob  bim  not  t 
Hifl  aoal  it  tiembUng  on  the  dbiy  bfittk 
Of  that  dim  world  where  passion  may  not  onter. 
Leave  him  ia  pea/te. 

FoMea  (yrithout).  AnjoQ,  Anjou  i^-De  Cooci  to 
theresetie! 

Eribert  {hadf-raUing  hinueif).  My  brave  Pn>- 
Ten^ab!  do  ye  oomhat  stiUI 
And  I,  your  chief,  am  here  i— Now,  bow  I  feel 
That  death  indeed  is  bitter 

FiKoria.  Fare  tbee  weU  I 
Thine  eyes  so  oft,  with  their  insulting  smite, 
Have  looked  on  man's  last  pangs,  tboa  ahouldi^, 

by  this, 
Be  perfect  how  to  die  I  [EsU  ViUoria. 

RAmONDeettni 

Hahnend,  Away,  my  Constaaoe! 
Now  is  the  time  for  flight.  Oar  slanghtering  bands 
Are  scattered  far  and  wide.    A  little  while 
And  thoa  sbalt  be  in  mhfty.    Knowest  thoa  not 
That  bw  sweet  vale,  where  dwells  the  holy  man, 
Ansdmol    He  whose  hermitage  is  reared 
'Mid  some  old  temple's  ruins  T—Konnd  the  spot 
His  name  hath  spread  no  pure  and  deep  a  chnrm, 
'Tis  haUowed  as  a  sanctuary,  wherein 
Thou  shah  securely  bide,  tUlthis  wild  storm 
Have  spent  its  fbry.    Haste! 

Cofutanee,  I  will  not  flyt 
Whileia  his  heart  them  is  one  thiob  of  life, 
One  spark  in  his  dim  eyes,  I  will  not  le«vn 
The  brother  of  my  youth  to  peiith  thus, 
Without  One  kindly  bosom  to  sustain 
His  dying  head. 

Bribert.  The  clouds  are  darkening  iMmdL 
There  are  strange  voices  ringing  in  mine  ear 
That  summon  m»— ta  what7— But  I  have  been 
(Toed  to  oommanl  1— Away  I  I  will  not  die 
But  on  the  field—  {Bb  dies. 

Om8tance{kneeiiHffbyhim).  Oh  Heaven!  be 
merdfal, 
An  thou  art  just !— for  he  Is  now  when  nought 
But  mercy  oan  avail  him!— It  la  past  1 

QUIDO  totan,  with  his  swgcd  diawn. 

Ouido  {to  Rmmand)^  Vte  sought  tho6  te|r— 
Whynrtfhou  lingnring  hsrol 
Hute,  fellow  me  t-Sospioion  with  thy  MOW 
Joinn  that  wotd-^-'TVoOinr/ 

Rohmmd.  Traitor  I— -<a«ido  1 

Quid6,  Yesl 
Hant  thou  not  hnaid  that,  with  Un  moUunna, 
After  irain  conflict  with  a  peo|ie^i  wialii, 
De  Coud  hath  caenpedi^And  there  are  IhMe 
Who  mmmur  Ifaatt  flpom  <Ae»  the  wambigcarae 
Whkfa  oavnd  hfan-feom  oar  vnngannenk    But  a'cn 

Id  the  red  euncnt  of  Proran^  blood 
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That  doubt  may  be  eliaced.    Draw  thy  good 


AndfeOowme! 

Rabtumd,  And  ihou  couUst  doubt  me,  Guklul 
'Tin  eome  to  this  !•— A  way  I  mistrust  me  still. 
I  will  not  stain  my  awoni  with  deeds  like  thine. 
Thou  knowest  me  not ! 

Chtido.  Raimond  di  Procida ! 
If  thou  art  he  whom  onoe  I  doomed  so  noble** 
Call  me  thy  fiiend  no  more !  [EsU  Guido. 

Baimmid  {t\fUr  a  pause).  Rise,  dearest,  risel 
Thy  duty's  task  hath  nobly  been  fulfilled, 
E'en  in  the  face  of  death :  bu^all  is  o'er. 
And  this  is  now  no  place  where  nature's  tea» 
In  quiet  sanctity  may  fireely  flow. 
— Hark!  the  wiid  sounds  that  wait  on  fearful  deeds 
Are  swelling  on  the  winds,  as  the  deep  roar 
Of  fast«dvancing  billows;  and  fer  thee 
i  ahame  not  thus  to  tremble. — Speed,  oh,  speed  I 

\Ex6unU 


ACT  THE  FOURTH. 

tfCENi  Ir^k  ITRIET  IM  PaLSMCO. 
PBOdD A  SBCaOL 

Proetda,  How  strange  and  d«ep  a  stillness  loads 
the  air. 
As  with  the  power  of  midnight  I^Ay,  where  dbath 
Hath  passed,  there  should  be  sileQce.— But  this 

hudi 
Of  nature's  heart,  this  breathleaanesi  of  aU  thmg% 
Doth  preas  on  thought  too  heavily,  and  the  aky, 
With  its  dark  lobe  of  purple  thunder-doUds 
Brooding  in  sullen  masses,  o'er  my  spirit 
Weighs  like  an  omen  I— WlMref<ne  ahould  this 

bel 
Is  not  our  task  achieved,  the  mighty  ^vork 
Of  our  deliverance  1 — Yea ;  I  should  be  joyous : 
But  this  our  feeble  nature,  with  its  quksk 
Instinctive  supentit&ops,  will  drag  down 
Th'  ascending  soul.^And  I  have  feaitul  bodings 
That   treachery  lurks   amongst  ua.-^Raunond! 

Raimond! 
Oh  I  Qnilt  ne'er  made  a  mien  like  his  its  gorbl 
It  ean  not  be ! 


MOMTALBA,  GinDO^  and  oa 
Procida,  Welcoroel  wemeetinjoyi 
Now  may  we  bear  ourselves  erect,  resuming 
The  kingly  port  of  freemen!  Who  shall  dan. 
After  tins  proof  of  slavei/a  dread  recoil. 
To  weave  us  chains  again  V- Ye  have  done  well 
MoiUqUm,  We  Aonedene  well   Tbere  need  no 
ehotalaoog, 
No  shouting  multitudes  to  Uaaoa  feith 
Our  stem  exploits,— >The  aOstue  of  eor  fees 
Doth  vouoh  enough,  and  they  in  laid  to  isei 
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Deep  as  the  sword  ooald  make  it.    Yet  oar  task 
Is  stilt  but  half  achieved,  since,  with  his  bands, 
De  Cooci  hath  escaped,  and  doobtless,  leads 
Their  footsteps  to  Mesnna,  where  our  foes 
Will  gather  all  their  strength.  Betemined  heaits, 
And  deeds  to  startle  earth,  are  yet  required,   . 
To  make  the  mighty  sacrifice  complete.—   - 
Where  is  thy  son? 

Proeida,  I  know  not    Once  last  night 
He  crossed  my  path,  and  with  one  stroke  beat  down 
A  sword  just  raised  to  smite  me,  and  restored 
My  own,  which  in  that  deadly  strife  had  been 
Wrenched  from  my  grasp:  but  when  I  would 

have  pressed  him 
To  my  exulting  bosom,  he  drew  back, 
And  with  a  sad,  and  yet  a  scornful,  smile, 
Fall  of  strange  meaning,  left  me.   Since  that  hour 
I  have  not  seen  him.    Wherefore  didst  thou  askl 

Montaiba.  It  matters  not.    We  have  deeper 

things  to  speak  of. — 

Knowest  thou  that  we  have  traitors  in  our  coun- 

dlsl 

Proeida.  I  know  some  voice  in  secret  must  have 

warned 

Do  Coad ;  or  his  scattered  bands  had  ne'er 

So  soon  been  marahalled,  and  in  doee  arfay 

Led  hence  as  from  the  field.    Hast  thou  hoard 

aught 
That  may  develope  this  1 

MontaJba.  The  guards  we  set 
To  watch  the  city-gates  have  seized,  this  mom, 
One  whose  quick  fearful  glance,  and  hurried  step 
Betrayed  his  guilty  purpose.    Mark  I  he  bore 
C  Amidst  the  tumult  deeming  thai  his  flight 
Might  all  unnoticed  pass)  these  scrolls  to  him, 
The  fugitive  Proven9al.    Read  and  judge ! 

ProcidcL,  Where  is.  this  messenger  1 

Montalba.  Where  «^iiie{  he  be  ?— 
They  slew  him  in  their  wrath. 

Frocida,  Unwisely  done  1 
Give  me  the  scrolls.  [Ms  readM, 

Now,  if  there  be  such  things 
As  may  to  death  add  sharpness,  yet  delay 
The  pang  which  gives  release;  if  there  be  power 
.n  execration,  to  call  down  the  fires 
Of  yon  avenging  Heaven,  whose  rapid  shafts 
But  for  such  guilt  were  aimless ;  be  they  heaped 
Upon  the  traitor's  head ! — Scorn  make  his  name 
iler  mark  for  evert 

Montalha.  In  our  passionate  blindness,, 
W .  send  forth  cunes,'  whose  deep  stings  recoil 
Oft  on  ourselves 

Proeida.  Whatever  fate  hath  <^  ruin 
l'*a]|  on  his  house! — ^What!  to  resign  again 
'I'hat  freedom  for  whose  sake  our  souls  have  now 
lilngrained  themselves  in  blood  1«— Why,  who  is  he 
That  hath  devised  this  treachery  V*To  the  1000 
W  by  fixed  he  not  his  name,  so  stamping  it 
With  an  immortal  infamy,  whose  brand 


Might  warn  men  i|»m  him  T-*- Who  shflold  be  to 

vilel 
Alberti  7 — In  his  eye  is  that  which  ever 
Shrinks  from  encountering  mine  I— But  no  I  Ills 

race 
Is  of  the  noblest— Oh  t  he  could  not  shame 
That  high  deseent !— UrbinoT— Contil~No  I 
They  too  are  deeply  pledged. — There 's  one  name 

morel 
— I  can  not  utter  it  i— Now  shall  I  read 
Each  faee  with  cold  suspicion,  wliich  doth  bbl 
From  man's  high  mien  its  native  royalty, 
And  seal  his  noble  forehead  with  the  impress 
Of  its  own  vile  imaginings  f — Speak  your  thoughts, 
Montalba!  Guido!— Who  shoukl  this  man  bel 

Montalha.  Why,  whotSieilianyouth  unsheathed 
last  night 
His  sword  to  aid  our  foes,  and  turned  its  edge 
Against  his  covntry's  chiefo— He  that  did  <Ms, 
May  well  be  deemed  for  guiltier  treason  ripe. 

Proeida,  And  who  is  he  1 

MonJtalha,  Nay,  ask  thy  soil 

Proeida,  My  soul 
What  should  he  know  of  such  a  recreant  heaitl 
Speak,  Guide  t  thoo  'ft  his  Mead ! 

Giiido,  I  would  not  wear 
The, brand  of  soeh  a  namsl 

Proeida,  How!  what neans this? 
A  flash  of  light  brsaks  in  upon  my  soul  I 
!•  it  to  bhkst  me  1— Yet  the  fearful  doubt 
Ilath  cvept  in  darkness  through  my  ttioi4ght»  ht- 

fore, 
And  been  finng  from  them.-*Silenoel«-Speak  not 

yet! 
I  would  be  calm,  and  meet  the  thuoder-burst 
With  a  strong  heart  [A  pmse 

Now,  what  hav«  I  to  hear^ 
Your  tidings  7 

Guido,  Briefly,  "t  was  your  son  did  thus ; 
He  hath  di^^raoed  your  name. 

Proeida.  My  sod  did  thus  t 
Are  thy  words  onuses,  that  I  sliocdd  search 
Their  hidden  meaning  out  X-^Whai  did  my  soqI 
I  have  forgot  the  laled— Repeat  it,  quick  I 

Quido.  'Twill  butst  upon  thee  all  too  soon. 
While  we 
Were  busy  at  the  dark  and  solemii  rites 
Of  retribution;  while  w^  bathed  the  earth 
In  red  libatkmS)  which  will  censecrate 
The  soil  they  mingled  vrith  to  freedom's  step 
Through  the  long  march  of  ages ;  twas  kU  tMk 
To  shiekl  from  danger  a  Proven9al  maid, 
Sistw  of  him  whose  oold  mumimiuii  stung 
Our  hearts  to  madness. 

Montalba.  What!  should  she  he sparsd 
To  keep  tet  nams  from  perishiiig  im  eaitlil 
— I  crossed  them  in  their  path,  and  raised  my  swimi 
To  smite  her  in   her  ehampion's  sras  —We 
fought*- 
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rW  bo*  disarmed  me! — And  1  five  to  tell 
lAy  shame,  and  wreak  my  vengeance  I 

Ouido.  Who  but  he 
Could  warn  De  Coud,  or  devise  the  guilt 
These  scrolls  reveal?— Hath  not  tlie  traitor  still 
Sought,  with  his  fair  and  specious  eloquence, 
To  win  us  from  our  purpose  i—AU  things  seem 
Leagued  to  unmask  him. 

MoiUalba.  Know  you  not  there  «ame 
E'en  in  the  banquet's  hour,  from  this  De  Coad, 
One,  bearing  unto  Eribeit  the  tidings 
Of  all  OUT  purfjosed  deedsl—And  have  we  not 
Proof,  as  the  noon-day  clear,  that  Raimond  lovn 
The  sister  of  that  tyrant  1 

Procida,  There  was  one 
Who  mourned  for  being  childkas ! — ^Let  him  now 
FeaM  o'er  his  children's  graves,  and  I  will  join 
The  revelry! 

Monlalba  (apart).  You  shall  be  childless  too ! 

Proeida,  Was 't  you,  Montalba7~Now  fejoice! 
Isay. 
There  is  no  nam^  so  near  you  that  its  stains 
Should  call  the  fevered  and  indignant  blood 
To  your  daik  cheek !-  But  I  will  dash  to  earth 
The  weight  that  pressetf  on  my  heart,  and  then 
Be  irlad  as  thou  art 

Monlalba.  What  means  thia,  my  lord  7 
Who  hath  seen  gladness  on  Montalba'ft  mieni 

Procida.  Why,  should  not  all  be  glad  wh9  have 
noMna 
To  tarnish  their  bright  name! 

Moniaiba.  I  am  not  used 
To  bear  with  mockery. 

Procida.  Friend !  By  yon  high  Heaven, 
I  mock  thee  not ! — 'tis  a  proud  fate,  to  live 
Alone  and  unallied. — Wliy,  what's  alonel 
A  word  whose  sense  is— /p«e/ — Ay,  free  from  all 
The  venomed  stings  implanted  in  the  heart 
By  those  it  bves. — Oh !  1  could  laugh  to  think 
O'  th'  joy  that  riots  in  baronial  halls, 
When  the  word  comes — "  A  son  is  bom !" — A  son! 
—They  should  say  thus—"  He  that  shall  knit  your 
brow  I 

To  furrpwi^  not  of  yean ;  and  bid  your  eye  | 

Gtuail  its  proud  glance;   to  tell  the  earth  its 


Is  bom,  and  so,  lejdce!*'— T^en  might  we  feast, 
And  know  the  cause: — Were  it  not  eicellentl 

Montalha.  This  is  alt  idle.    There  are  deeds  to 
doj  ' 

Arouse  thee,  Procida! 

Procida.  Why,  am  I  not 
Calm  as  immaital  Justice  T — She  can  strike. 
And  yet  be  paanonles*— and  thus  will  I. 
(  know  thy  meaning. — Deeds  to  do !— 'tis  well.     | 
They  shall  be  done  en  thought  on. — Go  ye  forth; 
There  is  a  youth  who  calls  himself  my  son,  | 

His  name  i»^Raimond— 4n  his  eye  is  light 
That  show*  Hka  truth— but  be  not  ye  deceived  r    > 


Bear  him  in  chains  beforo  us.  We  will  sit 
To^ay  in  judgment,  and  the  skies  shall  see 
The  strength  which  girds  our  natun. — Will  not 

this 
Be  glorious,  brave  Montalha?— Linger  not, 
Ye  tardy  messengeisl  for  there  are  things 
Which  ask  the  speed  of  storms. 

[Eseuni  Ouido  and  othtr*. 
Is  not  this  wein 
MoMaiba.  'Tis  noble.    Keep  thy  spirit  to  thhl 
proud  height, 
{Atide)  And  then— be  desolate  Hke  me !— my  woe* 
Will  at  the  thought  grow  light 
Procida.  What  now  remains 
To  be  prepared  1— Then  should  be  solemn  pomp 
To  grace  a  day  like  this.— Ay,  broaking  hearto 
Require  a  drapery  to  conceal  their  throbs 
From  cold  inquiring  oyes ;  and  it  must  be 
Ample  and  rich,  that  so  their  gaze  may  not 
Explore  what  lies  beneath. 

[ExU  Procida. 
Montalha.  Now  this  is  well  I 
—I  hate  this  Procida;  for  he  hath  won 
In  all  our  councils  that  ascendancy 
And  mastery  o'er  bold  hearts,  which  should  have 

been 

Mine  by  a  thousand  claims.— Had  he  the  strength 
Of  wrongs  like  mine t— No!  for  that  name— hit 

country — 

Ek  strikes — my  vengeance  hath  a  deeper  fount : 
But  then 's  dark  joy  in  this  I— Ahd  fate  hath  barred 
My  soul  from  every  other. 

{Esii  Montaiba. 

SCENE    11. — 1  HBRMfTAGE,    EimAOUNDBIl    tT   TBB 
RUIX8  OF  AN   ANCIENT  TEMPLE. 

OONBTANCR    ANSEUia 

Constance.  'Tis  strange  he  comes  not! — u  not 
thb  the  still 

And  sultry  hour  of  noon?— He  should  have  been 
Hero  by  the  day-break. — Was  there  not  a  voice* 
— "  No !  'tis  the  shrill  Cicada,  with  glad  life 
Peopling  these  marble  rains,  as  it  sports 
Amidst  them,  in  the  sun.— Hark  I  yet  again  P* 
No!  no! — Forgive  me,  fother!  that  I  bring 
Earth's  restless  grielk  and  passions  to  dirturb 
The  stillneM  of  thy  holy  solitude; 
My  heart  is  full  of  care. 

Antelmo.  There  is  no  ptaee 
So  halk>wed,  as  to  be  unvisited 
By  mortal  cares.    Nay,  whither  should  we  go. 
With  our  deep  griefs  and  passions,  but  to  scenes 
Lonely  and  still ;  where  he  (hat  made  our  hearM 
Will  speak  to  them  in  whispers  1  I  have  known 
Affliction  too,  my  daughter. 

Conttanee.  Hark  I  his  step! . 
I  know  it  well— he  come*— my  Raunood,  wH 
oome* 
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vrrrOHiA  entsn^  GONBTANCE  darinki  back  oa  peroelT- 
log  her. 

Oh  Heaven!  that  aspect  tellfl  a  fearful  tale. 

VUtoria  (not  observing  her).  There  is  a  dood 
of  horror  on  my  soul; 
And  on  thy  words,  Anselmo,  peace  doth  wait^ 
Even  as  an  echo,  following  the  sweet  close 
Of  some  divine  and  solemn  harmony: 
Therefore  I  sought  thee  now.    Oh!  speak  to  me 
Of  holy  things,  and  names,  in  whose  deep  soand 
(s  power  to  hid  the  tempests  of  the  heart 
Sink,  like  a  storm  rebuked. 

Anaelmo.  What  recent  grief  . 
Darkens  thy  spirit  thus  1 

VUtoria.  I  said  not  grieC 
We  should  rejoice  tonlay,  but  joy  is  not 
That  which  it  hath  been.    In  the  flowers  which 

wreathe 
Its  mantling  cap  there  is  a  scent  unknown,      ^ 
Fraught  with  some  strange  delirium.    All  things 

now 
Have  changed  their  iA«(ure;  still,  I  say,  rcjoioe! 
There  is  a  cause,  Anselmo!— We  are  free, 
Free  and  avenged! — Yet  on  my  soul  there  hangs 
A  darkness,  heavy  as  th'  oppressive  gloom 
Of  midnight  phantasies. — Ay,  for  this^  \fio^ 
There  is  a  cause. 

Anselmo.  How  say'st  thou,  we  are  free'? 
There  may  have  raged,  within  Palermo's  wall% 
Some  brief  wild  tumult,  but  too  well  1  know 
They  call  the  stranger,  lord. 

VUtoria,  Who  calls  the  de€ul 
Cui'.queror  or  lerd  t — Hush !  breathe  it  not  aloud. 
The  wild  winds  must  not  hear  it  1 — ^Yet,  again, 
( tell  thee,  we  are  free! 

Antelmo.  Thine  eye  hath  looked 
(;n  fearful  deeds,  for  still  their  shadows  hang 
O'er  its  dark  orb. — Speak!  I  adjure  thee,  say, 
I  low  hath  this  work  been  wrought  1 

VUtoria.  Peace!  ask  me  not! 
Why  shouldst  thou  hear  a  tale  to  send  thy  Uood 
Back  on  its  fount  1 — We  can  not  wake  them  now ! 
The  storm  is  in  my  soul,  but  they  are  all 
At  rest  I — Ay,  sweetly  may  the  [^aughtered  babe 
By  its  dead  mother  sleep;  and  warlike  men 
Who  'midst  the  slain  have  slumbered  oft  before, 
Making  the  shield  their  pillow,  may  repose 
Well,  now  their  toils'are  doAe.— Is 't  not  enough  1 

Constance.  Merciful  Heaven!  have  such  things 
been?  And  yet 
There  is  no  shade  come  u'er  the  buighing  sky ! 
-  -I  am  an  outcast  now. 

Anselmo.  O  Thou,  whose  ways 
(ylouds  mantle  fearfully ;  of  all  the  blind, 
But  terrible,  ministetB  that  work  thy  wrath, 
flow  much  is  man  the  fiercest! — Others  know 
Their  limits— Yes!    the   earthquakes,  and  the 

storms, 
And  the  volcanoes! — He  alone  o'erleaps       * 


The  bounds  of  retribution !— Cooldst  thon  gas^ 
Vittoria!  with  thy  woman's  heart  and  ^«v 
On  such  dread  scenes  unmoved  1 

VUtoria.  Wasitfornu 
To  stay  th'  avenging  sword?— No^  thoi^h  il 

pierced 
My  very  soul?— "Hark,  hark,  what  thriOiDg 

shrieks 
Ring  through  the  air  around  me!— Can:!  thoe  ndt 
Bid  them  be  hushed  ?— Oh !  look  not  on  me  thus ! 

Anselmo,  Lady!  thy  thooghts  lend  stcmness 
to  the  looks 
Which  are  but  sad  I"— Have  all  then  peiMhed? 

aU? 
Was  there  no  meicy 

VUtoria.  Mercy  1  it  hath  been 
A  word  forbidden  as  th'  unhaflowed  names 
Of  evil  powers. — ^Yet  one  there  was  who  dared 
To  own  the  guiU  ef  pity,  and  to  aid 
The  victims  1  but  in  vain.— Of  him  Ho  mora  I 
He  is  a  traitor,  and  a  traitor's  death 
Will  be  hb  meed. 

Constance  (coming  forward)*   Oh  Heaven  i-^ 
his  nanie,  his  na.me! 
Is  it — it  can  not  be! 

VUtoria  (starting).  Thou  here,  pale  gfr!! 
I  deemed  thee  with  the  dead ! — How  hast  thoQ 

'scaped 
The  snare!— Who  saved  thee,  last  of  all  thy  ncul 
Was  it  not  he  of  whom  I  spake  e'en  now, 
Raimond  di  Procida? 

Constance.  It  is  enough. 
Now  the  storm  breaks  upon  me,  and  I  smk ! 
Must  he  too  die? 

VUtoria,  Is  it  ev'n  so?- Why  then. 
Live  cm — thou  hast  the  anow  at  thy  heart ! 
"  Fix  not  on  me  thy  sad  reproachful  eyes," 
I  mean  not  to  betray  thee.    Thou  may'st  live! 
Why  should  death  bring  thee  his  oblivious  ba]flbs\ 
Be  visits  but  the  happy. — Didst  thott  ask 
If  Raimond  too  must  die  ? — It  is  as  sure 
As  that  his  blood  is  on  thy  head,  for  thou 
Didst  win  him  to  this  treason. 

Constance.  "  When  did  man 
Call  mercy,  treason  ? — Take  my  life,  but  save 
My  noble  Raimond! 

VUtoria.  Maiden  1"  he  must  die. 
E'en  now  the  youth  before  his  judges  stands, 
And  they  are  men  who,  to  the  voice  of  prayer, 
Are  as  the  rock  is  to  the  mvhnured  sigh 
Of  summer^waves;  ay,  though  a  &ther  sit 
On  their  tribunal    Bend  thou  not  to  me. 
What  wouldst  thou?  . 

C&nst€mce.  Mercy! — Oh!  wert  thou  to  plead 
But  with  a  look,  e'en  yet  he  might  be  saved  I 
If  thou  hast  ever  loved — 

VUtoria,  If  I  have  IovmI? 

It  is  that  love  forbids  me  to  releut; 

I  am  what  it  hath  made  me. — O'er  my  aooi 
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LigUiiing  hath  paa»d,  and  ieared  it.    Coold  1 1 

weep, 
I  then  might  pitj*-but  it  will  not  be. 

Qnutanee,   Oh!  thoa  wilt  yet  relent,  for  wo- 
man's heart 
TV  as  formed  to  suffer  and  to  melt 

ViUoria.  Awayl 
Why  should  I  pity  theet— >Thoa  wilt  bat  prove 
What  I  have  known  before — and  yet  I  live! 
Nature  is  strong,  and  it  may  all  be  borne — 
The  sick  impatient  yearning  of  the  heart 
For  that  which  is  net;  and  the  weary  sense 
Of  the  dull  void,  wherewith  our  homes  have  been 
Circled  by  death;  yes,  all  things  may  be  borne! 
All,  save  remorse. — But  I  will  not  bow  down 
My  spirit  to  that  dark  power: — there  was  no 

guilt! 
Anselmo  1  wherefore  didst  thoa  talk  of  guilt  1 

Ajuelma.   Ay,  thus  doth  sensitive  coosdenca 
quicken  thoc^ht, 
Lending  repraachful  voices  (o  a  breeze 
Keen  lightning  to  a  k)ok. 

Viiioria.  Leave  me  in  peace! 
[s  't  not  enough  that  I  should  have  a  sense 
Of  things  thoa  canst  not  see,  all  wild  and  dark, 
And  of  unearthly  whispers,  haunting  me 
With  dread  suggestions,  but  that  thy  cold  words. 
Old  man,  should  gall  me  too 7— Must  all  conspire 
Against  mel — Oh!  thou  beautiful  spirit!  wont 
To  shine  upon  my  dreams  with  looks  of  love, 
Where  art  thou  vanished  T— Was  it  not  the  thought 
Of  thee  which  urged  me  to  the  fearful  task, 
And  wilt  thou  now  lofsake  mel — I  must  seek 
The  shadowy  woods  again,  for"  there,  perchance, 
Still  may  thy  vwoe  be  in  uy  twiiight-patba ; 
—Here  i  but  meet  despair !  [ExU  ViUoria, 

Anslemo  (Jo  Constanoe).  Despair  not  thou. 
My  daughter ! — ^be  that  purifies  the  heart 
With  grie(  will  lend  it  strength. 

Qmstance  {endeatowring  to  rouse  herself).  Did 
she  not  say 
That  some  one  was  to  diet 

Aiiselmo,  I  tell  thee  not 
Thy  pangs  are  vain-^ibr  nature  will  have  way. 
Earth  must  have  tears  f  yet  in  a  heart  like  thins, 
Faith  may  not  yield  its  place. 

Constance.  Have  I  not  heard 
Some  fearful  tale  1— Who  said,  that  there  should 

rest 
Blood  on  my  soull— What  blood  7^1  never  bore 
Hatred,  kind  father,  unto  aught  that  breathes ; 
Raimond  doth  know  it  w^lL— Raimond  !-*High 

Heaven, 
/t  bursts  upon  me  now! — and  he  must  die ! 
For  my  sake— e'en  for  mine  I 

Anselmo.  Her  words  were  stnoge. 
And  her  proud  mind  seemed  half  to  frenzy 

wroughtr— 
^Puchance  this  may  not  be ! 
H  10* 


Constance.  It  must  net  be. 
Why  do  I  linger  here?  [$he  rises  to  depart, 

Anselmo.  Where  wouldst  thou  gol 

Constance.  To  give  their  stem  and  unrelenting 
heerts 
A  victim  in  his  stead. 

ATiselmo.  Stay !  wouldst  thou  rush 
On  certain  death? 

Constance.  I  may  not  falter  now. 
—Is  not  the  Hie  of  woman  all  bound  up 
In  her  affections? — What  bath  she  to  do 
In  this  bleak  world  alone  7 — It  may  be  wall 
For  man  on  his  triumphal  course  to  move, 
Uncumbered  by  soft  bonds ;  \mi  we  were  born 
For  love  ^nd  grief. 

Anselmo.  Thou  fair  and  gentle  thing. 
Unused  to  meet  a  gbince  which  doth  not  speak 
Of  tenderness  or  homage !  how  shouldst  thou 
Bear  the  hard  aspect  of  unpitying  men, 
Or  face,  the  king  of  terrors  1 

Constance.  There  is  strength 
Deep  bedded  in  our  hearts,  of  which  wc  rock 
But  little,  till  the  shafts  of  heaven  have  pierced 
Its  fragile  dwelling. — Must  not  earth  be  rent 
Before  her  gems  are  found  1 — Oh !  now  I  feel 
Worthy  the  generous  love  which  hath  not  shunned 
To  look  on  deati)  ibr  me ! — My  heart  hath  giyen 
Birth  to  as  deep  a  courage,  and  a  faith 
As  high  in  its  devotion. 

[ExU  Constanofi, 

Anselmo.  She  is  gone ! 
Is  it  to  perish  7 — God  of  mercy!  lend 
Power  to  my  voice,  that  so  its  prayer  may  s^ye 
This  pure  and  lofty  creature! — I  will  follow- 
But  her  young  footstep  and  heroic  heart 
Will  bear  her  to  destruction  faster  far 
Than  I  can  track  her  path. 

[ExiiAn^lmo. 

BCfiNE  III. — HALL  OF  A  PUBLIC  BUILD ING. 

FROCIDA,  MONTJLLBA,  GfUIDO,  and  odMH^  sealed  is  on 
.    a  TnbttnaL 

Proeida.  The  mom  lowered  daxUy,  but  the  sun 
hath  now, 
With  fierce  and  angry  splendour,  through  tl^ 

clouds 
Burst  forth,  as  if  impatient  to  behokl 
This,  our  high  triumph. — Lead  the  prisoner  in. 
{Raimond  is  brought  in  fettered  and  grusrded,') 
Why,  what  a  bright  and  fearless  brow  is  here  I 
— Is  this  man  guilty? — ^Look  on  him,  Montalbal 
MontaJha.  Be  firm.    Sl¥>u)d  justioe  fiJter  at  ,a 

look? 
Proeida,  No,  thou  si^'et  weU.    Her  ^es  u« 
filleted. 
Or  should  be  so.    Thoa,  that  dost  call  thyselt  ^ 
—But  no!  I  will  not  breathe  a  traitor's  name- 
Speak!  thou  art  arraigns^  of  tveasoo. 
Raimona,  laixavia  ^  .  y 
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YoMf  before  whom  I  sUnd,  of  darker  guUt, 
(u  the  bright  face' of  Heaven ;  and  your  own  heaita 
Give  echo  to  the  charge.    Your  very  looka 
Have  ta'en  the  stamp  of  crime,  and  seem  to  ahiink. 
With  a  perturbed  and  haggard  wildnen,  back 
From  the  too-searching  light. — Why,  what  hath 

wrought 
This  change  on  noble  brows  1 — There  is  a  voice, 
With  a  deep  answer,  rising  from  the  blood 
Your  hands  have  coldly  shed  !<^  Ye  are  of  those 
From  whom  just  men  recoil,  with  curdling  veins, 
All  thrilled  by  life*s  abhorrent  consciousness, 
And  sensitive  feeling  of  a  nvardenr^t  presence. 
— Away  t  come  down  from  your  tribunal-seat, 
Put  off  your  robes  of  state,  and  let  your  mien 
Be  pale  and  humbled ;  for  ye  bear  about  yott 
,  That  which  repugnant  earth  doth  sicken  at. 
More  than  the  pestilence. — That  I  should  live 
To  see  my  father  shrink  1 

Procida.  Montalba,  speak  1 
There  *9  something  chokes  my  vcnce-^but  fear  me 
not; 

Montalba.  If  we  must  plead  to  vindicate  our  acts, 
Be  it  when  thou  hast  made  thine  own  look  clear ; 
Most  eloquent  youth!  What  answer  canst  thou 

make 
To  this  our  charge  of  treason  T 

JRaimond,  I  will  plead 
That  cause  before  a  mightier  Judgment-throne, 
Where  merey  is  not  guilt.    But  here,  I  feel 
Too  buoyandy  the  glory  and  the  joy 
Of  my  firee  spirit's  whiteness*,  for  e'en  now 
Th*  embodied  hideousness  of  crime  doth  seem 
Before  me  glaring  out. — Why,  I  saw  thee^ 
Thy  foot  upon  an  aged  warrior^  breast. 
Trampling  out  nature's  last  convulsive  heavings. 
— And  thou  -^hy  sword — Oh,  valiant  chief  1 — ^is 

yet 
Red  from  the  noble  stroke  which  pierced,  at  once, 
A  mother  and  the  babe,  whose  little  life 
Was  from  her  bosom  drawn ! — Immortal  deeds 
For  bards  to  hymn ! 

Guido  {aside).  I  look  upon  his  mien, 
And  waver.    Can  it  be?    My  boyish  heart 
Deemed  him  so  noble  once !  A  way,  weak  tlioughts ! 
Why  should  I  shrink,  as  if  the  guih  were  inine, 
From  Lis  proud  glance  7 

Procida.  Oh,  thou  dissembler!  thou, 
8o  skilled  to  clothe  with  virtue's  generous  flush 
The  hollow  check  of  cold  hypocrisy, 
That,  with  thy  guilt  made  manifest,  I  can  scarce 
Believe  thee  guilty!  Look  ou  me,  and  say 
Whose  was  the  secret  warning  voice,  that  saved 
[>s  Coud  with  his  bands,  to  join  our  foes, 
Aua  forge  new  fetters  for  th'  indignant  land! 
Whose  was  thU  treachery  1 

[Sfufwe  him  papers. 
Who  hath  promised  here, 
( Bdikfl  to  appease  the  mante  of  the  dead,) 


At  midnight  to  unfold  Pakrmo'a  gates, 

And  welcome  io  the  foal    Who  hath  done  thn. 

But  thou,  a  tyrant's  friend  1 

Raifiumd.  Who  hath  aone  thisi 
Father !— if  I  may  call  thoe  l^  that  name— 
Look,  with  thy  piercing  ey«,  on  those  whose  smilis 
Were  masks  that  hid  th^  daggers. —  T%erc,  pez^ 

chance, 
May  lurk  what  loves  not  light  too  strong.  Forme, 
I  know  but  this— there  needs  no  deep  research 
To  prove  the  truth—that  murdereis  may  be  traitors 
Ev'n  to  each  other. 

Procida  (to  AiojUatba),  His  unaltering  cheek 
Still  vividly  doth  hoki  its  natural  hue, 
And  his  eye  quails  not  I — ^Is  this  innocence  1 

MonicUba.  Nol  'tis  th'  nnaKrinUn^  l^l^y^fl^K^lj 

of  crime. 
— Thou  bearest  a  gallant  mien ! — But  where  is  she 
Whom  thou  hast  bartered  fame  and  lifo  to  eave^ 
The  tut  Proveufal  maid?— What,  fcnowest  thoe 

not 
That  this  alone  were  guilt,  to  death  allied? 
Was  't  not  our  law  that  he  whospared  e  too, 
(And  is  she  not  of  that  detested  race?) 
Should  thenceforth  be  amongst  us  as  a  foe  ? 
—Where  hast  thou  borne  her  ?— speak  1 

Haimond.  That  Heaven,  whose  eye 
Burns  up  thy  soul  with  its  %-eeaicbiqg  glanes^ 
Is  with  her;  she  is  safe. 

Procida.  And  by  that  word 
Thy  doom  is  sealed«-^h  Gk)dl  that  I  had  tlied 
Before  this  bitter  hour,  in  the  full  strength 
And  gloty  of  my  heart  1 

OONBTANCBenM%  snfl  rariMs  to  KAIMONa 

Constance.  Oh  I  art  thou  found  ? 
— ^Bot  yet,  to  find  thee  thus ! — Chains,  chains  for 

theel 
My  brave,  my  noble  love ! — Off  with  these  bonds, 
Let  him  be  free  as  air: — for  I  am  come 
To  be  your  victim  now. 

Raimond,  Death  has  no  pang 
More  keen  than  this. — Oh !  whereforeart  thou  hen? 
I  could  have  died  so  calmly,  deeming  thee 
Saved,  and  at  peace. 

Constance.  At  peace ! — And  thou  hast  thought 
Thus  poorly  of  my  love  ? — But  woman's  breast 
Hath  strength  to  suffer  too.— Thy  father  site 
On  this  tribunal'  Itaiinpnd,  which  is  he? 

Raimond.  My  father ! — ^who  hath  lulled  thy  gen- 
tle heart 
With  that  false  hope  ?— Beloved !  gase  around^ 
See,  if  thine  eye  can  trace  a  fother^s  soul 
In  the  dark  koks  bent  on  us. 

Constance  {ttfler  earnestly  examining  the  eota^ 
tenancesof  the  judges^  falls  at  tkefietqfPT9' 
cida).  Thou  art  he ! 
Nay,  turn  thou  not  away  !^-for  I  beheU 
Thy  proud  lip  quiver,  and  a  watery  imi|t^ 
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Pass  o'er  thy  trooMed  eye;  and  then  I  knew 
Thoa  weit  hk  firther  I— Spare  him !— take  my  Hfe ! 
In  truth  ft  worthJcM  aaciUlce  for  hb, 
But  yet  mine  all. — Oh !  he  hath  still  to  nm 
A.  long  bright  neb  of  glory. 

RaimontL  Constance,  peace  t 
1  look  upon  thee,  and  my  fidling  heart 
Is  as  a4>roken  reed, 

Constance  {ttiU  addreuing  Prodda).  Oh,  yet 
relent! 
If  'twas  his  crime  to  resoue  me,  behold 
I  oome  to  be  the  atonement !    Let  him  live 
To^rown  thine  age  with  honour. — ^In  thy  heart 
There's  a  deep  conflict;  but  great  nature  pleads 
With  an  o'ermastering  voice,  and  thou  wilt  yield  t 
—Thou  archie  father! 

Procida  (after  a  jniue).  Maiden,  thoQ  'rt  de- 
ceived ! 
I  am  as  calm  as  that  dead  pause  of  nature 
Ere  the  full  thunder  burBts.-*A  judge  is  not 
Father  or  friend.    Who  calls  this  man  my  son  1 
^-Mt/  son ! — Ay !  thus  his  mother  proudly  smiled — 
But  she  was  noble  * — ^Traitors  stand  alone, 
Loosed  from  all  ties.— Why  should  f  trifle  thusi 
—Bear  her  away ! 

Rainumd  {atarting  forward).  And  whither  T 

Montalba,  Unto  death. 
Why  should  sho  live  when  all  her  race  have  po- 
rished? 

Constaiice  {sinking  into  tke  arms  of  JRaimond). 
Raiawnd,  farewell ! — Oh  I  when  thy  star  hath 
risen 
To  its  bright  noott,  foiget  not,  best  bebved, 
I  died  for  thee! 

Raimond.  High  Heaven  \  thou  seest  these  things; 
And  yet  endures!  them ! — Shalt  thoti  die  for  me, 
Purest  and  loveliest  being  ?— but  our  fate 
May  not  divide  us  long.    Her  cheek  is  cold — 
Her  deep  blue  eyes  are  closed — Should  this  be 

death! 
—If  thus,  thare  yet  weip  mercy  l^Father,  father  1 
Is  thy  heart  human  1 

Procida.  Bear  her  hence,  I  say ! 
Why  must  my  soul  be  torn  1 

ANSBLMO  eweo^  hoUli«  a  QrvdftL 

Anselmo.  Now,  oy  this  «gn 
Of  Heaven's  prevaiBng  love,  y«  shall  not  harm 
One  ringlet  of  her  head. — ^How !  is  there  not 
Enough  of  Uood  upon  your  burthened  souls  1 
Will  not  the  visions  of  your  midnight  eooeh 
Be  wild  and  dcric  enough,  but  ye  must  heap 
Crime  upon  crimel — ^B^ye  content: — ^your  dreams, 
Your  councils,  and  your  banquefings,  will  yet 
Be  haunted  by  the  voiee  which  doth  not  skep. 
E'en  though  this  maid  be  spared  I— Ccnatance, 

fodcup! 
Thou  ahiitt  not 'die. 


Rawumd,  Oh!  death  e'en  new  hath  veiled 
The  light  of  her  soft  beauty.    Wake,mrfove! 
Wake  at  my  voice  I 

Procida,  Anselmo,  lead  her  henoe. 
And  let  her  live,  but -never  meet  my  sight 
—Begone  l^-Mj  heart,  will  bunt 

Jiaimond.  One  last  embraoe  1 
— Again  life's  rase  is  opening  on  her  cheek ; 
Yet  must  we  part.    So  love  is  crushed  on  earth ! 
But  there  ar^  brighter  worlds  I— Farewell,  farewell ! 
{He  gives  h&rtotke  care  qf  Anselmo.) 

Constance  {slowly  recovering).  There  was  t 
voice  which  called  me.    Am  I  not 
A  spirit  Ireed  from  earth  1    Have  I  not  passed 
The  bitterness  of  deathi 

Anselmo.  Oh,  haste  away  I 

Constance.  Yes!  Raimond  calls  me.    He  too  Is 
released 
From  hii  cold  bondage.    We  are  five  at  last, 
And  all  is  well— Away ! 

{She  is  led  out  byAntefmo.) 

Raimond.  The  pang  is  o'er. 
And  I  have  but  to  die. 

Montalba.  Now,  Plodda, 
Comes  thy  great  task.  Wake  I  summon  to  thine  aid 
An  thy  deep  soul's  commanding  eneigies ; 
For  thou— a  ehief  among  us— must  pronounce 
The  sentence  of  thy  son.    It  rests  with  thee. 

Procida.  Ha !  ha  l^Men's  hearts  shoqid  be  of 
softer  mould 
Than  in  the  elder  time.    Fathers  eould  doom 
Their  children  then  with  an  unfolteiing  voice, 
And  we  must  tremble  thus  I    Is  it  not  said, 
That  nature  grows  degenerate^  earth  being  now 
So  AiUof  daysl 

Montalba.  Rouse  up  thy  mighty  heart 

Procida.  Ay,  thou  sayest  right    There  yet  an 
SQjuls  whioh  tower 
As  landmarks  to  mankind.  Well,  what's  Ae  taskt 
— There  is  a  man  to  be  condemned,  yon  say  1 
Is  he  then  guilty  7 

All.  Thus  we  deem  of  him 
With  one  accord. 

Procida.  And  hath  he  nought  to  plead  1 

Bttinumd.  Nought  but  a  soul  ^r^^^iwtd. 

Procida.  Why,  that  is  little. 
Stains  on  the  soul  are  but  as  eonsdenee  deeme 

them. 
And  conseieBee- may  be  eeared. — Bat,  ftt  this 

sentence ! 

— Was  t  not  the  peniJty  Impoeed  on  man, 
E'en  from  creation's  dawn,  that  he  must  die  t 
—It  was:  thus  making  guRt  a  saeriikaa 
Unto  eternal  justiee ;  and  we  bm 
Obey  Heaven^  nuoidato,  when  we  oastdatkaovs 
To  th'  elements  from  amongi*  iis.—Be  k  sol 
Such  be  hie  doom!— I  have  nkL    Ay,  now  s? 
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Iri  girt  with  ■lUinMint,  whoM  cold  weight  doth  prem 
lu  guptngt  down.— OffI  let  me  Ixvuthe  in  ffoe- 

doml 
-  -Monnttinfl  an  on  my  braait !    {Be  ainka  back.) 

MofdaXba,  Guards,  bear  the  priaoner 
Back  to  hiB  dungeoo. 

Raimond,  Father!  oh,  look  up; 
Tboa  art  my  father  atilll 
ChddQQMaoingiht  Tribunal^  thnnuhimMel/ on 
the  neck  qf  Rainumd).  Oh !  Raimond,  Rai- 
mood! 
If  it  should  be  that  I  have  wronged  thee,  say 
Thoa  dost  foigive  me. 

Rahiumd.  Friend  of  my  yoaag  days, 
So  may  all-pitying  Hea^nl 

{Raimond  i§  Ud  out.) 
PncidtL  WhsaeT^uce  was  that  1 
Where  u  hei— |^ne7— now  I  may  breathe  once 


!ii  the  free  air  of  heaven.    Liet  us  away. 
[Exeunt 


ACT  THE  FIFTH. 

SCCNB  I.-*A  PAISON,  UnSLT  LIOHTBD. 
RAMOND  deepli^.    PROCIDA  tntem 

Preeida,  {gazing  wpon  him  eamettly).  Can 

he  then  sleep  W-Th'  overshadowing  night 

hathwmpt 

Caith,  at  her  stated  hours— the  stan  have  set 

Thefar  burning  watch;  and  all  things  hold  their 


Of  wakeftilness  and  rest ;  yet  hath  not  sleep 
Sat  on  mine  eyelids  since— hiit  this  avails  not ! 
•••And  thus  he  slamben  1—"  Why,  this  mien  doth 


As  if  its  soul  wem  hut  one  lofty  thought 
Of  aiL  immortal  destiny  T— his  brow 
Is  calm  as  waves  whereon  the  midnight  heavens 
Are  imaged  silently.— Wake^  Raimond,  wake! 
Thy  rest  is  de^. 

Raimend  {aktriimg  nip).  My  &ther!— Where- 
Ibieherel 
I  am  prepared  to  die,  yet  would  1  not 
Fall  by  <^  hand. 

Procida.  'T  was  not  for  thie  I  came. 

Raimond,   Then  wherefixel-^nd  upon  thy 
lofty  orow 
Why  bonis  «h0  twnbted  fluahl 

ProHda,  PeiehMioe  'tisduime. 
fee  1  H  may  w«U  be  itene  t-*ibc  I  hacve  striven 
With  nature  s  feeUensss,  and  been  o'erpoweied. 
i^How^eritbe, 'tis  notfcrl&M  to  gase, 
Noting  it  thus.    Rise,letBMioeeet|iiyoh«inB. 
ATise,.andfi)Uow  me;  bat  1st  thy  step 
Fall  without  sound  on  earth:  I  have 
TKb  means  for  thy  escape. 


RtumoiuL  What!  Ihou!  the  austere, 
The  inflexible  Procidal  hast  thou,  done  this, 
Deeming  me  guilty  stilll 

Prodda,  -Upbraid  me  not  1 
It,  is  even  so.    There  have  been  nobler  deeds 
By  Roman  fothera  done,«-but  I  am  vreak. 
Therefore,  again  I  say,  aiise !  and  haste, 
For  the  night  wanes.    Thy  fugitive  coune  must 

be 
To  realms  beyond  the  deep;  so  let  us  part 
In  silence,  and  for  ever. 

Raimond  Let  him  fly 
Who  holds  no  deep  asylum  in  bis  breast. 
Wherein  to  shelter  from  the  sooffit  of  men ! 
—I  can  sleep  calmly  hen. 

Prodda,  Art  thou  in  love 
With  death  and  infamy,  that  so  (hy  ch<Hce 
Is  made,  lost  boy !  when  fireedom  courts  thy  grasp  1 

Raimond,  Father!  to  set  th' irrevocable  seal 
Upon  that  shaoie  wherewith  ye  have  branded  me, 
There  needs  but  flight.    What  should  I  bear  from' 

this. 
My  native  land  l—^A  blighted  name,  to  rise 
And  part  me,  with  its  dark  remembrances, 
For  ever  from  the  sunshine ! — O'er  my  soul 
Bright  shadowings  of  a  nobler  destiny 
Float  in  dim  beauty  through  the  gloom;  but  here. 
On  earth,  my  hopes  are  ck>sed. 

Precida,  7%  hopetf  are  ckwed  t 
And  what  were  they  to  mine  1 — ^Thou  wilt  not  fly  * 
Why,  let  all  traiton  flock  to  thee,  and  learn 
How  proudly  guilt  can  talk  1 — Let  fothen  rear 
Their  eflbpring  henceforth,  as  the  free  vrild  birds 
Foster  their  young ;  when  these  can  mount  alone, 
Dissolving  nature's  bonds— why  should  it  not 
Beso  withusi 

Raimond,  Oh,  Father !— Now  I  feel 
What  high  prerogatives  belong  to  death. 
He  hath  a  deep,  though  vmceless  eloquence. 
To  which  I  leave  my  cause.    "  His  solemn  veil 
Doth  vnth  mysterious  beauty  clothe  our  virtues, 
And  in  its  vast,  oblivious  folds,  for  ever 
GKve  shelter  to  our  faults/*    When  I  am  gone. 
The  mists  of  passion  which  have  dimmed  my  name 
Will  melt  like  day-dreams ;  and  my  memory  then 
Will  be-^not  what  it  ehould  have  been^for  I 
Must  pass  without  my  fame— but  yet,  unstained 
As  a  dear  momiitg  dew-drop.    Ohl  the  grave 
Hath  rights  inviolate^  as  a  sanctuary's, 
And  they  shookl  beray  own! 

Prodda,  Now,  by  just  Heaven, 
I  will  not  thus  be  tottured!— Were  my  heart 
But  of  thy  guilt  or  innocence  aasuredi 
I  could  bO'Calm  again.    *'  But,  in  this  wild 
Suspense^— this  conflict  and  vicissitude 
Of  opposke  foelings  and  oonvictiona— What  • 
Hath  it  been  mine>to  temper  and  to>bend 
All  spirits  to  my  purpose ;  hiivie  I  raised 
With  a  severe  and  pasaonless  energy, 
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From  the  dread  mingling  of  their  elemenU, 
Storms  which  have  rocked  the  earth  7— And  shall 

I  now 
Thus  flocCiiato,  as  a  feehie  reed,  the  scorn 
And  plaything  of  the  winds  T'— Look  on  me,  boy ! 
Guilt  never  dared  to  meet  these  eyes^  and  keep 
Its  heart's  dark  secret  close.  Oh,  pitying  Heaven ! 
Speak  to  my  soal  with  aome  dread  oracle^ 
And  tell  me  which  is  tmth. 

Bttimond.  I  will  not  plead. 
I  will  not  call  th'  Omnipotent  to  attest 
My  hmooence.    No,  father,  in  thy  heait 
I  know  my  birthright  sfaaH  be  soon  restored ; 
.Therefore  I  kwk  to  death,  and  bid  thee  speed 
The  great  absolver. 

Froeida,  Oh!  my  son,  my  son!- 
We  will  not  part  in  wrath !— the  sternest  hearts^ 
Within  their  pnmd  and  gnanled  fastnesses, 
Hide  something  still,  round  which  their  tendrils 

ding 
With  a  close  grasp,  unknown  to  thoae  who  diess 
Their  love  in  smiles.  And  such  wert  thon  to  me  I 
The  all  which  taught  me  thAt  my  so\il  Was  cast 
In  natmeVi  mould.— And  t  mui«  now  hold  on 
My  desolate  course  alone!— Why,  be  it  thus! 
He  that  doth  guido  a  nation's  star,  shoidd  dwell 
High  o*er  the  clouds  in  regal  sc^ude, 
Sufficient  to  himselt 

/Zotniond.  Yet,  onthatjomroit, 
When  witti  her  bright  wings  glory  shadows  thee, 
Forget  not  him  who  coldly  sleeps  beneath, 
Yet  might  have  soared  as  high  I 

Proeido,  No,  fear  thou  not! 
Thou  It  be  remembered  long.    The  canker-worm 
O'  th*  heart  is  ne'er  forgotten. 

Raimond.  "Oh!  not  thus— 
I  would  not  thuM  be  thought  of." 

Proeido.  Let  me  deem 
Again  that  thou  art  base !— Ibr  thy  bright  looki^ . 
Thy  glorions  miea  of  fearicsmess  and  truth. 
Then  woukl  not  haunt  me  as  ih'  avenging  powers 
Followwi  the  panicide. — ^Farewell,  iStowell ! 
I  have  no  teai»— Oh !  thus  thy  mother  looked. 
When,  with  a  sod,  yet  half>triuniphant  smile. 
All  radiant  with  deep  meaning,  from  her  death«bed 
She  gave  thee  to  my  oinie. 

Rmmtmd,  Now  death  has  lost 
His  sting;  sfaiee  Aou  believ'st  me  iraiDoeAt. 

JPrcada  (wildly    7%4W  iaDOoeaCi— An  I  di^ 
murderer  then  f 
Away.  I  tell  thee  thou  hast  made  my  nsme 
A  scorn  to  men ! — No !  I  will  not  fcigive  thee ; 
A  trsitorS— What !  the  blood  of  Fmcida 
Filliog  a  traiior^s  veins  !-^Let  the  earth  drink  it; 
Thou  wouldst  receive  our  fbee!— bat  they  shall 

meet 
From  thy  perfldkms  lips  a  weloomot  ookl 
As  death  can  make  it— Go^  pcepar^  thy  sonl! 

lUumamd,  Father !  yet  hear  me ! 


Proeida.  No!  thou  'rt  skilled  to  make 
E'en  shame  look  fair. — Why  should  I  linger  thus  T 
{Qoii^  to  leave  Mepriaoti  he  tumt  hatkfor  a 
ifiofFien^.^ 
If  there  be  aught — if  aught— fbr  which  thou 

need'st 

Fbigivenees— not  of  jae,  but  tfaat  dread  power 
From  whom  no  heart  is- veiled — delay  thoa  not-. 
Thy  prayer : — Time  hurries  on. 
Raitnjond,  I  am  prepaiedi 
PrtNTu/a.  'Tis  weU.  [Krt^  Prodda. 

Mainumd.    Men  talk  of  toituxel— Can  they 
wreal^  * 

Upon  the  senative  and  shrinkiag  frame. 
Half  the  mind  bean,  and  livea1-*My  spirit  feela 
Bewildered;  on  its  powers  this  twilight  gloom 
Hangs  like  a  weight  of  earth.— It  should  be  mou;. 
Why,  then,  perchance,  a  beam  of  Heaven's  bright 

sun 
Hath  pierced,  erenow,  the  grating  .of  my  dungeon, 
Telling  of  hope  and  mercy  I 

[Exit  intoan  tnner  esB. 

BCBNC  ri^^lr  STBSBT  OT  ^ALBBMa 

Many  CrnZ&IIS  BMemUed. 

'Ptrst  Citixeiu  The  morning  breaks ;  bis  time 
is  almost  come: 
Will  he  be  led  this  way  1 

Second  CUizen,  Ay,  sio  'tis  said, 
To  die  belere  that  gate  UiRHighwidoh  he  purposed 
The  foe  should  enter  in. 

Third  CUiten,  'Twas  a  vile  plot! 
And  yet  I  would  my  hands  were  pure  aa  Ilia 
From  the  deep  stain  of  blood.    Didst  heaf  the 

'  sounds 
r  th'  air  last  nightl 

Second    Citizen,    Since  the  gnat  work   of 
slaughter, 
-Who  hath  not  heard  them  duly,  a|.  Chose  bonre 
Which  should  be  silentl 

T%ird  Ottuera.  Oh!  the  IbarAil  mingHng, 
The  terrible  mimknry  of  human  voice*, 
In  every  sound  which  to  the  heait  doth  speak 
Of  wo  and  death. 

SMmdCiiizen.  Ay,  then  was  woman's  ehrill 
And  pieicittg  cry;  and  the  hiw  (Mble  wail 
Of  dying  infants;  and  the  hatf^uppresssd 
Deep  groan  of  man  in  hb  last  agenies! 
And  now  and  then  then  swelled  upon  the  bMei» 
Strsnge,  savage  bursts  of  Uiugkter,  Wiklcr  fw 
Than  all  the  rest 

Pint  CiHxen,  Of  our  owtt  Ikte,  peidiiBea 
These  awflil  midnight  waffings  may  be  deeond 
An  ominous  propheey.— Should  France  ngun 
Her  power  amongst  us,  doubt  not^  weshatt  haw 
Stem  nokanen  to  oooount  with.-^Harkf 

(7^  eound  of  thumpeta  kmtd  oi  dUimmcm^^ 

Second  CUtzen.  *Twaab«&' 
Araahkifaftfaal 
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Third  CUixen,  E'en  now,  'Us  said, 
The  hMtiie  buids  appiotch. 
(  TV  sound  u  heard  gradumUy  dramng 

Second  Citizen,  Ag»in ! — that  lound 
Was  no  UluaoQ.    Neaier  yet  it  swells— 
They  come,  they  eome  1 


FBOOIDA  eelin. 

Prodda,  The  foe  Is  at  your  gates ; 
Bttt  hearts  andliands  prepared  shall  meet  his  onset : 
Why  aie  ye  loitering  here  1 

CUizena.  My  lord,  weoame — 

Proeida,  Think  ye  I  know  not  wherefore  T— 
'twas  to  see 
A  fellow-being  die !— Ay,  tis  a  sight 
Man  loves  to  look  on,  and  the  tenderest  hearts 
Recoil,  and  yet  withdraw  not,  firom  the  scene. 
For  thie  ye  came^What  I  is  onr  natnra  fierce, 
Or  is  there  that  in  mortal  agony, 
From  which  the  soul,  exulting  in  its  strength, 
Doth  learn  immortal  lessons  1— Hence,  and  arm ! 
Ere  the  night  dews  descend,  ye  will  have  seen 
Enough  of  death ;  for  this  must  be  a  day 
Of  battle  1— 'Tis  the  hour  which  troubled  souls 
Delight  in,  for  its  rushing  storms  are  wings 
Which  bear  them  up  I — Arm,  arm  I  'tis  for  yeur 

homes. 
And  all  that  lends  them  loreliness — Away  I 

[ExeunL 

•CENI  III.— PRISON  OP  SAIMOND. 
RAIMOND.    ANSELMO. 

Raimond.  And  Constance  then  bsaft  I— Hear 
▼en  bless  thee^  father ; 
Good  angels  bear  such  oomfoit. 

Anaelmo.  I  have  found 
A  safe  asylum  fer  thine  honoured  tore. 
Where  she  may  dwell  until  serener  days, 
With  Saint  Rosolia^  gentlest  daughters;  tliOBO 
Whose  hallowed  office  is  to  tend  the  bed 
Of  pain  and  death,  and  sooth  tho  parting  soul 
With  their  soft  hymns:  and  therefore  are  they 


«  Sisters  of  Mercy." 

Rainumd.  6h !  that  name,  my  Constance, 
Befits  thee  well  I    E'en  in  our  happiest  days, 
There  was  a  depth  of  tender  pensiTeness, 
Far  in  thine  eyes'  dark  asore,  speaking  ever 
Of  pity  and  mild  griet    Is  she  at  peaoel 

Anadmo,  Alas!  what  should  I  say  1 

Raimond.  Why  did  I  ask  7 
Knowing  the  deep  and  full  devotedness 
Of  her  young  heart's  aflections']--Oh  I  the  thought 
Of  my  untimely  fate  will  haunt  her  dreamb, 
Which  should  havebeensotranquii I  And hersoul. 
Whose  strength  was  but  the  bfty  gift  of  kive, 
Kven  onto  death  wUl  sickeiL 

Aneelmo.  All  that  faith 
(*hn  yield  of  comfint,  shall  assuage  her  woes ; 


And  still,  whate'er  betide,  the  fight  of  Hoaveu 
Rests  on  her  gentle  heart.    But  thou,  my  sonl 
Is  thy  young  spirit  masterod  and  prepared 
For  nature's  fiMrful  and  mysterious  chanfel 

Raimond.  Ay,  father !  of  my  brief  remaining  takk 
The  least  part  is  to  die ! — And  yet  the  cup 
Of  life  still  mantled  brightly  to  my  lips, 
Crowned  with  that  sparkling  bubble^  whose  pnmii 


Is-^lory! — Oh  I  my  soul,  from  boyhood's  mom, 
Hathnnrsed  such  mighty  dreams !— It  was  my  hofio 
To  leave  a  name,  whose  echo,  firom  the  abyss 
Of  time  should  liw,  and  float  upon  the  winds. 
Into  the  far  hereafter :  there  to  be 
A  trumpet-sound,  a  voice  from  the  deep  tomb, 
Murmuring— A  wake  |— Arise ! — But  this  is  past  I 
Erewhile,  and  it  had  seemed  enough  of  shame^ 
To  sleep/or^t^Men  in  the  dust — ^but  now 
— Oh  God !— the  undying  record  of  my  grave 
Will  be, — ^Ueresleeps  a  traitor ! — One,  whoseciima 
Was— todeemhrave  men  might  find  nobler  weapons 
Than  the  cokl  murderer's  dagger  I 

Antelmo.  Oh,  my  son, 
Subdue  these  troubled  thoughts!    Thou  wouldst 

not  change 
Thy  lot  for  theirs,  o'er  whose  dark  dreams  will  hang 
The  avenging  shadows,which  the  blood-stained  soul 
Doth  conjure  from  the  dead ! 

Raimond.  Thou  'it  right    I  would  not. 
Yet  'tii  a  weary  task  to  school  the  heart, 
Ere  yean  or  grieis  have  tamed  its  fiery  spirit 
Into  that  still  and  paaiive  fortitude, 
Which  is  but  learned  from  suilbring.    Would  tfa* 

hour 
To  hush  these  pasaonate  throbbings  were  at  hand  1 
AnMdmo.  It  will  not  be  to^lay.    ^ast  thou  not 

heard — 
— ^But  no— the  rush,  the  trampling,  and  the  stir 
Of  this  great  city,  arming  in  her  haste, 
Pierce  not  these  dungeon-depths.    The  fce  bath 

reached 
Our  gates,  and  all  Palermo's  youth,  and  all 
Her  warrior-men,  are  marshalled,  and  gone  forth 
In  that  high  hope  which  makes  realities, 
To  the  red  field.    Thy  father  feeads  them  on. 
Raimond  {starting  up).  They  are  gone  forth  I 

my  father  leads  them  on  t 
All,  aU  Palermo^s  youth  1— No !  one  is  left. 
Shut  out  from  glory's  race ! — They  are  gone  forth  t 
—Ay !  now  the  soul  of  battle  is  abroad, 
It  bums  upon  the  air! — The  joyous  winds 
Are  tossing  warrior-plumes,  the  proud  white  fbua 
Of  battle's  roaring  billows ! — On  my  sight 
The  virion  bursts — ^it  maddens !  'tis  the  fla»h! 
The  lightning-shock  of  lances,  and  the  cloud 
Of  rushing  arrows,  and  the  broad  full  blazo 
Of  helmets  in  the  sun ! — The  very  steed 
With  his  majestic  rider  glorying  shares 
The  hour's  stern  joy,  and  waves  his  floating  mane 
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Af  a  triarophant  banner  I — Suck  things  an 
Even  now — and  I  am  here ! 

Anselmo,  Alaa.  be  calm  I 
To  the  lame  grave  ye  pre«,-«-4hou  that  dost  pine 
Beneath  a  weight  <k  chains,  and  they  that  ruie 
The  fortunes  ol'  the  fight. 

Raimond.  Ay!  TA<w canst  feel 
The  cahn  thou  wooldst  impart,  lor  unto  thee 
All  men  alike,  the  warrior  and  the  slave, 
Seem,  as  thou  sayst,  but  pilgrims,  pressing  on 
To  the  same  boome.    Yet  call  it  not  the  same ! 
Their  graves,  who  foU  in  this  day's  ^ght,  will  be 
As  altars  to  their  country,  visited 
By  fathers  with  their  children,  bearing  wreaths^ 
And  chanting  hymns  in  honour  of  the  dead : 
Will  mine  be  such  1 

VITTORIA  niBbes  io  wildly,  m  If  pomisd. 

VtUoria.  Anselmo  I  art  thou  found  1 
Haste,  haste,  or  all  is  lost    Perchance  thy  voice, 
Whereby  they  deem  Heaven  speaks,  thy  lifted  cross, 
And  prophet-mien,  may  stay  the  fugitives, 
Or  shame  them  back  to  die. 

Antdmo.  The  fiigitives! 
What  words  an  these  1— the  sons  of  Sicily 
Fly  not  befbra  the  ibel 

VUtoria.  That  1  should  say 
It  is  too  true ! 

Antelma,  And  thou— thou  bleedest,  ladyt 

yutoria.  Peace!  heed  not  me,  when  Sicily  is 
kMt! 
I  stood  upon  the  walls,  and  watched  our  bands, 
As,  with  their  ancient,  royal  banner  spread, 
Onward  they  marched.    The  combat  was  begun, 
The  fiery  impulse  pven,  and  vaKant  men 
Had  sealed  their  firoedom  with  their  blood— when 

lo! 
That  fidse  Alberti  led  his  recreant  vaasals 
To  join  th'  jnvader^s  host. 

Raimond,  His  country's  curse 
Rest  on  the  slave  for  ever ! 

Viltaria,  Then  distrust 
E'en  of  their  nobler  leaden,  and  dismay. 
That  swift  contagion,  on  Palermo's  bands 
Came,Iikeadeadlyblight.  They  fled!— Oh  shame! 
E'en  now  they  fly  !-^Ay,  through  the  city  gates 
They  rush,  as  if  all  Etna's  burning  streams 
Punued  their  winged  steps- 1 

Raimond.  Thou  hast  ^ot  named 
Their  cnie^— Di  Procida— ffe  doth  not  fly. 

VUtoria,  No!  like  a  kingly  lion  in  the  toils, 
Daring  the  hunten  yi^  he  proudly  strives 
But  all  in  vain  I    The  few  that  breast  the  storm^ 
With  Quido  and  MiAitalba,  by  his  side,  I 

Fight  but  ftir  graves  upon  Uie  battle-field.  ! 

Raiammd.  Add  I  am  A«re/— Shall  than  be 
power,  O  God!  ! 

In  the  roused  energies  of  Herce  despair, 
To  bant  my  heart— and  not  to  rend  my  ehainsi  ! 


Oh,  for  one  moment  of  the  thunderbolt 
To  set  the  strong  man  free  I 

VUtoria  (qfter  gazing  upon  him  ogmetUif), 
Why,  'twere  a  deed 

Worthy  the  fame  and  blessing  of  all  time, 
To  kiose  thy  bonds,  thou  son  of  Procidal 
Thou  art  no  traitor:— from  thy  kindled  brow 
Looks  out  thy  lofty  soul !— Arise  I  go  forth  I 
And  rouse  the  noble  heart  of  Sieily 
Unto  high  deeds  again.     Anselmo^  haste ; 
Unbind  him !    Let  my  spirit  still  prevail, 
Ere  I  depart — for  the  strong  hand  of  death 
Is  on  me  now. 

(S%e  Wnib  hack  against  a  pillar,) 

Anselmo.  Oh  Heaven !  the  life-blood  streams 
Fast  from  thy  heart— thy  troubled  eyes  grow  dim. 
Who  hath  done  this  7 

VUtoria,  Before  the  gates  X  stood, 
And  in  the  name  of  him,  the  loved  and  lost, 
With  whom  I  soon  shall  be,  all  vainly  strove 
To  stay  the  shameful  flight    Then  from  the  foe, 
Fraught  vrith  my  summons  to  his  viewless  home, 
Came  the  fleet  shaft  which  pierced  me. 

Ansdmo.  Yet,  oh  yet, 
It  may  not  be  too  late.    Help,  help  I 

VUtoria,  Away! 
Bright  is  the  hour  which  brings  me  liberty  I 

(^Attendants  enter.) 
Haste,  be  those  fetten  riven ! — Unbar  the  gates, 
And  set  the  captive  fVee! 

(  The  Attendants  seem  to  hesttate.) 
Know  ye  not  her 
Wlio  should  have  worn  your  country's  diadem  1 

Attendants.  Ob,  lady,  we  obey. 
{They ttike off Raimond^s chains.  Ek springs 
vp  exuUingly.) 

Raimond.  Is  this  no  dream? 
— Mount,  eagle  1  thou  art  free! — Shall  I  then  Uis^ 
Net  'midst  the  mockery  of  insulting  crowds. 
But  on  the  field  of  bannere,  where  the  brave 
Are  striving  for  an  immortality  1 
^It  is  e*en  so ! — Now  for  bright  arms  of  proof; 
A  helm,  a  keen-edged  falchion,  and  e'en  yet 
My  father  may  be  saved ! 

VUtoria,  A.V9vy,  be  strong ! 
And  let  thy  battle-words,  to  rule  the  storm. 
Be— Cbnrod/n /  {He  rashes  out,  f 

Oh!  ibr  one  hour  of  life 
To  hear  that  name  blent  with  th'  exulting  show 
Of  victory ! — *t  will  not  be !— A  mightier  power 
Doth  summon  me  away. 

ATiselmo.  To  purer  worlds 
Raise  thy  last  thoughts  in  hope. 

VUtoria.  Yes !  Ae  is  there. 
All  glorious  in  his  beauty!  Conradin! 
Death  parted  us — and  death  shall  re-unilef 
—He  will  not  stay!— it  is  all  darkness  nowl 
Night  gathen  o'er  my  spirit  {She  dies  • 

Anselmo.  She  is  gone  I 
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It  u  «n  awfiil  hour  which  stills  the  heart 
That  beat  eo  proudly  once.— Have  mercy,  Heaven ! 
•  {He  kneeU  hende  her.) 

(  The  ecene  cloeee.) 

aCENfi  IV.— BEF0R2  TOE  OATE8  OF  PALERMO. 

SICnJANS  flying  tumultuouriy  towards  the  GatM. 
Voice9{wUh<nU).  Montjoy!  Montjoy!  St  Den- 
nis for  Anjoul 
Proven^aLi,  on ! 

StcUiana.  Fly,  fly,  or  all  is  lost! 
{Raimond  appeare  in  the  gateway^  armed,  and 
carrying  a  banner.) 
Raimond.  Back,  back,.  I  say !  ye  men  of  Sicfly  I 
AU  is  not  lost  I  Oh  shame ! — A  few  brave  hearts 
In  such  a  cause,  ere  now,  have  set  their  breaets 
Against  the  rush  of  thousands,  and  sustained, 
And  made  the  shock  recoil. — Ay,  man,  free  man, 
Still  to  be  called  so,  hath  achieved  such  deeds 
As  heaven  and  earth  have  marvelled  at  -,  and  souls, 
Whose  spark  yet  slumbera  with  the  daya  to  come, 
Shall  bum  to  hear :  transmitting  brightly  thus 
Freedom  from  race  to  race  l^Back !  or  prepare, 
Amidst  your  hearths,  your  boweis,  your  very 

shrines. 
To  bleed  and  die  in  vain ! — Turn,  folldw  mel 
Conradin,  Conradin ! — for  Sicily 
His  spirit  fights  \ — Remember  Conradin ! 

(  T%cy  begin  to  rally  around  hint.) 
Ay,  this  is  well ! — Now  follow  me,  and  charge  1 
The  ProvenfaU  rush  in,  btU  are  repulsed  by 
the  Sicilians.) 

[Exeunt. 

8CEKE  V. — PART  OF  THE  HELD  OP  BATTLE. 

IfOKTALBA  entera  wounded,  and  supponed  by  RAtMOND, 
whose  face  la  concealed  by  his  hclmeL 

Raimond.  Here  rest  thee,  warrior. 
MontalbcL  Rest,  ay,  death  is  rest, 
And  such  will  soon  be  mine — But,  thaoks  to  thee, 
I  shall  not  die  a  captive.     Brave  Sieilian ! 
These  lips  are  all  unused  to  soothing  words, 
Or  I  should  bless  the  valour  which  hath  won 
Fur  my  last  hour,  the  proud  free  solitude 
Wherewith  my  soul  would  gird  itself. — Thy  namel 
Raimond.  'Twill  be  no  music  to  thine  ear,  Mon< 
talba. 
G.1SC — read  it  thus ! 

(He  lifts  the  visor  qfhis  ?ielmet.) 
Mbnialba.  Raimond  di  Procida  1 
Raimond.  Thou  hast  pursued  me  with  a  bitter 
hate 
But  fare  thee  well  I  Heaven's  peace  be  with  thy 

soul! 
1*  must  away — ^One  glorious  eflbrt  more 
And  this  proud  field  is  won  I 

[Exit  ^Raimond. 
Montalba.  Am  I  thus  humbled  ? 
Bow  my  heart  sinks  within  me  I  But  'tis  death 


(And  he  can  tame  the  mightiest)  hath  subdoed 
My  towering  nature  thus ! — Yet  is  he  welcome 
That  youth — 'twas  in  his  pride  he  rescued  mel 
I  was  his  deadliest  foe,  and  thus  he  proved 
His  fearless  seam.    Ha!  ha!  but  he  shall  £dl 
To  melt  me  into  womanish  feebleness. 
TTiere  I  still  baffle  him — the  grave  shall  seal 
My  lips  for  ever — mortal  shall  not  hear 
Montalba  say—"  P^yrgivef  (Hk  dies.) 

(T&e  scene  doses.) 

actant  vt. — another  part  of  toe  FTer.0. 

FROdDA.  GUIDO.  And  other  9cllian& 

Proeida.  The  day  i#  oma;  but  he,  the  biliv# 
unknown. 
Who  turned  the  tide  of  battle  •  he  whose  path 
Was  .victory — ^who  hath  seen  himi 

ALBERtl  is  brought  In  wouzide^  and  fettered. 

Alberti  Procidal 

Procida,  Be  silent,  traitor! — Bear  him  from  my 
sight 
Unto  your  deepest  dungeons. 

Alberti.  In  the  grave 
A  nearer  home  awaits  me. — Yet  one  word 
Ere  my  voice  fiJl^thy  son — 

Proeida.  Speak,  speak ! 

Alberti.  Thy  son 
\  Knows  not  a  thought  of  guilL   That  traitorous  plot 
Was  mine  alone.  {He  is  led  away.) 

Proeida.  Attest  it,  earth  and  Heaven  1 
My  son  is  guiltless! — Hear  it,  Sicily  I 
The  blood  of  Proeida  is  noble  still ! 
— My  son !— He  Uvea,  he  lives  1 — His  voice  shaU 

speak 
Forgiveness  to  his  sire ! — HiK  name  shall  cast 
Its  brightness  oW  my  soul  1 

Guido,  Oh,  day  of  joy  I 
The  brother  of  my  heart  is  worthy  still 
The  lofty  name  he  bears. 

ANSEUffO  enlen. 

Proeida.  Anselmot  welcome  I 
In  a  glad  hour  we  meet,  for  know,  my  son 
Is  guiltless. 

Anselmo.  And  victorious!  by  bh  arm 
,  All  hath  been  rescued. 
i     Proeida.  How !  th*  unknown— 

Anselmo.  Was  he  I 
Thy  noble  Raimond !  By  Vittoria*s  hand 
Freed  from  his  bondage  in  that  awful  hour 
When  all  was  flight  and  terror. 

Proeida.  Now  my  cup 
Of  joy  too  brightly  mantles ! — ^Let  me  press 
My  warrior  to  a  Other's  heart — and  <iie; 
For  life  hath  nought  beyond— Why  comes  be 

noti 
Anselmo,  lead  me  to  my  valiant  Ixr^f 
I     Anselmo.  Temper  tlds  proud  delight 
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Jhroeida.  What  measi  that  look  f 
He  bath  not  fallen  t 

Anselmo.  He  lives. 

2*rocida,  Away,  away! 
Sid  the  wide  city  with  triamphal  pomp 
Prepaie  to  greet  her  Yictor.    Let  this  hour 
Atone  fot  aU  hi«  wrongs!—  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  YII.-^GARDEN  OP  A  CONVENT. 
RAIMOND  is  led  in  iraaoddd,  leaning  on  Attendantti 

RaimoTuL,  Bear  ms  to  no  dull  couch,  but  let  me 
dio 
fai  the  bright  face  of  nature ! — Lift  my  helm, 
That  I  may  look  on  heaven. 

FHrgt  Attendant  (to  Second  Attendant).  Lay 
him  to  rest 
On  this  green  sunny  bank,  and  I  will  call 
Some  holy  sister  to  Us  aid ;  but  thou  . 
Rctorn  unto  the  field,  for  high-bom  men 
There  need  the  peasant's  aid« 

[Exit  Second  Attendant. 

(To  Raimond).  Here  gentler  hands 
Bhall  tend  thee,  warrior;  lor  in  these  retreats 
They  dwell,  whose  vows  devote  them  to  the  care 
Of  all  that  suffer.  May'st  thou  live  to  bless  them  I 
[Exit  F\T9t  Attendant. 

Raimend.  Thus  have  I  wished  to  die  l—^  was 
a  proud  strife ! 
My  fiither  blessed  th*  unknown  who  rescued  him, 
(Blessed  him,  alas  1  hecause  unknown !)  and  Guido, 
Beside  me  bravely  struggling,  called  aloud, 
*< Noble  Sicilian,  onl"  Oh!  had  they  deemed 
'Twas  I  who  led  that  rescue,  they  had  spumed 
Mine  aid,  though  'twsd  deliverance;  and  their 

looks 
Had  fidlen,  like  blights^  upon  me.— There  is  one, 
Whose  eye  ne'er  turned  on  mine,  but  its  blue  light 
Grew  softer,  trembling  through  the  dewy  mist 
Raised*  by  deep  tenderness ! — Oh  might  the  soul 
Set  in  that  eye,  shine  on  me  ere  I  perish! 
— Is  't  not  her  voioe7 

CONBTAMOE  enCen^  spMkfng  to  a  NUN,  who  tams  Into 

^yynhip  path* 

Omatance.  Oh!  happy  they,  kind  uster, 
Whom  thus  ye  tend;  for  It  is  theirs  to  fall 
With  brave  men  side  by  side,  when  the  roused 

heart 
Beats  proudly  to  the  last  I — Thfere  ato  high  souls 
Whose  hope  was  such  »  death,  and  'tis  deni^ ! 
(£%«  approackee  Raimond). 
Young  warrior,  is  there  aught — thou  here,  my 

Raimond ! 
TTiou  here— and  thus ! — Oh  I  is  this  Joy  or  wo  1 
Raimond,  Joy,  be  it  joy,  my  own,  my  blessed 
love, 
E'en  on  tbe  grave's  dim  verge! — ^yesl  it  £•  Joy! 
My  Constance  f  victors  have  been  crown^,  ere 
now 

11 


With  the  green  shining  laurel,  when  their  brows 
Wore  deatli's  own  impress— and  it  may  be  thus 
E*en  yet  with  me !— They  freed  me,  when  the  ibo 
Had  half  prevailed,  and  1  have  proudly  earned, 
With  my  heart's  dearest  blood,  the  meed  to  die 
Within  thin^  arms. 

Constance.  Oh !  speak  not  thu<->tb  diel 
These  wounds  may  yet  be  closed. 

(She  attempts  to  bind  kia  vtounde.y 
Liook  on  me,  love ! 

Why,  there  is  jnore  than  life  in  thy  glad  miei^ 
'Tis  full  of  hope!  and  from  thy  kindled  eye 
Breaks  e'en  unwonted  light,  whose  ardent  ray 
Seems  born  to  be  immortal ! 

Raimond.  'Tis  e'en  so! 
Tlie  parting  soul  doth  gather  all  her  fires 
Around  her:  all  her  glorious  hopes,  and  dieamt 
And  burning  aspirations,  to  illume 
The  shadowy  dimness  of  th'  untrodden  path 
Which  lies  before  her;  and,  encircled  thus, 
Awhile  she  sits  in  dying  eyes,  and  thence 
Sends  forth  her  bright  fiurewelL  Thy  gentle  caies- 
Are  vain,  and  yet  I  bless  them. 

Constance.  Say,  not  vain; 
The  dying  look  not  thus.    We  shall  not  part! 

Raimond.    I  have  seen  death  ere  now,  and 
known  him  wear 
Full  many  a  changeful  aspect 

Constance.  Oh  I  but  none 
Radiant  as  thine,  my  warrior! — Thou  wilt  live  1 
Look  round  thee  I — all  is  sunshine— b  not  this 
A  smiling  world  1 

Raimond.  Ay,  gentlest  love,  a  world 
Of  joyous  beauty  and  magnificence. 
Almost  too  fair  to  leave ! — Yet  must  we  tame 
Our  ardent  hearts  to  this! — Oh,  weep  thou  not! 
There  is  no  home  for  liberty,  or  love. 
Beneath  these  festal  skies ! — Be  not  deceived  1 
My  way  lies  far  beyond ! — I  shall  be  soon 
That  viewless  thing  which,  with  its  mortal  weeds 
Casting  oft*  meaner  passions,  yet,  we  trust, 
Forgets  not  how  to  love  1 , 

Cpnstanee.  And  must  this  be7 
Heaven,  thou  art  merciful  1 — Oh!  Hd  our  souls 
Depart  togeU)er! 

Raimond.  Constance  I  there  is  strength 
Within  thy  gentle  hea^t,  which  hath  been  proved 
Nobly  fi)r  me: — Arouse  it  once  again ! 
Thy  grief  unmans  me — and  I  iain  would  tneet 
That  which  approaches,  as  a  brave  man  yields 
With  proud  submission  to  a  mightier  foe. 

Tt  is  upon  me  now ! 

Constance.  I  will  be  calm. 
Let  thy  head  rest  upon  my  bosom,  Raimond, 
And  I  will  so  suppress  its  quick  deep  sobs, 
They  shall  but  rock  thee  to  thy  rest    There  is 
A  world,  (ay,  let  us  seek  it!)  where  no  blight 
Falls  on  the  beautiiul  rose  of  youth,  and  there 
I  shall  be  with  thee  soon! 
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ntOCIDA  and  ANSEUiO  enter.    PROCIDA  on  Mii« 
RAlMOND  Harts  bKk. 

Aruelmo.  Lift  up  thy  head, 
Brave  youth,  exultingly!  ibr  lo!  thine  hour 
Of  glory  comes  I — Oh !  doth  it  come  too  late  1 
E*en  now  the  lake  Alberti  hath  confeaaed 
That  guilty  plot,  ibr  which  thy  life  was  doomed 
To  be  th'  atonement 

Raimond.  'Tis  enough!  Rejoice, 
Rejoice,  my  Constance !  for  I  leave  a  name 
O'er  which  thou  may 'at  weep  proudly! 

lHe$mk»back.) 
To  thy  bi«aat 

Fold  nie  yet  cloeei^  for  an  icy  dart 
Hath  touched  my  veins. 

Cofutance,  And  must  thou  leave  roe,  Raimondl 
Alaa !  thine  eye  grows  dim — ^Ita  wandering  glance 
la  full  of  dreams. 

Raimond,  Haste,  haste,  and  tell  my  father 
1  was  no  traitor ! 

Proeida  (rushing  forward).   To  that  father's 
heart 
Return,  forgiving  all  thy  wrongs,  return! 
Speak  to  me,  Raimond !— Thou  wert  ever  kind. 
And  brave,  and  gentle !  Say  that  all  the  past 
Shall  be  forgiven !  That  word  from  none  but  thee 
My  lips  e'er  asked. — Speak  to  me  once,  my  boy, 
My  prule,  my  hope  t— And  is  it  with  thee  thual 
Look  on  me  yet! — ^Oh!  must  this  wo  be  borne  7 

Raimond.  OS  with  this  weight  of  chains!  it  is 
not  meet 
For  a  crowned  conqueror! — Hark,  the  trumpet's 
voice! 
{A  tound  of  triumphant  music  is  heard, 
gradually  approaching.) 
la  't  not  a  thrilling  calll — What  drowsy  spell 
Benumbs  me  thus  1 — ^HeUce !  I  am  free  again ! 
Now  swell  your  feaCal  strains,  the  field  ia  won  1 
Sing  me  to  glorious  dreama.  (He  ^ies.) 

Anselmo. .  The  strife  u  paat. 
Thero  fled  a  noble  spirit ! 

Constance.  Hush!  he  sleeps- • 
iHaturbhtmnot! 

Ansdmo.  Alas!  thia  ia  no  deep 


From  which  the  eye  doth  radiantly  unclose: 
Bow  down  thy  aoul,  for  earthly  hope  ia  o'er  I 

(  7%e  music  continues  approaM^ng.    Ouidt 
enters,  vUh  Cmeens  and  Soldiers.) 
ChUdo.   The  ahrines  are  decked,  the   festive 
toichea  blase — 
Whero  ia  our  brave  deliverer  1 — We  are  oome 
To  crown  Palenno's  victor ! 

Anselmo.  Ye  come  too  late. 
The  voice  of  human  praise  doth  eend  no  echo 
Into  the  world  of  apirita.  (  7%«  music  ceases.) 

Proeida  {^fler  a  pause).  U  this  duat 
I  look  on — Raimond ! — ^"tia  but  aleep— a  amile 
On  hb  pale  cheek  aits  proudly.    Raimond,  wake! 
Oh,  Ood!  and  this  was  his  triumphant  day! 
My  son,  my  injured  aon  I 

Constance  (starting).  Ait  ^Aotthia  lather  Y 
I  know  thee  now.— Hence!  with  thy  dark  atera 

eye, 
And  thy  cold  heart  !-^Thoo  canat  not  wake  him 

now! 
Away!  he  will  not  anawer  but  to  me, 
For  none  like  me  hath  loved  him !  He  b  mine! 
Ye  ahall  not  rend  him  from  me. 

Proeida,  Oh!  he  ibi^is 
Thy  love,  poor  maid !— Shrink  from  me  now  no 

more! 
He  knew  thy  heaft^but  Who  ahall  tell  him  now 
The  depth,  th'  tntenaeneas,  and  the  agony, 
Of  my  aupprcaaed  afibctbn?-^!  have  learned 
All  hb  high  worth  in  time— to  deck  hb  grave  I 
la  there  not  power  in  the  strong  apirit'a  wo 
To  force  an  anawer  from  the  viewlesa  world 
Of  the  departed  ?— Raimond !— Speak  I  foi|pve  I 
Raimond !  my  victor,  my  deliverer,  hear! 
Why,  what  a  world  b  thia  1— Truth  ever  bunts 
On  the  dark  soul  too  late :  And  glory  crowns 
Th'  unconaciouB  dead ! — And  an  hoar  comes  to 

break 
The  mightiest  hearts !— My  aon !  my  aon !  b  thb 
A  day  of  triumph ! — Ay,  for  thee  alone  I 
{He  throws  himself  upon  the  body  of  Raimond). 
[CurtainfaUs. 
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THE  MEETING  ON  THE  FIELD  OF  GRGTLL 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

It  wm  in  the  year  1306,  that  the  Swim  v 
•gainst  the  tyranny  of  the  Bailiffs  appointecl  oier 
them  by  Albert  of  Austria.  The  field  called  the 
Grutli,  at  the  foot  of  the  Seelisberg,  and  near  the 
boundaries  of  Uri  and  Unterwalden,  was  fixed 
upon  by  three  spirited  yeomen,  Walter  Furst  (the 
falher-in-Iaw  of  William  Tell),  Werner  Stauffa- 
cher,  and  End  (or  Arnold)  Melchthal,  as  their  place 
of  meetings,  to  deliberate  on  the  aocompli^hmem  of 
their  projects. 

"  Hither  came  Furstand  Melchthal,  along  secret 
pfkths  over  the  heights,  and  Stauffacher  in  his  boat 
jcress  the  Lak6  6(  the  Four  Cantons.  On  the 
night  preceding  the  11th  of  November,  1307^  they 
met  here,  each  with  ten  associates,  men  of  approv- 
ed worth ;  and  while  at  this  solemn  hour  they  were 
wrapt  in  the  contemplation  that  on  their  success 
depended  the  &te  of  their  whole  posterity,  Werner, 
Walter,  and  Arnold  held  up  their  hands  to  heaven, 
and  in  the  name  of  the  Almighty,  who  has  created 
man  to  an  inalienable  degree  of  freedom,  swore 
jointfy  and  strenuously  to  defend  that  freedom. 
The  thirty  associates  heard  the  oath  with  awe;  and 
with  uplifted  hands  attested  the  same  God,  and  all 
his  saints,  that  they  were  firmly  bent  on  offering 
Dp  their  lives  for  the  defence  of  their  injured  tiberty. 
They  then  calmly  agreed  on  their  future  proceed- 
ings, and  for  the  present,  each  returned  to  his 
hamlet"— jPZan/aV  Biatoryqfthe  Helvetic  Cortfe- 
deraey. 

On  the  first  day  of  the  year  1308,  they  succeeded 
In  throwing  off  the  Austrian  yoke,  and  "it  is  well 
attested,'*  says  the  same  author, "  that  not  one  drop 
of  blood  was  shed  on  this  memorable  occasion,  nor 
had  one  proprietor  to  Ument  the  loss  of  a  claim,  a 
privilege,  or  an  inch  of  land.  The  Swiss  m^t  on 
the  socceeding  sabbath,  and  once  more  confirmed 
by  oath  their  ancient,  and  (as  they  fondly  named 
it)  their  perpetual  league." 


'TwAs  night  upon  the  Alps.— The  Senn's(l) 

wikl  horn, 
Like  a  wind's  yokit^  had  poured  its  last  long 

tone, 


Whose  peafing  echoes  through  the  Lvccrwoodt 

borne, 
To  the  low  cabins  of  the  glens  made  known 
That  welcome  steps  were  nigh.   Thefipckshad 

gone, 
By  cliff  and  pine-bridge,  to  thei^  place  of  rest; 
The  chamois  slumbered,  for  the  chase  was  dont 
His  cavern-bed  of  moss  the  hunter  prest, 
And  the  rock-eagle  couched,  high  on  his  cloody 


II. 

Did  the  knd  sleep!— the  woodnuufs  axe  bad 

ceased 
Its  ringing  notes  upon  the  beech  and  plane; 
The  grapes  were  gathered  in ;  the  vintage  feast 
Was  closed  upon  the  hills,  the  reaper's  strain 
Hushed  by  the  streams;  the. year  was  in  its 

wane, 
The  night  in  hs  mid-watch ;  ii  was  a  time 
E'en  marked  and  hollowed  into  Slun^ber's  reign. 
But  thoughts  were  stirring,  restless  and  sublime, 
And  o'er  his  white  Alps  moved  the  Spirit  of  the 

clime. 

III. 
Forthere,  where  snows  in  crowninggkiry  spread, 
High  and  unmarked  by  mortal  footstep  lay; 
And  there,  where  torrents,  'midst  the  icen^aves 

fed, 
Burst  in  their  joy  of  light  and  sound  away; 
And  there,  where  Freedom,  as  in  scornful  play. 
Had  hung  man's  dwellings  'midst  the  leahns  of 

ail', 
O'er  cliffs  the  very  birth-place  of  the  day-~ 
Oh }  who  would  dream  tL«t  Tyranny  would  daie 
To  lay  her  withering  hand  on  Go^'s  bright  woAs 

e'en  there  1 

IV. 

Tet  thus  it  was— amidst  the  fleet  stnams  gush 

ing 
To  bring  down  rainbows  o'er  their  sparry  ceil, 
And  the  glad  heights,  through  mvt  and  tenqwst 

rushing 
Up  when  the  son's  red  fin-glance  earliest  fell, 
And  the  fiDSsh  pastures^  where  the  herd's  swrei 

beU  ^  T 
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RivaHed  mich  life  as  Eastern  patriarchs  led;— 
rkere  peasantrmen  their  free  thoughts  might 

not  tell 
Save  in  the  hour  of  shadows  and  of  dread, 
And  hollow  sounds  that  wake  to  Guilt's  dulli  sti- 
thy tread. 


But  in  a  land  of  happy  shepherd-hdmei, 
On  its  green  hilb  in  quiet  joy  reclining 
With  their  bright  hearth-fires,  'midst  the  twi- 
light-glooms, 
From   bowery  lattice   through  the  fir>woodf 

sliining ; 
A  land  of  legends  and  wild  songs,  entwining 
Their  memory  with  all  memories  loved  and 

blest— 

tn  such  a  land  there  dwells  a  power,  combining 
The  strength  of  many  a  calm,  but  fearless  breast; 
•And  wo  to  him  who  breaks  the  sabbath  of  its 


VI. 

A  sound*  went  up— the  wave's  dark  tleep  was 

broken 
Oh  Uri's  lake  was  besrd  a  midnight  oar — 
Of  man's  brief  course  a  troubled  moment's  token 
Th'  eternal  waters  to  their  barriers  bore ; 
And  then  their  gloom  a  (lashing  image  wore 
Of  torcH-fires  streaming  out  o'er  crag  and  wood, 
And  tife  wild  falcon's  wing  was  heard  to  soar 
In  startled  haste— and  by  that  moonlight-flood, 
A  band  of  patriot-men  on  GruUi's  verdure  stood. 

VII. 

They  stood  in  arms— the  wolf-spear  and  the  bow 
Had  waged  their  war  on  things  of  mountain- 
race; 
Might  not  thrir  swiil  stroke  reach  a  OMdl-dad 

foel 
— Strong  hands  in  harvest,  daring  feet  in  chase, 
True  hearts  in  fight,  were  gathered  on  that  place 
Of  secret  council. — ^Not  for  fame  or  spoil 
So  met  those  men  in  Heaven's  majestic  face; — 
To  guard  free  hearths  they  rose,  the  sons  of  toll, 
The  hunter  of  the  roclis,  the  tiller  jo(  the  soiL 

VIII. 

O'er  their  low  pastoral  valleys  might  the  tide 
Of  yean  have  flowed,  and  still,  from  sire  to  son, 
Their  names  and  records  on  the  green  earth  died, 
As  cottage  lamps,-  expiring,  one  by  ond, 
hk  the  dim  gta^,  when  midnight  bath  begun 
To  httah  all  •onnd.— But  silent  on  its  height, 
The  snow-maM,  full  of  death,  whtlcF  agev  run 
Tiicireoorse,  may  slmnher,  bathed  fn  rosy  Ught, 
TOI  WMOB  rash  toiee  or  step  distwb  its  braodtag 
mlgh;. 


IX. 

So  were  they  roused— th'  invading  step  had  paitf 
Their  cabin-thresholds,  and  the  lowly  door, 
Whkh  weU  bad  stood  against  the  FohnwtndX^ 

blast, 
Could  bar  Oppression  firom  their  homes  no  more. 
—Why,  what  had  sAe  to  do  where  all  tbiiigr 

wore 
Wild  Grandeur's  impress  V^ln  the  storm's  £rec 

How  dared  9he  lift  her  pageant  crest  before 
Th'  enduring  and  magnificent  array 
Of  sovereign  Alps,  that  winged  their  eagles  with 
thedayl 


'this  might  not  bng  be  borne— the  tameless  hillr 
Have  voices  from  the  cave  and  cataract  swelling 
Fraught  with  His  name,  whose  awful  piesencp 

fills 
Their  deep  lone  places,  and  forever  telling 
That  He  hath  made  man  free  1 — and  they  whost 

dwelling 
Was  on  those  ancient  fastnesses,  gave  ear; 
The  Weight  of  suflferanoe  from  their  hearts  1» 

pelling, 
They  rose— the  forester,  the  moantaineer— 
Oh !  what  hath  earth  more  strong  than  the  good 

p3asant-spear1 

XL 

Sacred  be  Grfitli's  field— their  vigO  keeping 
Through  many  a  blue  and  starry  summer-dight, 
There,  while  the  sons  of  happier  lands  were 

sleeping, 
Had  those  brave  Switzers  met;  and  in  the  sight 
Of  the  just  God,  who  pours  forth  burning  might 
To  gird  the  oppressed,  had  given  their  deep 

thoughts  way, 
And  braced  their  spirits  for  the  patriot-fighl^ 
With  lovely  images  of  home;  that  lay 
Bowered  'midst  the  rustling  pines,  or  l^  the  to^ 

rent-spray. 

XII. 

Now  had  endurance  reached  its  bounds  I — ^Thej 

caniie 
With  courage  9et  in  .each  bright  earnest  eye^ 
The  day,  the  ngnal,  and  the  hour  to  name, 
When  they  should  gather  on  their  hills  to  die, 
Or  shake  the  Glaciers  with  their  joyous  cry 
For  the  land's  freedom.— *Twas  a  scene  com- 
bining 
AH  glory  in  itself— the  ademn  sky. 
The  stars,  the  waves  their  soibened  I%ht  enshrin- 

And  Man's  high  sool  sapreme  o'er  ai^ty  Nature 
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xni. 

Calmly  they  stood,  and  with  collected  Bden, 
Breathing  their  wals  in  ▼oices  firm  hot  low, 
As  if  the  spirit  of  the  hour  and  scene, 
With  the  wood's  whisper,  and  the  wave'i  sweet' 

flow, 
Had  tempered  in  their  thonghtfnl  hearts  the 

glow 
Of  all  indignant  feeling.    To  the  hreath 
Of  Dorian  flute,  and  lyro-noto  soft  and  slow, 
E'en  thus,  of  old,  the  Spartan  from  its  sheath 
Dten  his  devoted  sword,  and  girt  himself  for  death. 

xiv: 

And  three,  that  seemed  as  chieftains  of  the  band, 
Were  gathered  in  the  midst  on  that  lone  shore 
By  ITn's  lak<>— a  father  of  the  Iand,(3) 
One  on  hb  brow  the  silent  record  wore 
Of  many  day8,^hose  shadows  had  passed  o^r 
His  path  amongst  the  hills,  and  quenched  the 

dreams 
Of  youth  with  sorrow. — ^Yet  from  memoiy's  lore 
Still  bis  life's  evening  drew  its  loveliest  gleams, 
For  he  had  walked  with  God,  beside  the  mountain 

streams. 

XV. 

And  his  gray  hairs,  in  happier  time^  might  well 
To  their  last  pillow  silently  have  gone, 
As  melts  a  wreath  of  snow. — But  who  shall  tell 
How  life  rosy  task  the  spirit? — He  was  one, 
Who  from  its  morn  a  freeman's  work  had  done, 
And  reaped  his  harvest,  and  his  vintage  pressed, 
Fearless  of  wrong; — and  now,  at  set  of  sun. 
He  bowed  not  to  his  years,  for  on  the  breast 
Of  a  still  chainless  land,  he  deemed  it  much  to  rest. 

XVI. 

But  for  such  holy  rest  strong  hands  must  toil, 
Strong  hearts  endure ! — By  that  pale  elder's  side. 
Stood  one  that  seemed  a  monarch  of  the  soil, 
Serene  and  stately  in  -bis  onnhood's  pri^Je, 
Wemer,(4)  the  brave  and  true! — If  men  have 

died. 
Their  hearths  and  ihrines  inviokte  to  keep, 
He  was  a  mate  finr  •uoh.^Tiie  voioe,  that  cried 
Within  his  breast, "  Arise  1"  came  still  and  deep 
From  his  far  borne,  that  soHedy^'en  then,  in  moon- 
light sleep. 

XVJL 

It  was  a  home  to  die  for  I — as  it  rose, 
Through  its  vine-feliage  sending  Ibrth  a  sound 
Of  mirthful  ehildbood,  o'er  the- green  repose 
And  koghhig  sunshine  of  th«  pastaoet  imuMi ; 
And  he  wheee  life  to  that  sweet  spot  was  bound. 
Raised  unto  Heaven  a  glad,  yet  thoughtful  eye, 


When  o'er  his  soul  its  melodies  went  by. 
As  through  some  Alpine  pass,  a  breeie  of  Italy. 

xvni. 

But  who  was  he,  that  on  his  hunting-spear 
I<eaned  with  a  prouder  and  more  fiery  bearing  1 
^His  was  a  brow  for  tyrant-hearts  to  fear, 
Within  the  shadow  of  its  dark  locks  wearing 
That  which  they  may  not  tame — a  soul  dechuring 
War  against  earth's  oppressors. — 'Midst  thai 

throng. 
Of  other  mould  he  eeeraed,  and  loftier  daring, 
One  whose  blood  swept  high  impulses  along, 
One  that  should  pass,  and  lea^e  a  name  fiv  waf* 

like  song, 

XIX. 

A  memory  oti  the  monntadns !— one  to  stand, 
When  the  hills  echoed  with  the  deepening  sweO 
Of  hostile  trumpeb,  foremost  for  the  land. 
And  in  some  rock-defile,  or  savage  dell, 
Array  her  peasant-chiklren  to  repel 
Th'  invader,  sending  arrows  for  his  chains ! 
Ay,.one  to  fold  around  him,  as  he  fell, 
Her  banner  with  a  smile — for  through  his  veins 
The  joy  of  danger  flowed,  as  torrents  to  the  plain*. 

TTT 

There  was  at  times  a  wildness  in  the  light 
Of  his  quick-flashing  eye;  a  something,  bom 
Of  the  free  Alps,  and  beautifully  bright, 
And  proud,  and  tameless,  laughing  fear  to  scorn  I 
It  well  might  be. — ^Young  £mi's(5)  step  had 

worn 
The  mantling  snows  on  their  roost  regal  steeps, 
And  tracked  the  lynx  above  the  clouds  of  mom, 
And  followed  where  the  flying  chamois  leaps 
Across  the  dark-blue  rifts,  tb'  unfathomed  glacier- 
deeps. 

xx:i. 

He  was  a  creature  of  the  Alpine  sky, 
A  being,  whose  bright  spirit  had  been  fed 
'Midst  the  crowned  heights  with  joy  and  libeifty, 
And  thoughts  of. power. — He  knew  each  path 

which  led 
To  the  rock's  treasure  caves,  whose  ciystais  shed 
Soft  light  o'er  «ecret  fountains.^- At  the  tone 
Of  his  loud  horn,  the  Lammei^Geyci^(6)  bod 

spread 
A  startled  wing;  for  oft  that  peal  had blpwn 
Where  the  free  cataract's  voice  was  wont  to  sound 

alone. 

XXII. 

His  fstep  had  tnucked  the  vasl^  his  moI  bad 
stirred 


And^set his  free  ^tep  firmer  en  the  gmuDd,        I     The Apowtfolitwlear-this  voice  bad 
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Of  wrongs  to  call  down  HeaTen.(7)— That  tale 

was  heard 
In  Hasli's  dales,  and  where  the  shepherds  ibid 
Their  flocks  in  dark  ravine  and  cnggy  hold 
On  the  bleak  Oberland ;  and  wbevo  the  light 
Of  Day's  last  footstep  bathes  in  burning  gold 
Great  Righi  s  clifls;  and  where  Mount  Pilate's 

height 
Oasts  oW  his  glawy  lake  the  darkness  of  his  might 

XXIIL 

Nor  was  it  heaid  in  vain. — There  all  things 

press 
High  thoughts  on  man.    The  fearless  hunter 

passed, 
And,  from  the  bosom  of  the  wademess, 
There  leapt  a  spirit  and  a  power  to  cast 
The  weight  of  bondage  down — and  bright  and 

fest, 
As  the  clear  waters/joyously  and  fiee^ 
Burst  from  the  desert  rock,  it  rushed,  at  last, 
Through  the  far  valleys;  till  the  patriot-three 
Thus  with  their  brethren  stood,  beside  the  Forest 

Sea.(8)       ' 

XXIV. 

They  linked  their  hands,— they  pledged  their 

stainless  faith, 
In  the  dread  presence  of  attesting  Heaven— 
They  bound  their  hearts  to  si^ering  and  to 

death, 
With  the  severe  and  solemn  transport  given 
To  bless  such  vovrs.--How  mhu  had  striven, 
How  man  might  strive,  and  vainly  strive,  they 

knew, 
And  called  upon  thdr  God,  whose  arm  had  riven 
The  crest  of  many  a  tyrant,  since  He  blew 
The  foaming  sea-wave  on,  and  Egypt^s  might  over- 
throw. 

XXV. 

They  knelt,  and  rose  m  strength.— The  valleys 

lay 
Stilt  in  their  dimness,  but  the  peaks  whfeh  darted 
Into  the  bright  mid-air,  had  caught  from  day 
A  flush  of  fire,  when  those  true  Switirrs  parted, 
Each  to  his  glen  or  forest,  steadfast-hearted, 
And  full  of  hope.    Not  many  suns  ha4  worn 
Thdr  setting  glory,  ere  from  slumber  started 
Ten  thousand  voices,  of  the  mountuns  horn- 
So  far  was  heard  the  blast  of  Freedom's  echoing 
horn! 
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And  the  flame-signals  through  the  mklnighl 

sprung^ 
From  the  Surenoen  rocks  like  bannen  stnam- 

ing 
To  the  far  Sedisbeig;  whence  light  was  flung 
On  GratU's  Held,  tUl  all  the  red  lake  gk»niing 
Shone  ottt,  a  meteor-heaven  in  its  wild  splendour 

•seming. 

XXVII. 

And  the  winds  tossed  each  summit's  Mazing 

crest, 
As  a  host's  {Jumage;  and  (he  giant  panes. 
Felled  where  they  waved  o'e^  crag  and  eagle's 


Heaped  up  the  flames.    The  clouds  grew  fiery 

signs, 
As  o'er  a  city's  burning  towers  and  shrines 
Reddening  the  distance.    Wine-cups,  crownsd 

and  bright, 
In  Werner's  dwelling  flowed ;  through  leaflet 

vines 
From  Walter's  hearth  streamed  forth  the  festive 

light, 
And  Emi's  blind  old  sire  gave  thanks  to  Heav«n 

.that  night. 

xxvni. 

Then,  on  the  silence  of  the  snows  tlicre  lay 
A  Sabbath's  quiet  sunshine,— and  its  bell 
Filled  the  hushed  air  awhile,  with  lonely  sway; 
For  the  stream's  voice  was  chained  by  Winter's 

The  deep  wood-sounds  had  ceased. — ^But  rock 

and  dell 
Rung  forth,  ere  long,  when  strains  of  jubilee 
Pealed  from  the  mountain-churches,  with  a  swell 
Of  praise  to  Him  who  stills  the  raging  sea,— 
For  now  the  strife  was  closed,  the  glorious  Alps 
were  free. 


NOTES. 


XXVI- 

the  ioe-vaults  trembled,  when  that  peal  came 

rending   -^ 
The  fhnen  stillness  which  around  them  hung ; 
Fnim  cMTto  cliff  the  avalanche  descending, 
Oa»«  answer  till  the  sky's  bhw  hoUows  rung; 


Note  1,  page  99,  col.  1. 

^Ihsaem'S  wild  horn. 

Sbnn,  the  name  given  to  «  herdsman  amoiiff  (he 
Swiss  Alps.  ^ 

Note  S,  page  100,  col.  2. 

^Agalnt  the  FShnwInA  blast 

Fohnwind,  the  Southeast  wind,  whuh   fro- 
quendy  lays  waste  tbe  country  before  it. 

Notes,  page  101,001.1. 

Aftdwrorthsland. 

Walter  Fftnt,  the  fethei4n-law  ofT^ 

No«e4,pagel01,cc)l.l. 
WenMr,  the  brave  and  true!  &c. 
Werner  Stauffacher,  who  had  been  uige^  hy  his 
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wife  to  rouse  and  unite  his  connirymen  for  the  d»* 
Vtwnnoe  of  SwiixeiUnd. 

NoSe5,pa«el01»coL2. 
Youag  Erni's  «ap  bad  won^  Ae» 
Emi,  Arnold  Mdchtbal. 

Note  6,  page  101,  ool.  2. 
The  Ummer-Geyer  had  spnad,  *& 
The  Ummer-Gejer,  the  latgeat  kind  of  Alpine 
eagle. 


Note  7,  page  102,  coL  1. 
Of  wrongi  (o  call  down  Utafo^  Ac 
The  eyes  of  his  aged  father  had  been  potootyliy 
the  orden  of  the  Auatiian  Gbvemor. 

Note  8,  page  103,  coL  1. 
— -IMds  Om  FoiwMiM. 
Foreat-Sea.    The  Lake  of  the  Four  Cantoof  k 
freqiientl J  ao  called. 


cue  mnertovattCon  of  tHr  W&^tlm  of  Sltt  to  Ktadfi* 


iMlla,  Italia  I  O  tatal  fto  la  Sknta 
Dono  infeUca  dl  bdlexsa,  onda  bal 
Funeaia  dole  d'  Inflnhl  gual, 
Cha  'n  fVonta  acriui  par  nan  doi(Ila  porta} 
*    *    •  ■  "    oalman""  '^ 


Deb,  faaii  ta  men  t 


pid  forte. 
FiUeajOi 


"  BvT  the  joy  of  diseoTery  was  short,  and  the 
triumph  of  taste  transitory.  The  French,  who  in 
every  invasbn  have  been  the  scourge  of  Italy,  and 
have  rivalled  or  rather  surpassed  the  rapacity  of 
the  Goths  and  Vandals,  laid  their  sacrilegiooa 
hands  on  the  unparalleled  collection  of  the  Vatican, 
tore  its  masterpieces  from  their  pedestals,  and  drag- 
ging them  from  their  templea  of  marble,  transports 
ed  them  to  Paris,  and  consigned  thdm  to  the  dull 
sullen  halls,  or  rather  stables,  of  the  Louvre." — 
Eustace's  Classical  Tour  through  J&aly,  voL  iL 
p.GO. 


Land  of  departed  fame !  whose  classic  plains 
Have  proudly  echoed  to  immortal  strains ; 
Whose  halbwed  s(h1  hath  given  the  great  and  brave, 
Day-stars  of  life,  a  birth-place  and  a  grave  *, 
Home  of  ibe  Arts !  where  glory'a  faded  smile  ' 
Sheda  lingering  light  o*er  many  a  mouldering  pile ; 
Pioud  wreck  of  vanished  power,  of  splendour  fled, 
Majestic  temple  of  the  migbty  dead  i    ■ 
Whose  grandeur,  yet.  contending  with  decay, 
Gleams  through  the  twilight  of  thy  gjorious  day ; 
Though  dimmed  thy  brightness,  riveted  thy  chain, 
Yet,  fidlen  Italy !  rejoice  again ! 
Lost,  lovely  realm  I  once  more 't  is  thine  to  gtoe 
On  the  rich  relics  of  sublimer  days. 

Awake,  ye  Muaes  of  Etrnrian  shadeS| 
Or  sacred  Tivoli's  romantic  glades; 
Wake,  ye  that  slumber  in  the  bowery  gloom, 
Where  the  wild  ivy  shadows  Virgirs  tomb;  ' 
Or  ye,  whose  voice,  by  Sorga's  lonely  wave, 
Swelled  the  deep  echoes  of  the  fountain's  cave, 
Or  thrilled  the  soul  in  Tasso's  numbers  high, 
Those  magic  strains  of  love  and  chivalry ; 
If  yet  by  dasdc  streams  ye  fondly  rove, 
Haantang  the  myrtle-vale,  the  lamcl-grove; 


Oh  I  vouse  onoe  more  the  daring  soul  of  song, 
Seize  with  bold  hand  the  harp,  foigot  so  long, 
And  hail,  with  wonted  pride,  those  works  revered, 
Hallowed  by  Ume,  by  absence  more  endeared. 
And  breathe  to  those  the  strain,  whose  warrior^ 
might, 
Each  danger  etemmed,  prevailed  in  every  fight ; 
Souls  of  unyielding  power,  to  storms  inured, 
SttUimed  by  peril,  and  by  toU  matured. 
Sing  of  that  leader,  whose  ascendant  mind 
Could  rouse  the  slumbering  spirit  of  mankind , 
Whose  banners  tracked  the  vanquished  Eagle's 

flight 
O'er  many  a  plain,  and  dark  Sierra's  height; 
¥nio  bade  onoe  more  the  wild,  heroic  lay 
Record  the  deeds  of  Roncesvalles'  day ; 
Who,thn>ugh  each  mountain-pass  of  rock  and  snow, 
An  Alpine  huntsman,  erased  the  fear-struck  foe, 
Waved  his  proud  standard  to  the  balmy  gales^ 
Rich  Languedoc !  that  fiin  thy  glowing  vales, 
And  'mill  those  scenes  renewed  th'  achievements 

high, 
Be^eathed  to  fame  by  England's  ancestry. 
Yet,  when  the  storm  seemed  hushed,  the  conflict 
past. 
One  strife  jreraained— 4he  m^htiest  and  the  last  I 
Nerved  for  the  struggle,  in  that  fiitefnl  hour, 
Untamed  Amlntion  summoned  all  his  power; 
Vengeance  and  Pride,  to  frenzy  roused,  were  there, 
And  the  stem  might  of  resolute  Despidr. 
Isle  of  the  free  I  'twas  then  tfaycbampionaitood, 
Breasting  unmoved  the  combat's  wildest  flood. 
Sunbeam  of  Battle,  then  thy  spirit  shone. 
Glowed  in  each  breast,  and  sunk  with  life  alone 
Oh  hearts  devoted !  whose  illustrious  doom, 
;  Gave  there  at  once  your  triumph  and  your  toino, 
Ye,  film  and  faithfbt,  in  th' ordeal  trjed 
I  Of  that  dread  strife,  by  Freedom  saofittliad. 
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Shrined,  not  entonibed,  je  rett  in  wcred  earth, 
Hallowed  by  deeds  of  more  than  mortal  worth. 
What  though  to  mark  where  deeps  heroic  dost, 
No  Kolptured  trophy  nse,  or  breathing  butt, 
Yours,  on  the  loene  where  Talor'a  race  was  run, 
A  prouder  sepulchre — the  field  ye  won ! 
There  every  mead,  each  cabin's  lowly  name, 
Shall  live  a  watch-woid  blended  with  your  fame ; 
And  well  may  flowera  suffice  those  graves  to  crown, 
That  ask  no  urn  to  blazon  their  renown. 
There  shall  the  bard  in  future  ages  tread, 
And  bless  eacb  wreath  that  blossoms  o'er  the  dead ; 
llevere  each  tree  whose  sheltering  branches  wave 
O'er  the  low  mounds,  the  altan  of  the  brave; 
Pause  o'er  each  warrior's  grass-grown  bed,  and  hear, 
In  every  breeze,  some  name  to  glory  dear. 
And  as  the  shades  of  twilight  close  around, 
With  martial  pageants  people  all  the  ground. 
Thither  unborn  descendants  of  the  slain, 
Shall  throng,  as  pilgrims  to  some  holy  fane, 
While  as  they  trace  each  spot,  whose  records  toU 
Where  fought  their  fathers,  and  prevailed,  and  fell. 
Warm  in  their  souls  shall  lofliest  feelings  glow, 
Claiming  proud  kindred  with  the  dust  below! 
And  many  an  age  shall  see  the  brave  repair, 
To  leom  the  hero's  bright  devotion  there. 

And  well,  Auaonia !  may  that  field  of  fame. 
From  thee  one  soog  of  echoing  triumph  claim. 
Land  of  the  lyre !  'twas  there  th'  avenging  ^word 
Won  the  bright  treasures  to  thy  fanes  restored ; 
Those  precious  trophies  o'er  thy -realoDs  that  throw 
A  veil  of  radiance,  hiding  half  thy  wo, 
And  bid  the  stranger  for  awhile  forget 
How  deep  thy  fall,  and  deem  thee  glorious  yet. 

Yes!  fair  creations,  to, perfection  wrought, 
Embodied  visions  of  ascending  thought ! 
Forms  of  sublimity !  by  Genius  traced, 
In  tints  that  vindicate  adoring  taste ; 
Wnose  bright  originals,  to  earth  unknown, 
liive  in  the  spheres  encircling  Glory's  throne; 
Models  of  art,  to  deathless  fiune  consigned. 
Stamped  with  the  high-born  m^esty  of  mind ; 
Yes,  matchless  works!  your  presen^-e  shall  restore 
One  beam  of  splendour  to  your  nafive  «hore. 
And  her  sad  scenes  of  lost  renown  illume, 
As  the  bright  suosf  t  gilds  some  hero's  tomb 

Oh  1  ne'er  in  other  climes,  though  many  '^n  eye 
Dwelt  on  your  charms  in  beaming  ecstacv ; 
iVe'ei  was  it  youis  to  bid  the  soul  expand 
With  thoughts  so  mighty,  dreams  so  boldly  grand, 
As  in  that  realm,  where  each  faint  breeze's  moan 
Seems  a  low  dirge  for  gbrious  ages  gone ; 
Where  'mid  the  ruined  shrines  of  m^y  a  yale, 
E'en  t)esoIation  tells  a  haughty  tale, 
And  scarce  a  fountain  flows,  a  rock  ascends,  - 
But  its  proud  name  with  song  eternal  blends! 

Yes!  in  those  scenes,  where  every  ancient  stream, 
HkIs  memory  kindle  o'er  some  lofty  th^me ; 


Where  every  marble  deeds  of  fame  records, 
Each  ruin  tells  of  E^arth's  departed  lords ; 
And  the  deep  tones  of  inspiration  swell. 
From  each  wild  olive-wood  and  Alpine  dell ; 
Where  heroes  slumber,  on  their  battle  plains, 
'Mid  prostrate  altars,  and  deserted  fitnes. 
And  Fancy  communes,  in  each  lonely  spot, 
With  shades  of  those  who  ne'er  shall  be  forgot ; 
TVure  was  your  home,and  there  your  power  impoest, 
With  tenfold  awe,  the  pilgrim's  glowing  breast; 
And  as  the  wind's  deep  thrills,  and  mystic  sighs, 
Wake  the  wild  harp  to  loftiest  harmonies. 
Thus  at  your  influence,  starting  from  repose, 
Thought,  Feeling,  Fanc^,  into  giaodeur  rose. 

Fair  Florence !  Ctueen  of  Amo's  lovely  vale ! 
Justice  and  Truth  indignant  heard  thy  tale, 
And  sternly  smiled  in  retribution's  hour. 
To  wrest  thy  treasures  from  the  Spoilcr^s  power. 
Too  long  the  spirits  of  thy  noble  dead 
Mourned  o'er  the  domes  they  reared  in  ages  fled. 
Those  classic  scenes  their  pride  so  richly  graced, 
Temples  of  genius,  palaces  of  taste, 
Too  long,  with  sad  and  desolated  mien. 
Revealed  where  conquest's  lawless  track  had  been} 
Reft  of  each  form  with  brighter  life  imbued, 
Lonely  they  frowned,  a  desert  solitude. 

Florence !  th'  Oppressors  noon  of  pride  is  o*ei, 

Rise  in  thy  pomp  again,  and  weep  no  more ! 

As  one,  who,  starting  at  the  dawn  of  day 
From  dark  illusions,  phantoms  of  dismay, 
With  transport  heightened  by  those  ills  of  night, 
Hails  the  rich  glories  of  expanding  light; 
E'en  thus  awakening  from  thy  dreams  of  wo, 
While  Heaven's  own  hues  in  radiance  round  thee 

glow. 
With  warmer  ecstacy  't  is  thine  to  trace 
Each  tint  of  beauty,  and  each  line  of  grace ; 
More  bright,  more  prized,  more  precious,  since 

deplored 
As  loved,  lost  relics,  ne'er  to  be  restored. 
Thy  grief  as  hopeless  as  the  tear-drop  shed 
By  fond  afifection  bending  o'er  tho  dead. 

Athens  of  Italy!  once  more  are  thine 
Those  matchless  gems  of  Art's  exhaustless  mine. 
For  thee  bright  Genius  darts  his  living  beam. 
Warm  o'er  thy  shrines  the  tints  of  Gloxy  stream, 
And  forms  august  as  natives  of  the  sky, 
Rise  round  each  fane  in  faultless  majesty. 
So  chAstely  perfect,  so  serenely  grand, 
They  seem  creations  of  no  mortal  hand. 

Ye,  at  whose  voice  fair  Art,  with  eagle  glance, 
Burst  in  full  splendor  from  her  death-like  trance; 
Whose  rallying  call  bade  slumbering  nations  wake. 
And  danng  Intellect  his  bondage  break ; 
Beneath  whose  eye  the  Lords  of  song  arose. 
And  snatched  the  Tuscan  lyre  from  long  rejpose. 
And  bade  its  pealing  energies  resound. 
With  power  electric,  through  the  realms  arqundr 
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Oh  \  high  in  thought,  magnifieent  in  moI  I 
Born  to  inspire,  enlighten,  and  control ; 
CosuM,  Lorenzo  I  view  your  reign  once  more, 
The  f  hrine  where  nations  mingle  to  adore ! 
Again  th*  Enthuriast  there,  with  anient  gaie, 
Shall  hail  the  mighty  of  departed  days : 
Those  sovereign  spirits,  whose  commanding  mind 
Seems  in  the  marble's  breathingmould  enshrined; 
Still,  vrith  ascendant  power,  the  world  to  awe, 
Still  the  deep  homage  of  the  heart  to  draw  * 
To  breathe  some  spell  of  holiness  around, 
Bid  all  the  scene  be  consecrated  ground, 
And  from  the  stone,  by  Inspiration  wrought. 
Dart  the  pure  lightnings  of  exalted  thought. 

There  thou,  fair  offspring  of  immortal  Mind! 
Love's  radiant  Groddess,  Idol  of  mankind! 
Once  the  bright  object  of  Devotion's  vow, 
Shalt  claim  from  taste  a  kindred  wonhip  now. 
Oh!  who  can  tell  what  beams  of  heavenly  light 
Flashed  o*er  the  sculptor's  intellectual  sight. 
How  many  a  glimpse,  revealed  to  him  alone, 
Made  fari^ter  beings,  nobler  worids  his  own ; 
Ere,  like  some  vison  sent  the  earth  to  bless, 
Bunt  info  life  thy  pomp  of  loveliness ! 

Young  Grenius  dieie,  while  dwells  his  kindling 
eye 
On  forms,  instinct  with  bright  divinity, 
While  new-bom  poVrers,  dilating  in  hk  heart. 
Embrace  the  full  magnificence  of  Art ; 
From  ioenes  by  Raphael's  gifted  hand  aErrayed, 
From  dreams  of  heaven,  by  Angelo  portrayed; 
From  each  fair  work  of  Grecian  skill  suUime, 
Sealed  with  perfection,  '  sancdfied  by  time ;' 
Shan  catch  a  kindred  glow,  and  proudly  feel 
His  spirit  bum  with  emulative  zeal, 
Buoyant  with  \of&et  hopes  his  soul  shall  rise, 
Imbued  at  once  with  nobler  energies; 
O'er  lil^s  dim  scenes  on  rapid  pinion  soar. 
And  worlds  of  visionary  grace  explore, 
Till  hb  bdd  hand  give  glory's  day-dreams  Inrth, 
And  with  new  wonders  charm  admiring  earth. 

Venice,  exult  I  and  o'er  thy  moonlight  seas, 
Swell  with  gay  strains  each  Adriatic  Inreeze  I 
What  tiMUgh  long  fled  those  years  of  martial  &me, 
That  shed  romantic  lustre  o'er  thy  name; 
Though  to  the  windtf  thy  streamers  idly  play, 
And  the  wild  waves  another  Ctueen  obey; 
Though  quenched  the  spirit  of  thine  andenl  race, 
And  power  and  freedom  scarce  have  left,  a  trace ; 
Yet  still  shall  Art  her  splendours  round  thee  cast, 
And  gild  the  wreck  of  years  for  ever  past 
Again  thy  fanes  may  boast  a  Titian's  dyes, 
Whose  clear,  soft  brilliance  emulates  thy  sUei, 
And  scenes  that  glow  in  coloring's  richest  bloom, 
With  life's  warm  flush  Palladian  halls  illume. 
From  thy  rich  dome  again  th'  unrivalled  steed    . 
Starts  to  existence,  rushes  into  speed. 
Still  for  Lysippus  clauns  the  wreath  of  fame, 
Panting  with  urdor,  vivified  with  flame. 
I 


Proud  Racen  of  the  Sun  I  to  fancy's  thought, 
Burning  with  spirit,  from  his  essence  caught, 
No  mortal  birth  ye  seem— but  farmed  to  bear 
Heaven's  ear  of  triumph  through  the  realms  of  air, 
To  range  uncurbed  the  pathless  fields  of  spaoe^ 
The  winds  your  rivals  in  the  glorious  race ; 
Traverse  empyreal  spheres  with  buoyant  feet, 
Free  as  the  zephyr,  as  the  shoC  star  fleet ; 
And  waft  tfaniugh  worids  unknown  the  vital  ray, 
The  flame  that  wakes  enations  into  day. 
Creatures  of  fire  and  ether!  winged  with  light, 
To  track  the  regions  of  the  Infinite! 
From  purer  elements  whose  life  was  drawn, 
Sprung  from  the  sunbeam,  oflbpring  of  the  dawa 
What  years  on  years,  in  silence  gliding  by, 
Have  spared  those  foraM  of  perfect  symmetry  I 
Moulded  by  Art  to  dignify  alone 
Her  own  bright  deity's  resplendent  throne. 
Since  first  her  skill  their  fiery  grace  bestowed, 
Meet  for  such  tofty  fate,  such  high  abode. 
How  many  a  race,  whose  tales  of  glory  seem 
An  echo's  voice--tiie  music  of  a  dream. 
Whose  records  feebly  from  oblivion  save 
A  few  bright  traces  of  the  wise  and  brave ; 
How  many  a  state,  whose  pillared  strength  sub* 

lime, 
Defied  the  storms  of  war,  the  waves  of  time, 
Towering  o'er  earth  majestic  and  alone, 
Fortress  of  power — has  flourished  and  is  gone ! 
And  they,  from  clime  to  clime  by  conquest  borne, 
EUch  fleeting  triumph  destined  to  adorn. 
They,  that  of  powers  and  kingdoms  lost  and  woi^ 
Have  seen  the  noontide  and  the  setting  sun. 
Consummate  still  in  every  grace  remain. 
As  o^er  their  heads  had  ages  rolled  in  vain  I 
Ages,  victorious,  in  their  ceaseless  flight. 
O'er  countless  monuments  of  earthly  might  1 
While  she,  from  fair  Byzantium's  lost  domain, 
Who  bore  those  treasuies  to  her  ooean-veign, 
'Midst  the  blue  deep,  who  reared  h«r  island> 

throne, 
And  called  th'  infinitude  of  waves  her  own ; 
Venice  the  proud,  the  Regent  of  the  sea,  > 

Weksomes  in  chains  the  trophies  of  the  free  I 

And  thou,  whoee  Elagle's  towering  plume  un- 
furied. 
Once  cast  its  shadow  o^er  a  vassal  worid. 
Eternal  city!  round  whose  Curule  throne 
The  lords  of  nations  kndt  in  ages  flown ; 
Thou,  whose  Augustan  years  have  left  to  time 
Immortal  records  of  their  glorious  prime : 
When  deathless  bards,  thine  oliveiehad^  ftmong. 
Swelled  the  high  raptures  of  heroio  iong; 
Fair,  fallen  empress !  raise  thy  languid  head 
From  the  cold  altan  of  th'  illustrious  dead. 
And  once  again,  with  fond  delight,  survey 
The  proud  memoriab  of  thy  noblest  day. 

Lo I  where  thy  sons,  oh  Romel  a  godlike  tram 
In  imaged  maje^  return  agaiul     ^  ^  ^ ^T^ 
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Bards,  chieftaiiu^  monaicbB,  tower  with  mien  au- 
gust, 
O'er  Menes  tlial  i hrine  their  venerable  duit 
Thoee  forms,  those  features,  laminous  with  soul, 
StiJI  o'er  thy  children  seem  to  daim  control ; 
With  awful  grace  arrest  the  pilgrim's  glance. 
Bind  his  rapt  loul  in  elevating  tranee, 
And  bid  the  past,  to  fancy's  ardent  eyes. 
From  time's  dim  sepulchre  in  glory  rise. 

Souls  of  the  lofty !  whose  undying  names, 
Roitse  the  young  bosom  still  to  noblest  aims ; 
Oh  I  with  your  images  coukl  fate  restore 
Your  own  high  spirit  to  your  sons  once  more ; 
Patriots  and  heroes !  could  those  flames  return, 
That  bade  your  hearts  with  freedom's  ardours  bam; 
Then  from  the  sacred  ashes  of  the  first, 
Might  a  new  Rome  in  phoenix-grandeur  bunt  t 
With  one  bright  glance  dispel  th'  horizon's  gloom. 
With  one  loud  call  wake  Empire  from  the  tomb ; 
Bind  round  her  brows  her  own  triumphal  crown, 
LiA  her  dread  ^gis  with  msLJcstic  frown, 
Unchain  her  Eagle's  wing,  and  guide  his  flight, 
To  bathe  its  plumage  in  the  fount  of  light.* 

Vain  dream!  degraded  Rome!  thy  noon  is  o'er. 
Once  lost,  thy  spirit  shall  revive  no  motei 
It  sleeps  with  thoee,  the  eons  of  other  days, 
Whoflzed  on  thee  the  world's  adoring  gaze; 
Those,  blest  to  live,  while  yet  thy  star  was  high, 
More  blest,  ere  darkness  quenched  its  beam,  to  die! 

Yet,  though  thy  Ruthless  tutelary  powers. 
Have  fled  thy  shrines,  left  desolate  thy  towers, 
Still,  still  to  thee  shall  nations  bend  their  way, 
Revered  in  ruin,  sovereign  in  decay  I 
Oh !  what  can  realms,  in  fame's  full  senith. 
To  match  the  relics  of  thy  splendour  lost ! 
By  Tiber's  waves,  on  each  illustrious  hill, 
Genius  and  Taste  shall  love  to  wander  still. 
For  there  has  Art  survived  an  empire's.doom, 
And  reared  her  throne  o'er  Latium'strophied  tomb; 
She  from  the  dust  recalls  the  brave  and  free. 
Peopling  each  scene  with  beings  worthy  thee  I 

Oh !  ne*er  again  mky  War,  with  lightning-stroke. 
Rend  its  last  honoun  from  the  shattered  oak! 
Long  be  those  works,  revered  by  ages,  thine, 
To  lend  one  triumph  to  thy  dim  decline. 

Bright  with  stern  beauty,  breathing  wrathful 
fire 
In  all  the  grandeur  of  celestial  ire. 
Once  more  thine  own,  th'  immortal  Archer's  form. 
Sheds  radiance  round,  with  more  than  Being  warml 
Oh!  who  could  view,  nor  deem  that  pesfect  frame, 
A  living  temple  of  ethereal  flame  1 
Lord  of  the  day-4tar  I  how  may  woitls  portraj 
Of  thy  chaste  gbry  one  reflected  ray  1 
Whate'er  the  soul  could  dream,  the  hand  ^oqld 

trace. 
Of  regal  dignity,  and  heavenly  grftce ; 
iSaeh  purer  effluence  of  the  fair  and  bright, 
Whose  fitful  gleams  have  broke  on  mortal  sight; 


Each  bold  idea,  borrowed  from  the  sky. 
To  vest  th'  embodied  form  of  deity; 
AU,  all  in  thee  ennobled  and  refined, 
Breathe  and  enchant,  transcendantly.oombinodl 
Son  of  Elysium !  years  and  ages  gone 
Have  bowed,  in  speechless  homage,  at  thy  throne. 
And  days  unborn,  and  nations  yet  to  be, 
Shall  gaze,  absorbed  in  eestacy,  on  thee ! 
And  tho^,  triumphant  wreck,(l)  e'en  yet  sub 
Ume, 
EHsputed  trophy,  claimed  by  Ait  and  Time, 
HaU  to  that  scene  again,  where  Genius  caught 
From  thee  its  fervoura  of  diviner  thought ! 
Where  he,  th'  inspired  one,  whose  gigantic  mind 
Lived  in  some  sphere,  to  him  alone  asugned ; 
Who  from  the  past,  the  future^  and  th'  unseen, 
Could  call  up  forms  of  more  than  earthly  mien ; 
Unrivalled  Angelo,  on  thee  would  gaze, 
Till  his  full  soul  imbibed  perfecUon's  blaze! 
And  who  but  he,  that  Prince  of  Ait,  might  dare 
Thy  sovereign  greatness  view  without  despair  1 
Emblem  of  Rome!  from  power's  meridian  hurled. 
Yet  claiming  still  the  homage  of  the  world. 
What  hadst  thou  been,  ere  barbarous  hands  de- 
faced 

The  work  of  wonder,  idolized  by  taste  1 
Oh  !  worthy  still  of  some  divine  abode, 
Mould  df  a  conqueror  !(2)  ruin  of  a  god ! 
Still,  like  some  broken  gem,  whose  quenchless 

beam 
From  each  bright  fragment  pours  its  vital  stream, 
'Tis  thine,  by  fate  unconquered,  to  dbpenae 
From  every  pait,  some  ray  of  excellence ! 
E'en  yet,  informed  with  essence  from  on  high. 
Thine  is  no  trace  of  frail  moi^ality ! 
Within  that  frame  a  purer  being  glows, 
Through  viewless  veins  a  brighter  cuirrcnt  flows; 
Filled  with  immortal  life  each  muscle  swelli^ 
In  every  line  supernal  grandeur  dwells. 

Consummate  work  !  the  noblest  and  the  last, 
Of  Grecian  Freedom,(3)  ere  her  reign  was  past 
Nurse  of  the  mighty,  she,  while  lingering  still 
Her  mantle  flowed  o'er  many  a  classic  hill, 
Ere  yet  her  voice  its  parting  accents  breathed, 
A  Hero's  image  to  the  world  bequeathed ; 
Enshrined  in  thee  th'  imperishable  ray. 
Of  high-souled  Genius,  fostered  by  her  away. 
And  bade  thee  teach,  to  ages  yet  unborn. 
What  lofly  dreams  were  hers — ^who  never  shall  re- 
turn! 
And  mark  yon  group,,  transfixed  with  many  a 
throe, 
Sealed  with  the  image  of  eternal  wo: 
With  fearfol  truth,  terrific  power,  exprest. 
Thy  pangs,  Laocoon,  sgonize  the  breast, 
And  the  stern  combat  picture  to  mankind. 
Of  sufiering  nature,  and  enduring  mind. 
Oh,  mighty  conflict!  though  his  pains  intense 
Dirtend  each  nerve,  and  dart  through  every  bcnss 
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Though  fixed  on  him,  his  ebiMran'tf  rappUani  eyei 
implore  the  aid  avengmg  fate  denies ; 
Though,  with  the  giant-snake  in  fruitless  strife. 
Heaves  every  muscle  With  convulsive  life, 
And  in  each  limb  Existence  wriUies,  enrolled 
'Mid  the  dread  circles  of  the  venomed  fold ; 
Vet  the  strong  spirit  lives — and  not  a  cry 
Shall  own  the  might  of  Nature's  agony! 
That  furrowed  brow  unconqoered  soul  reveals, 
That  patient  eye  to  angry  Heaven  appeals, 
That  struggling  bosom  concentrates  its  breath, 
Nor  yiddft  one  moan  to  torture  or  to  death  !(4) 

Sublimest  triumph  of  intrepid  Artl 
With  speechless  horror  to  congeal  the  heart, 
To  freeze  each  pulse,  and  dart  through  every  vein 
Cold  thrills  of  fear,  keen  sympathies  of  pain; 
Yet  teach  the  spirit  how  its  lofty  power 
Alay  brave  the  pangs  of  fate's  severest  hour. 

Turn  from  such  conflicts,  and  enraptured  ga» 
On  scenes  where  Painting  all  her  skill  dtsplays: 
LAndseapes,  by  colouring  drest  an  richer  dyes^ 
More  mellowed  sonshine,  more  anolouded  skies; 
Or  dreams  of  bliss,  to  dying  Martyrs  given, 
Descending  Seraphs  robed  in  beanis  of  heaven. 

Oh !  sovereign  Masters  of  the'Pencil's  mighty 
Its  depth  of  shadow,  and  iU  blase  of  light, 
Ye,  whose  bold  thought,  disdaining  every  bound, 
Gxpfered  the  worids  above,  below,  around, 
€hik]ren  of  Italy!  wl^  stand  akme, 
And  unapprosiched,  'midst  regions  idi  your  o^m ; 
Whst  foenes,  what  beings  blest  your  (avoured 

sight. 
Severely  grand,  unutterably  bright !    . 
Tiiomphant  spirits!  your  exulting  eye 
Could  meet  the  noontide  of  eternity, 
And  gaze  nntired,  undaunted,  nncontroUed  * 
On  an  that  Fancy  trembles  to  behold. 

JBright  on  your  view  such'  forms  th«ir  splendour 
shed, 
As  Imrst  on  Prophet-hards  in  ages  fled : 
Forms  that  to  trace,  no  hand  but  youis  might  dare, 
Darkly  sublime,  or  exquisitely  fkir, 
These  o'er  the  walls  your  magic  skill  arrayed, 
Glow  in  rich  sunshine,  gleam  through  melting 

shade, 
Float  in  light  grace,  in  awful  greatnrss  tower. 
And' breathe  and  move,  the  records  of  your  power. 
Inspired  of  Heaven  I  what  heightened  pomp  ye  cast, 
O'er  all  the  deathless  trophies  of  the  past ! 
Round  many  a  marble  fane  and  classic  dome. 
Asserting  still  the  majesty  of  Rome; 
Round  many  a  work  that  bids  the  worid  believe 
What  Grecian  Art  could  image  and  achieve ; 
Again,  creative  minds,  your  visbns  throw 
Life's  chastened  warmth,'  and  Beauty's  mellowest 


Or  evening  suns  illume,  with  purple  smile, 
The  Parian  altar,  and  the  pUland  aisle, 
Then  as  the  full,  or  softened  radiance  fiUls, 
On  Angel-groups  that  hover  o'er  the  walla^ 
Well  may  those  Temples^  where  your  hand  has 


Light  o'er  the  tomb,  existence  round  the  dead, 
Seem  hke  some  worU,  so  perfect  and  so  iair, 
That  nought  of  earth  shonhlfind  sdmittancetheiai 
Some  sphere,  where  Beings,  to  mankind  unknown, 
Dwell  in  the  brightness  of  their  pomp,  alone  1 

Henoe,  ye  vain  fictions,  fimcy's  erring  theme, 
GrodsofUlosbnl  phantoms  of  a  dream! 
Frait,  powerless  idols  of  departed  tiase. 
Fables  of  song,  delusive,  though  sublime ! 
To  toftier  tasks  has  Roman  Art  assigned 
Her  matchless  pencil,  and  her  mighty  mind !  • 
From  brighter  streams  her  vast  ideas  flowed, 
With  purer  fire  her  ardent  spirit  gk>wed. 
To  her  't  was  given  in  hnsy  to  explore 
The  land  of  miracles,  the  holiest  shore; 
That  realm  where  first  the  light  of  life  was  sent, 
The  loved,  the  punished,  of  th'  Omnipotent! 
O'er  Judah's  hills  her  thoughts  inspired  would 

stray. 
Through  Jordan's  valleys  trace  their  lonelj  way, 
By  Sikwi's  brook,  or  Ahnotana'8(5)  deep, 
Chained  in  dead  silence,  and  unbroken  sleep; 
Scenes  whose  cleft  rocks,  and  blasted  deserts,  tell 
Where  passed  th'  Eternal,  where  his  anger  fell! 
Where  oft  his  voice  the  words  of  fate  revealed, 
Swelled  in  the  whirlwind,  in  the  thunder  pealed, 
Or  heard  by  prophets  in  some  palmy  vale, 
Breathed  *still  smaU*  whispen  ou  the  nudnighl 

gale. 
There  dwelt  her  spirit— there  her  hand  portrayed, 
'Mid  the  lone  wilderness  or  cedaTfShade, 
Ethereal  ibrms,  with  awful  missions  fraught. 
Or  Patriarch-seers,  absorbed  in  sacred  thought, 
Bard^,  in  high  converse  with  the  world  of  rest, 
Saints  of  the  earth,  and  spirits  of  the  blest 
But  chief  to  Him,  the  Conqueror  of  the  grave, 
Who  lived  to  guide  u^  and  who  died  to  save; 
Him,  at  whose  glance  the  powersof  evil  fled, 
And  soul  returned  to  animate  the  dead ; 
Whom  the  waves  owned — and  sunk  beneath  his 

eye. 
Awed  by  one  accent  of  Divinity; 
To  Him  she  gave  her  mediutive  hoars. 
Hallowed  her  thoughts,  and  sanctified  her  powem. 
O'er  the  bright  scenes  sublime  repose  she  threw, 
As  all  around  the  Godhead's,  presence  knew. 
And  robed  the  Holy  One's  benignimt  mien 
In  beaming  mercy,  majesty  serene. 
Oh  t  mark,  where  Raphael's  pare  and  perftil 

line 


glow, 
And  when  the  mom's  bright  beams  and  mantling  Portrays  that  form  ineflfably  divine  !(6) 

dyes  Where  with  transcendant  skill  his  haiid  has 

Pom  the  rich  lustre  of  Aosontan  skies,  Diflasinre  sunbeams  round  the  Savloar's  head; 
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Each  hmiveii-illumined  lineftment  imbued 
With  all  th«  fulncw  of*  beatitude, 
And  traced  the  sainted  group,  whoee  mortal  Mght 
Sinks  overpowered  by  that  excess  of  light  1 

Gaze  on  that  scene,  and  own  the  might  of  Art, 
Dy  truth  inspired  to  elevate  the  heart! 
To  bid  the  soul  exultingly  possess, 
Of  oil  her  powers  a  heightened  oonsciousnesi, 
And  strong  in  hope,  anticipate  the  day, 
The  last  of  life,  the  first  of  freedom's  ray ; 
To  realize,  in  some  unclouded  sphere, 
Those  pictured  glories  feebly  imaged  here ! 
Dim,  cold  reflections  from  her  native  sky. 
Faint  effluence  of  *'  the  Day-spring  from  on  high !" 


NOTES. 


Note  1,  page  106,  col.  2. 

The  Beividere  Torso,  the  favourite  study  of 
Michael  Angelo^  and  of  many  other  distinguished 
artists.  I 

Note  2,  page  106,  col.  3. 

"Clnoique  cette  statue  d'Hercule  ait  6t^  mal- 
trait^e  et  mOtil^e  d'uno  mani^re  6tran^,  se  trou- 
vant  sans  t^te,  sans  bras,  et  sans  jambes,  elle  est 
cependant  encore  un  chef-d'oeuvre  aux  yeux  dcs 
connoisseurs ;  et  ceux  qui  savent  percer  dans  les 
mystdrcs  de  Tart,  se  la  reprdscntent  dans  toute  sa 
beaut6.  L'artiste,  en  voulant  Tepr£senter  Hercule, 
a  form6  un  corps  id£al  au-dcssus  de  la  nature. 
•  ♦  ♦  Get  Hercule  paiolt  done  ici  tel  qu'il  dut  *tre, 
lorsque^  purifi6  par  le  feu  des  foiblesses  do  I'huma- 
nite,  il  obtint  rimmortilit6,  et  prit  place  aupris 
ne»  dieux.  II  est  repr6sentd  sans  aucun  besoin 
de  nourriture  et  de  reparation  de  forces.  Les 
veines  y  sont  toates  invisibles;" — WtTiekelmantif 
Hatoire  dc  VArt  ches  les  Aneiena^  torn.  U.  f.  218. 


Note3»pagel06,ooL2. 

"Le  Torso  d'Hercule  parott  un  des  demieei 
ouvrages  parfaits  que  Tart  ait  produit  en  Grto, 
avant  la  perte  de  sa  Kbert6.  Car  aprds  que  la 
Grdce  fut  r6duifb  en  province  Romaine,  I'histoire 
ne  fait  mention  d'aucun  artiste  calibre  de  cette 
natbn,  jusqu*aux  temps  du  Triumvirat  Remain.*' 
Winckelmann,  ibid.  torn.  iL  p.  250. 

Note  4,  page  107,  col.  1. 

"  It  is  not,  in  the  same  manner,  in  the  agonized 
limbs,  or  in  the  convulsed  muscles  of  the  Laoooon, 
that  the  secret  grace  of  its  composition  resides;  it 
is  in  the  majestic  air  of  the  h«id,  which  has  not 
yielded  to  wuffering^  and  in  the  deep  serenity  of 
the  forehead,  which  seems  to  be  still  ntperior  to 
all  its  <{fflieiion9f  and  significant  of  a  mind  that  can 
not  be  subdued.' -  -AUisorCa  Essays^  vol.  ii,  p.  400. 

"  Laocoon  nous  offre  le  spectacle  de  la  natum 
humaine  dans  la  pltis  grande  douleor  dont  elle 
soit  susceptible,  sous  I'image  dliomine  qui  tAcha 
de  rassembler  contre  eOe  toute  la  force  de  Pespiit. 
Tandis  que  I'excds  de  la  ■oniTranoe  enfle  lea  moa- 
cles,  et  tire  violemment  let  nerfa^  le  ooorage  se 
montre  nor  le  front  gonfl6:  la  poitiine  s'6]eve  avee 
peine  p^r  la  n6oes8it4  de  la  respiratioD,  qui  est 
cgalemcnt  oontndnte  par  le  silenoe  que  la  font  de 
r&me  impose  k  la  douleur  qu'elle  voudroit  6toafirer. 
•**  Son  air  est  plaintif,  et  non  criard.  **•  * 
Winekelmatm,  ibid,  tom^  ti  p.  UlL 

Note  5f  page  107,  coL  3. 

Almotana.  The  name  giten  by  the  Aiabr  to 
the  Dead  Sea. 

Note  6,  page  107,  col.  2l 
The  TnmafigOTation,  thou^t  to  be  «o  perftot  a 
specimen  of  art,  that,  in  honour  of  Raphael,  it  was 
carried  before  hie  body  to  the  grave. 
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Le  Maure  ne  se  veDge  pes  parce  (j^ue  m  colore 
dure  encore^  mais  parce  que  la  vengeance  eeule 
pcut  ^carter  de  m  t6te  le  poids  d*in&mie  dont  il 
est  aocable.— II  ae  vengc,  parce  qu*asea  yeux  fl 
n'y  a  qu'une  ame  basse  qui  puisse  paidonner  lea 
affronts;  et  U  nourrit  sa  lancune,  parce  qao  1*11  la 
•entoit  8'£teindre,  U  croiioit  avjec  clle,  avoir  perdu 
nne  wrlu.  Sismondi. 


The  events  'with  irhich  the  following  tale  is  in- 
terwoven are  related  in  the  "Hirtoria  de  las  Guer- 
ras  Civilea  de  Granada."  They  occurred  in  the 
reign  of  Abo  Abdeli  or  Abdali,  the  last  Moorish 
king  of  that  city,  called  by  the  Spaniards  El  Rey 
Chico.  The  conqucet  of  Granada,  by  Ferdinand 
and  Isabella,  is  said,  by  some  historians,  to  have 
Dpen  greatly  fiicilitated  by  the  Abencerrages, 
whose  defection  was  the  result  of  the  repeated  in- 
juries they  had  received  from  the  king  at  the 
instigation  of  the  Zegria.  One  of  the  most  beau- 
tiful halls  of  the  Alhambra  is  pointed  out  as  the 
scene  where  so  many  of  the  former  celebrated 
tribe  were  massacred-,  and  it  still  retains  their 
name,  being  called  the  "  Sala  de  los  Abencerra- 
ges."  Many  of  the  most  inter^ting  old  Spanish 
ballads  relate  to  the  evenU  of  this  chivalrous  and 
romantic  period. 


THE  ABENCERRAGE. 

CANTO  I. 
LoNCLT  and  still  are  now  thy  marble  halls, 

Thou  fair  Alhambra  I  there  the  feast  is  o'er; 
And  with  the  murmur  of  thy  fountain-falls, 

Blend  the  wild  notes  of  minstrelsy  no  more. 

Unshed  are  the  voices,  that,  in  ycare  gone  by, 
Have  mourned,  exulted,  menaced,  through  thy 
towen; 

Within  thy  pillared  courts  the  grass  waves  high, 
And  an  uncultured  bloom  thy  &iry  bowers. 

Unheeded  there  the  flowering  myrtle  Mows, 
Through  tall  arcades  unmarked  the  sunbeam 
smiles, 

And  many  a  tint  of  softened  brilliance  throws 
Cer  fretted  walls,  and  shining  peri«tylesi 

And  well  might  Fancy  deem  thy  &bricB  lone, 
So  vast,  BO  silent,  and  so  wildly  fair, 
13 


Some  dharmed  abode  of  beings  all  unknown, 
Powerful  and  viewless,  chilchen  of  the  air. 

For  there  no  footstep  treads  th*  enchanted  ground, 
There  not  a  sound  the  deep  repose  pervades. 

Save  winds  and  founts  diHusing  freshness  round, 
Through  the  light  domes  and  graceful  colon* 
nodes. 

Far  other  tones  have  swelled  those  courts  along, 
In  days  romanoe  yet  fondly  loves  to  trace; 

The  dash  of  arms,  the  voice  of  choral  song, 
The  revels,  oombals,  of  a  vanished  race. 

And  yet  awhile,  at  Fancy's  potent  call. 
Shall  rise  that  race,  the  chivalrous,  the  bold ! 

Peopling  once  more  each  fair,  forsaken  hall, 
With  stately  forms,  the  knights  and  chiefs  of  old. 

— The  sun  declines — ^upon  Nevada's  height 
There  dwells  a  meUow  flush  of  rosy  light ; 
Each  soaring  pinnacle  of  mountain  snow 
Smiles  in  the  richness  of  that  parting  glow, 
And  Darro's  wave  reflects  each  passing  dye 
That  melts  and  mingles  in  th'  empurpled  sky. 
Fragrance,  exhaled  from  rose  and  citron  bower. 
Blends  with  the  dewy  freshness  of  the  hour : 
Hushed  an  the  winds,  and  Nature  seems  to  sleep 
In  light  and  stillness ;  wood,  and  tower,  and  steep^ 
Are  dyed  with  tints  of  glory,  only  given 
To  the  rich  evening  of  a  southern  heaven; 
Tints  of  the  sun,  whose  bright  farewell  is  fraught 
With  all  that  art  hath  dreamt,  but  never  caught. 
^^Ycs,  Nature  sleeps;  but  not  with  her  at  rest 
The  fiery  passions  of  the  human  breast. 
Hark!  from  th'  Albambra's  towers  what  stormy 

sound, 
Each  moment  deepenin^f,  wildly  swells  around ! 
Those  are  no  tumults  ef  a  festal  throng; 
Not  the  light  2ambra,(l)  nor  tho  choral  song : 
The  combat  rages— *t  is  the  shout  of  war, 
'Tis  the  loud  clash  of  shield  and  sdymetar. 
Within  the  hall  of  Lions,(2)  where  the  rays 
Of  eve,  yet  lingering,  on  the  fountain  blaze : 
There,  girt  and  guarded  by  his  Zegri  bands. 
And  stem  in  wrath,  tlie  Moorish  monarch  stands , 
There  the  strife  centres— swords  around  him  wave  • 
There  bleed  the  fallen,  there  contend  tho  brave. 
I  While  echoing  domes  return  the  battle-cry, 
I  <<  Revenge  and  freedom  1  let  the  tyrant  die  !*' 
I  And  onward  rushing,  and  prfvailing  still, 
I  Court,  hall,  ami  tower  the  fierce  avcngen  fill 
But  first  and  bravest  of  that  gallant  train. 
!  Where  foes  are  mightiest,  charging  ne*er  in  vaia  i 
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In  tiiB  red  hand  the  wlire  glancing  bright, 
HiM  dark  eye  flaahing  with  a  fiercer  light, 
Ardent,  untired,  aearce  consdoua  that  he  bleeds, 
Hb  Aben-Zurraha(3)  there  yoong  Hamet  ]ead«; 
While  swells  his  voice  that  wild  acclaim  on  high, 
'  Revenge  and  freedom !  let  the  tyrant  die  I** 

Yes,  trace  the  footsteps  of  the  warrior's  wrath, 
By  helm  and  corselet  shattered  in  his  padi ; 
And  by  the  thickest  harvest  of  the  slain, 
And  by  the  marble*s  deepest  crimson  stain : 
Search  through  the  serxied  fight,  where  budest 

cries 
Prom  triumph,  angubh,  or  despair  arise; 
And  brightest  where  the  shivering  falchions  glare. 
And  where  the  ground  is  reddest — ^he  is  there. 
Yes,  that  young  man,  amidst  the  Zegri  host, 
Hath  well  avenged  a  sire,  a  brother,  lost. 
They  perished — ^not  as  heroes  should  have  died, 
On  the  red  field  in  victory's  hour  of  pride, 
In  all  the  glow  and  sunshine  of  their  fame, 
And  proudly  smiling  as  the  death-pang  came : 
Oh  I  had  they  thus  expired,  a  warrior's  tear 
Had  flowed,  almost  in  triumph,  o'er  their  bier. 
For  thus  alone  the  brave  should  weep  for  those, 
Who  brightly  pass  in  glory  to  repose. 
—Not  such  their  fate-^  tyrant's  stem  command 
Doomed  them  to  fall  by  some  ignoble  hand, 
As,  with  the  flower  of  all  their  high-bom  race, 
Summoned  Abdailah's  royal  feast  to  grace, 
FeariesB  in  heart,  no  dream  of  danger  nigh, 
They  sought  the  banquet's  gilded  halt — to  die. 
Betrayed,  unarmed,  they  fell— the  fountain  wave 
Flowed  crimson  with  the  life-blood  of  the  brave, 
Till  far  the  fearful  tidings  of  their  fiite 
Through  the  wide  city  rung  from  gate  to  gate, 
And  of  that  lineage  each  surviving  son 
Rushed  to  the  scene  where  vengeance  might  bo 
won. 

For  this  young  Hamet  mingles  in  the  strife. 
Leader  of  battle,  prodigal  of  life, 
Urging  his  Mowers,  till  their  foes,  beset, 
Stand  faint  and  breathless,  but  undaunted  yet 
Brave  Aben-Zurrahs,  on !  one  effort  more. 
Yours  is  the  triumph,  and  the  conflict  o'er. 

But  lo !  descending  o'er  the  darkened  hall, 
The  twilight  shadows  fast  and  deeply  fall, 
Nor  yet  the  strife  hath  ceased — though  scarce  they 

know, 
Through  that  thick  gloom,  the  brother  flrom  the  foe; 
Till  the  moon  rises  with  her  cloudless  ray. 
The  peaceful  moon,  and  gives  them  light  to  slay. 

Where  lurks  Abdallah? — 'midst  his  yielding  train 
They  seek  the  guilty  monarch,  but  in  vain ; 
Fie  lies  not  numbered  with  the  valiant  dead, 
llu  champions  round' him  have  not  vainly  bled ; 
But  when  the  twilight  spread  her  shadowy  veil. 
And  his  last  warriors  found  each  eflbrt  fail, 
In  wild  dcaspair  he  fled — a  trusted  few, 
Kindrec!  id  criniA '  are  still  in  danger  true ; 


And  o'er  the  scene  of  many  a  martial  deed, 
The  yega's(4)  green  expanse,  his  flying  footsteps 

lead. 
He  pas*d  th'  AHiani|>ra's  calm  and  lovely  bowers. 
Where  slept  the  glistening  leaves  and  folded  flowers 
In  dew  and  stariight-^there,  fiom  grot  and  cave 
Gushed  in  wild  music  many  a  sparkling  wave ; 
There,  on  each  breeze,  the  breath  of  firagranee  rose, 
And  all  was  freshness,  beauty,  and  repose. 

But  thou,  dark  monarch ;  in  thy  bosom  reign 
Storms  that,  once  roused,  shall  never  sleep  again. 
Oh !  vainly  bright  is  Nature  in  the  ooune 
Of  hira  who  flies  from  terror  or  remorse  t 
A  spell  is  round  him  which  obscures  her  bloom, 
And  dims  her  skies  with  shadows  of  the  tomb; 
There  smiles  no  Paradise  on  earth  so  fiur, 
But  guilt  will  raise  avenging  phantoms  there. 
Abdallah  heeds  not  though  the  light  gale  roves 
Fraught  with  rich  odour,  stolen  firom  orange-groves, 
Hears  not  the  sound  from  wood  and  brook  that  rise, 
Wild  notes  of  Nature's  vesper  nielodies ; 
Marks  not,  how  lovely,  on  the  mountain's  head, 
Moonlight  and  snow  their  mingling  lustre  spread; 
But  urges  onward,  till  his  weary  band, 
Worn  with  their  toil,  a  moment's  pause  demand. 
He  stops,  and  turning,  on  Granada's  fanes 
In  silence  gazing,  fixed  awhile  remains ; 
In  stem,  deep  silence — o'er  his  feverish  brow, 
And  burning  cheek,  pure  breezes  freshly  blow, 
But  wafl,  in  fitful  murmurs,  from  afar. 
Sounds,  indbtinclTy  fearful, — as  of  war. 
What  meteor  bursts,  with  sudden  blaze,  on  h^h. 
O'er  the  blue  clearness  of  the  starry  sky? 
Awfbl  it  rises  like  some  Gcnienform, 
Seen  'midst  the  redness  of  the  desert  storm,(5) 
Magnificently  dread — above,  below, 
Spreads  the  wild  splendour  of  its  deepening  glow 
Lo !  from  th'  Alhambra's  towers  the  vivid  glare 
Streams  through  the  still  transparence  of  the  air, 
Avenging  crowds  have  lit  the  mighty  pyre. 
Which  feeds  that  waving  pyramid  of  fire ; 
And  dome  and  minaret,  river,  wood,  and  height, 
From  dim  perspective  start  to  ruddy  light. 

Oh  Heaven !  the  angubh  of  Abdailah's  »^ul, 
The  rage,  though  fruitless,  yet  beyond  controul! 
Yet  must  he  cease  to  gaze,  and  raving  fly 
For  life — such  life  as  makes  it  bliss  to  die  I 
On  yon  green  height,  the  mosque,  but  half  revealed 
Through  cypress-groves,  a  safe  retreat  may  yiekL 
Thither  hifi  steps  ate  bent-^yet  oft  he  turns, 
Watching  that  fearful  beacon  as  it  bums. 
But  paler  grow  the  sinking  flame*  at  last, 
Flickering  thsy  fade,  their  crimson  tight  is  past. 
And  spiry  vapours,  rising  o'er  the  scene, 
Mark  where  the  terrors  it  their  wrath  have  beielL 
And  now  hb  feet  have  reached  that  lonely  pib^ 
Where  grief  and  terror  may  repose  awhile ; 
Embowered  it  stands,  'midst  wood  and  difiTon  high^ 
Through  the  gray  rocks  a  torrent  spaiUing  nigh ; 
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He  hails  the  soeno  where  e^ery  care  should  ceaee, 
And  all-^xeept  the  heart  he  brings — i«  peace. 

There  is  deep  atiUoeea  in  those  faalU  of  ttstet 
Where  the  load  cries  of  eonfliot  rang  so  late ; 
Stillneu  like  that»  when  fierce  the  Kaiiudn*B  blast 
Hath  o*er  the  dwellings  of  the  desert  passedi(6) 
Fearful  the  calm — nor  voice,  nor  step,  nor  breath, 
Disturbs  that  scepe  of  beauty  and  of  death: 
Thoee  vaulted  roofii  re-echo  not  a  sounds 
Save  the  vrild  gutlh  of  waters — murmuriilg  round, 
In  ceaseless  melodies  of  plaintive  tone, 
Through  chambers  peopled  by  the  dead  aboe. 
0*er  the  mosaic  floors,  with  carnage  red, 
Breastplate  and  shield,  and  cloven  helm  are  spread 
In  mingled  fragments — ^glittering  to  the  Ught 
Of  yon  still  moon,  whos^rays,  yet  softly  bright, 
Their  streaming  lustre  tremulously  shed, 
And  smile,  in  placid  beauty,  o*er  the  dead: 
O'er  teatures,  where  the  fiery  spirits  trace, 
E'en  deatb  itself  iM  powerless  to  efface, 
O'er  those  who,  flushed  with  ardent  youth,  awoke, 
When  glowing  morn  in  bloom  and  radiance  broke, 
Nor  dreamt  how  near  the  dark  and  fnnen  sleep, 
Which  hears  not  Glory  call,  nor  Anguish  weep, 
In  the  low  silent  house,  the  narrow  spot, 
Home  of  forgetfulness — and  soon  forgot. 

But  slowly  fade  the  stars — the  night  is  o'er— 
Morn  beams  on  those  who  hail  her  light  no  more; 
Slumberers,  who  ne'er  shall  wake  on  earth  again, 
Mouroers,  who  called   tho  bved,  the   lost,  in 

vain. 
Yet  smiles  the  day— oh !  not  for  mortal  tear 
Doth  Nature  deviate  from  her  calm  career, 
Nor  is  the  earth  less  laughing  or  le^  fair. 
Though  breaking  hearts  her  gladness  may  not 

•hare. 
O'er  the  cold  urn  the  beam  of  summer  glows^ 
O'er  fields  of  Uood  the  zephyr  freshly  blows ; 
Bright  shines  the  sun,  though  all  be  dark  below, 
And  skiea  arch  cloudless  o'er  a  world  of  wo. 
And  fiowttt  renewed  in  spring's  green  pathway 

Uoom, 
Alike  to  ^race  the  banquet  and  the  tomb.' 

Within  Granada's  walls  the  funeral  rite 
Attends  that  day  of  feveliness  and  light; 
And  many  a  chiB(  with  dirges  and  with  tears, 
Is  gathered  to  the  brave  of  other  years: 
And  Hamet,  as  beneath  the  cypie8»4hade 
His  martyred  brother  and  his  sire  are  laid, 
FeeU  every  deep  resolve,  and  burning  thought 
Of  ampler  vengeance^  e*en  to  passion  wrought; 
Yet  ifl  the  hour  afar— and  he  must  brood 
O'er  those  dark  dreams  awhile  in  solitude. 
Tnmult  and  rage  ars  hushed — another  day 
In  still  solemiiky  hath  passed  away, 
In  that  deep  slnmber  of  exhausted  wnth, 
The  calm  that  follows  in  tho  tempest's  path. 

And  now  Abdallah  leaves  yon  peaoefai.fane^ 
His  raTttitiid  city  tiavening  again. 


No  sound  of  gladness  his  approach  precedeS| 
No  splendid  pageant  the  piocewion  leads ; 
Where'er  he  moves  the  silent  streets  along, 
Broods  a  stern  quiet  q'er  the  sullen  throng; 
No  voice  is  heard—but  in  each  altered  eye. 
Once  brightly  beaming  when  his  steps  were  nigb^ 
And  in  each  look  of  those  whose  love  hath  fled 
From  all  on  earth  to  slumber  with  the  dead, 
Those,  by  his  guilt  made  desolate,  and  thrown 
On  the  bleak  wilderness  of  lifo  alone. 
In  youth's  quick  glance  of  scarce  dissembled  ra^ 
And  the  pale  mien  of  cafanly-mournful  age. 
May  well  be  read  a  dark  and  fearful  tale 
Of  thought  that  ill  th'  indignant  heart  can  veil, 
And  passion,  like  the  hushed  volcano's  power, 
That  waits  in  stillness  its  appointed  hour. 

No  more  the  clarion,  from  Granada's  walls 
Heard  o'er  the  Vega,  to  the  tourney  calk; 
No  more  her  graceful  daughters,  throned  on  high, 
Bend  o'er  the  lists  the  darkly  radiant  eye; 
Silence  and  gloom  her  palaces  o'empread. 
And  song  is  hushed,  and  pageantry  is  fled. 
— Weep,  fated  city  1  o'er  thy  heroes  weep^ 
Low  in  the  dust  the  sons  of  glory  sleep; 
Furled  are  their  banners  in  the  lonely  hall, 
Theur  trophicd  shields  hang  mouldering  on  th* 

wall. 
Wildly  their  chargers  range  the  pastures  o'er, 
Their  voice  in  battle  shall  be  he^^  no  more ; 
And  they,  who  still  thy  tyrant's  wrath  survive^ 
Whom  he  hath  wronged  too  deeply  to  forgive^ 
That  race,  of  lineage  high,,  of  worth  approved. 
The  chivalrous,  the  princely,  the  beloved; 
Thine  Aben-Zurrahs— they  no  more  shall  wield 
In  thy  proud  cause  the  conquering  lance  and 

shield: 
Condemned  to  bid  the  cherished  scenes  farewell 
Where  the  loved  ashes  of  their  fathers  dwell, 
And  far  o'er  foreign  plains,  as  exiled,  roam. 
Their  land  the  desert,  and  the  grave  their  home. 
Yet  there  is  one  shall  ^  that  moe  depart, 
In  deep,  though  silent,  agony  of  heart ; 
One  whose  dark  fate  must  be  to  mourn  alone, 
Unseen  her  sorrows,  and  their  cause,  unknown, 
And  veil  her  heart,  and  teach  her  cheek  to  wear 
That  smile,  in  which  the  spirit  hath  no  share; 
Like  the  bright  beams  that  shed  tlieir  firuitless 

g^ 
O'er  the  cold  solitude  of  Alpine  snow. 

Soft,  fresh,  and  silent,  is  the  midnight  hour, 
And  the  young  Zayda  seeks  her  lonely  bower; 
That  Zegri  maid,  within  whose  gentle  mind 
One  name  is  deeply,  secretly  enshrined. 
That  name  in  vain  stern  Reason  would  efiace, 
Hamet  I  'tis  thine,  thou  foe  to  all  her  race- 

And  yet  not  hen  in  bitterness  to  prove 
The  sleepless  panga  of  unrequited  love ; 
Pangs,  which  the  rose  of  wasted  youth  oonsuins 
And  make  the  heart  of  all  delight  the  tomU 
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Check  the  free  spirit  in  its  eagle-flight, 
And  the  spring-morn  of  early  genius  blight; 
Not  such  her  grief— though  now  ah«  wakes  to 

weep, 
While  tearless  eyes  enjoj  the  honey-dews  of 

de.p.(7) 
A  step  treads  lightly  through  the  citron-shade, 
Lightly  but  by  the  rustling  leaves  betrayed — 
Doth  her  young  hero  seek  that  well  known  spot, 
Scene  of  past  hours  that  ne'er  may  be  forgot  1 
'Tb  he — but  changed  that  eye  whose  glance  oC 

fire 
Could,  like  a  sunbeam,  hope  and  joy  inspire, 
A^  luminous  with  youth,  with  ardour  fraught, 
It  spoke  of  glory  to  the  inmost  thought; 
Thence  the  bright  spirit's  eloquence  hath  fled, 
And  in  its  wild  expression  may  be  read 
Stern  thoughts  and  fierce  resolves — now  veiled  in 

shade, 
And  now  in  characters  of  fire  portrayed. 
Changed  e'n  his  voice — ^as  thus  its  mournful  tone 
Wakes  in  her  heart  each  feeling  of  his  own. 
"  Zayda,  my  doom  is  fixed — another  day, 
And  the  wronged  exile  shall  be  far  away ; 
Far  from  the  scenes  where  still  his  heart  must  be, 
His  home  of  youth,  and,  more  tlian  all — from 

thee. 
Oh !  V  hat  a  cloud  hath  gathered  o'er  my  lot, 
Sincft  last  we  met  on  this  fair  tranquil  spot  I 
Lovely  as  then,  the  soft  and  silent  houv^ 
And  not  a  Axe  hath  laded  from  thy  bower; 
But  I — my  hopes  the  tempest  hath  o'erthrown, 
And  changed  my  heart,  to  all  but  thee  alone. 
Fsrewell,  high  thoughts!  inspiring  hopes  of  praise, 
Heroic  visions  of  my  early  days  I 
(n  me  the  giories  of  my  race  must  end, 
The  exile  hath  no  country  to  defend !  ' 

E'ek  in  life's  mom,  my  dreams  of  pride  are  o'er, 
Vouth's  buoyant  spirit  wakes  for  me  no  moi«, 
And  one  wild  feeling  in  mv  altered  breast 
Broods  darkly  o'er  the  ruins  of  *iie  vest 
Vet  fear  not  thou — ^to  thee,  in  good  or  ill, 
*rhe  heart,  bo  sternly  tried,  is  faithful  still! 
But  when  my  steps  are  distant,  find  my  name 
Thou  bear'st  no  longer  in  the  song  of  fame, 
When  Time  steals  on,  in  silence  to  efface 
Of  early  love  each  pure  and  sacred  trace, 
Causing  our  sorrows  and  our  hopes  ta  seem  ' 
But  Bs  the  moonlight  pictures  of  a  dream, 
Still  shall  thy  soul  be  with  me,  in  the  truth 
And  all  the  fervor  of  affection's  youth  'i 
--U  such  Hif  love,  one  beam  of  heaven  shall  play 
In  loneiy  oeauty,  o'er  thy  wanderer's  way." 

"  Ask  not,  if  such  my  love !  oh !  trust  the  mind 
To  grief  so  long,  so  silently  resigned ! 
Let  the  light  spirit,  neVr  by  sorrow  taught 
The  puro  and  lofty  constancy  of  thought, 
hs  fleeting  trials  eager  to  forget, 
Rwe  with  etustac  power  o'er  each  regret  > 


Fostered  in  tears,  our  young  affection  giew, 
And  I  have  learned  to  suffer  and  be  true. 
Deem  not  my  love  a  frail  ephemeral  flower, 
Nursed  iy  soft  sunhioe  and  the  balmy  sbower* 
Nol  'tis  the  child  of  tempesto,  and  defies, 
And  meets  unchanged,  the  anger  of  the  skies  I 
Too  well  I  feel,  with  grief's  prophetio  heart, 
That  ne'er  to  meet  in  happier  days,  we  part« 
We  part  1  and  e'en  this  agonizing  hour, 
When  Love  first  feels  his  own  o'erwhelming 

power, 
Shall  soon  to  Memory's  fixed  and  tearful  eye 
Seem  almost  happiness — ^ibr  thou  wert  nigh  I 
Yes!  when  this  heart  in  solitude  shall  bleod, 
As  days  to  days  all  wearily  succeed. 
When  doomed  .to  weep  in  bneUness,  'twill  he 
Almost  liko  rapture  to  have  wept  with  thee. 

"  But  thou,  my  Hamet,  thou  canst  yet  bestoir 
All  that  of  Joy  ray  blighted  lot  can  know, 
Oh !  be  thou  still  the  high-souled  and  the  brave, 
To  whom  my  first  and  fpndest  vows  I  gave, 
In  thy  proud  fame's  untarnished  beauty  still 
The  lofty  visions  of  my  youth  fulfil, 
So  shall  it  sooth  me  'rnidst  my  heart's  despair, 
To  hold  undimmed  one  glorious  image  there !" 

"'Zayda,  my  best-beloved !  my  words  too  well, 
Too  soon,  thy  bright  illusions  roost  dispel ; 
Yet  must  my  soul  to  thee  unveiled  be  shown, 
And  all  its  dreams  and  all  its  passioniB  known. 
Thou  shalt  not  be  deceiyed-^br  puro  as  heavea 
Is  thy  young  love,  in  faith  and  fervour  given. 
I  said  my  heart  was  changed — and  would  thy 

thought 
Explore  the  ruin  by  thy  kindred  wrought, 
In  fancy  trace  the  land  whoee  towers  and  fanes. 
Crushed  by  tlie  earthquake^  strew  its  ravaged 

plains. 
And  such  that  heart — ^where  desolation's  hand 
Hath  blighted  all  that  once  was  fiiir  or  grand ! 
But  Vengeance,  fixed  upon  her  burning  throne, 
Sits  'midst  the  wreck  in  silence  and  alone, 
And  I,  in  stern  devotion  al  her  shrine, 
Elach  softer  filling,  but  my  love,  resign. 
— Yes !  they  whose  spirits  all  my  thoughts  oontroul. 
Who  held  dread  conirerse  with  my  thrilling  soul ; 
They,  the  betrayed,  the  sacrificed,  the  brave, 
Who  fill  a  blood-stained  and  untimely  gravs^ 
Mpst  be  avenged  I  and  pity  and  remom. 
In  that  stem  cause,  are  banished  from  my  ooaxsa 
Zayda,  thoii  tremblest — and  thy  gentle  breast 
Shrinks  from  the  pasdons  that  destroy  my  rest; 
Yet  shall  thy  form,  in  many  a  stormy  hour. 
Pass  brightly  o'er  my  soul  with  softening  power, 
And,  oft  recalled,  thy  voice  beguile  my  lot, 
Like  some  sweet  lay,  once  heard,  and  niB'er  forgot 
V  But  the  night  wanes — the  hours  tin  swiftly  fly 

!  The  bitter  moment  of  farewell  draws  nigh, 
Yet,  loved  one !  weep  not  thus — in  joy  or  pain, 

'  Oh  I  trust  tliy  Hamet,  we  shall  meet  again  I 
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Yea^  we  shall  meet  I  and  bapl  j-  smile  at  last 
Oo  all  Ihe  doncls  and  conflicts  of  the  past. 
On  that  fair  vision  teach  thy  thoughts  to  dwell, 
Nor  deem  these  mingliiig  tears  our  last  farawellC 
Is  the  voice  hushed,  whose  loved,  expressive  tone, 
Thrilled  to  her  heart,  and  doth  she  weep  alonel 
Alone  she  weep»<-that  hour  of  parting  o*er— ^ 
When  shall  the  pang  it  leaves  be  felt  no  mors? 
Tho  gale  breathes  light,  and  fans  her  bosom  fair, 
Showering  the  dewy  roso-le%ves  o'er  her  hair; 
But  ne*er  for  her  shall  dwoU  reviving  power, 
In  balmj  dew,  soft  breeze,  or  fragrant  flower, 
To  wake  onee  more  that  caUn,  serene  delijght. 
The  soul's  young  bloom,  which  passion's  breath 

could  blight; 
The  smiling  stillnew  of  life's  morning  hour,  ' 
Ere  yet  tlie  day-star  bums  in  all  his  power. 
Meanwhile  through  groves  of  deep  luxuriant  diade, 
In  the  rich  foliage  <^  the  south  arrayed,    • 
Hamet,  era  dawns  the  earliest  blush  of  day, 
Bends  to  the  vale  of  tombs  his  pensive  way. 
Fair  is  that  scene  whers  palm  knd  cypress  wave 
On  high  o'er  many  an  Aben-Zurrah's  grave, 
Lonely  and  fair—its  fresh  and  glittering  leaves, 
With  the  young  myrtle  there  the  laurel  weaves. 
To  canopy  the  dead — >nor  wanting  there 
Flowen  to  the  turf,  nor  fragrance  to  the  air, 
Nor  wood-bird's  note,  nor  fidl  of  plaintive  stream, 
Wild  music,  soothing  to  the  mourner's  dream. 
There  sleep  the  chiefr  of  old — their  combats  o'er, 
The  voice  of  gloiy  thrills  their  hearts  too  more  1 
Unheard  by  them  th'  awakening  clarion  blows; 
The  fljpns  of  war  at  length  in  peace  repose. 
No  martial  note  is  in  the  gale  that  sighs. 
Where  proud  their  tiophied  sepulchres  arise, 
'Mid  founts,  and  shades,  and  flowers  of  brightest 

bloom, 
As,  in  his  native  vale,  solne  shepheird's  tomb. 
There,  where  the  trees  their  thickest  foliage 

spread 
Dark  o'er  that  silent  valley  of  the  dead, 
Where  two  fair  pillars  rise,  embowered  and  lone, 
Not  yet  with  ivy  clad,  with  moss  o'ergrown, 
Young  Hamet  kneels— while  thus  his  vows  are 

poured. 
The  fearful  vows  that  consecrate  his  sword. 
— "  Spirit  of  htm,  who  first  within  my  mind 
Each  loilier  aim,  each  nobler  thought  enshrined. 
And  taught  my  steps  the  line  of  light  to  trace, 
Left  by  the  gtorious  fathers  of  my  race, 
Hear  thou  my  voice— fi^  thine  is  with  me  still, 
In  every  dream  its  tones  my  bosom  thrill. 
In  the  deep  calm  of  midni^t  they  are  near, 
'Midst  busy  throngs  they  vibrate  on  my  ear, 
StiU  murmuring  *  vengeance  1' — nor  in  vain  the 

eaU, 
Few,  few  sball  triumph  in  a  hero's  IhO  1 
Cold  as  thine  own  to  glory  and  to  fame, 
Within  my  heart  there  lives  one  only  aim,  ' 


There,  till  th'  oppressor  for  thy  fate  atone, 
Concentring  every  thought,  it  rmgns  alone. 
I  will  not  weep— revenge,  not  grief,  must  be, 
And  blood,  not. tears,  an  offering  meet  for  thee: 
But  the  dark  hour  of  stem  delight  will  come. 
And  thou  shalt  triumph,  warrior !  in  thy  tomb. 

"  Thou,  too,  my  brother!  thou  art  passed awrtv, 
Without  thy  fame,  in  life's  fair  dawning  day. 
Son  of  the  brave !  of  thee  no  trace  will  shine" 
In  tbe  proud  annals  of  thy  bfty  line, 
Nor  shall  thy  deeds  be  breathless  in  tho  lays 
That  hold  communion  with  the  after-days. 
Yet  by  the  wreaths  thou  might'st  have  nobly  won, 
Hadst  thou  bat  lived  till  rose  thy  noontide  sun. 
By  glo^y  lost,  I  swear,  by  hope  betrayed, 
Thy  fete  shall  amply,  deariy,  be  rep^ ; 
War  with  thy  foes  I  deem  «  holy  strife, 
And  to  avenge  thy  death,  devote  my  life. 

"  Hear  ye  my  vows,  oh  spirits  of  the  slain  I 
Hear  and  be  with  me  on  the  battle  plain ! 
At  noon,  at  midnight  still  around  me  bide, 
Rise  on  my  dreams,  and  tell  me  how  ye  died  t"< 


CANTO  II. 


—Oh !  ben  prorvide  11  Oielo^ 
Cb*  Qom  per  dellui  mai  Ueio  noo  sla. 


AlJUrt 


Fair  Und !  of  cluvalry  the  old  domain. 
Land  of  the  vine  and  olive,  lovely  Spain ! 
Though  not  for  thee  with  classic  scores  to  vie 
In  ohajrms  that  fix  th'  enthusiast's  pensive  eye. 
Yet  hast  thou  scenes  of  beauty,  richly  fraught 
With  all  that  wakes  the  gbw  of  lofty  thought; 
Fountains,  and  vales,  and  rocks,  whose  ancient 

nanSB 
High  deeds  have  raised  to  mingle  with  thei^feme. 
Those  scenes  are  peaceful  now:  the  citron  blows^ 
^Vlkl  spreads  the  myrtle,  where  the  brave  repose. 
No  sound  of  battle  swells  on  Douro's  shore, 
And  banners  wave  on  Ebro's  banks  no  more. 
But  who,  unmoved,  uoa^^ed,  shall  coldly  tread 
Thy  fields  that  sepulchre  the  mighty  dead? 
Bl^t  be  that  soil  I  where  England's  heroes  share 
The  grave  of  chiefs,  for  ages  slumbering  there ; 
Whose  names  are  gk>rious  in  romantic  lays. 
The  wild,  sweet  chronicles  of  elder  days, 
By  goatheni  lone,  and  rude  serrano  sung,    . 
The  cypress  dells,  and  vine-clad  rocks  among. 
How  oft  those  rocks  have  echo^  to  the  tale 
Of  knights  who  fell  in  Ronoesvalles'  vale; 
Of  him,  renowned  in  old  heroio  lore. 
First  of  the  brave,  the  gallant  Campeador; 
Of  those,  the  femed  in  song,  who  proudly  died 
When  ^  Rio  Verde"  rolled  a  crimson  tide ; 
Or  that  high  name,  by  Gait^aso's  migfat. 
On  the  green  Vega  won  in  wigle  fight  CS)    ^ 
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Round  fair  Giunaila,  deepening  from  afar, 
O'er  that  green  Vega  rose  the  din  of  war. 
At  mom  or  eve  no  more  the  eonbeaoM  ahone 
0*er  a  calm  scene  in  pastoral  beauty  lone; 
On  helm  and  corslet  tremuloos  they  glanced, 
On  shield  and  spear  in  quiteiing  lostrs  danced, 
Far  OS  the  sight  by  clear  Xcnil  ooukl  rove, 
Tents  TOSS  around,  and  banners  glanced  above. 
Ant)  steeds  in  goreous  trappings,-  armour  bright 
With  gold,  leflecting  evefy  tint  of  light, 
And  many  a  floating  plume,  and  blazoned  shMd, 
DifTuaed  romantic  splendour  o'er  the  field. 

There  swell  those  sounds  that  bid  the  lifb-blood 
start 
Swift  to  the  mantling  cheek,  and  beating  heart. 
The  dang  of  echoing  steel,  the  charger's  neigh, 
The  ineasored  tread  of  hosts  in  war's  array; 
And  oh !  that  muse,  whose  exulting  breath 
Speaks  but  of  glory  on  the  road  to  death ; 
In  whose  wild  voice  there  dwells  inspiring  power 
To  wake  the  stormy  joy  of  danger's  hour, 
To  nerve  the  arm,  the  spirit  to  sustain, 
Rouse  from  despondence,  and  support  in  pain; 
And,  'midst  the  deepening  tumults  of  the  strife, 
Teach  every  pulse  to  thrill  with  more  than  life. 

High  o'er  the  camp,  in  many  a  broidered  fold, 
Floats  to  the  wind  a  standard  rich  with  gold : 
There,  imaged  on  the  cross,  hUform  appears, 
Who  drank  for  man  the  bitter  cup  of  tears  1(9) 
HU  form,  whose  word  recalled  the  spirit,  fled. 
Now  home  by  hosts  to  guide  them  o'er  the  dead ! 
O'er  yon  fair  walls  to  plant  the  cross  on  high, 
Spain  hath  sent  forth  her  flower  of  chivalry. 
Fired  with  that  ardor,  which,  in  days  of  yore, 
To  Syrian  plains  the  bold  crusaders  bore ; 
£Iate  with  lofty  hope,  with  martial  zeal, 
They  corner  the  gallant  children  of  Castile; 
The  proud,  the  calmly  dignified: — and  there 
b^bro'i  dark  sons  with  haughty  mien  repair. 
And  those  who  guide  the  fiery  steed  of  war 
From  yon  rich  province  of  the  western  star .(10) 

But  thou,  oonsp&ouous    'midst   the  glittering 
scene. 
Stern  grandeur  sta^iped  upon  thy  princely  mien; 
Known  by  the  foreign  garb,  the  silvery  vest. 
The  snow-white  charger,  and  the  azure  crost,(ll) 
Young  Aben-Zurrah !  'midst  that  host  of  foes,      | 
Why  shines  %  helm,  thy  Moorish  lancet   Dis- 
close! 
Why.  rise  the  tents  where  dlreU  thy  kindred  tndn, 
Oh  son  of  Afrie,  midst  the  amis  of  Spfldn  1 
Hast  thou  with  these  thy  nation's  fall  conspired, 
Apostate  chief  I  by  hope  of  vengeanto  fired  1 
How  art  thou  changed!  Still  fint  in  every  fight, 
H.imet  thA  Moor!  Castile's  devoted  knight! 
Tliere  dweOi  a  fiery  Instre  in  thine  eye. 
But  not  the  light  that  shone  in  days  gotM  by; 
There  is  wdd  aidout  in  thy  look  and  ton6. 
Rut  iMt  tbip  soul'*  ex|>rei8ion  -onee  thine  own. 


Nor  aught  like  peaee  within.    Yet  who  shall  say 
What  secret  thoughts  thine  inmost  heart  may 

sway? 
No  eye  bat  Heaven's  may  pieroe  that  curtained 

breast, 
Whose  joys  and  griefii  alike  are  unexpresL 

There  hath  been  combat  on  the  tented  plain ; 
Tlie  Vega's  turf  b  red  with  many  a  stain. 
And  rent  and  trampled,  banner,  crest,  and  shield, 
Tell  of  a  fierce  and  ^ell-contested  fiekl ; 
But  all  is  peaceful  now— the  west  is  bright 
With  the  rich  splendor  of  departing  light ; 
Mulhaoen's  peak,  half  lost  amidst  the  sky, 
Gbws  like  a  purple  evening-cloud  on  high. 
And  tints,  that  mock  the  pencU's  art,  o'enpread 
Th'  eternal  snow  that  crowns  Veleta's  head,(12) 
While  the  warm  sunset  o'er  the  landscape  thiowi 
A  solemn  beauty,  and  a  deep  repose. 
Closed  are  the  toils  and-tunralls  of  (he  day, 
And  Hatnet  wanders  fiom  the  camp  away, 
In  silent  musings  rapt  >~tbB  slaughtered  hrvm 
lie  thickly  strewn  by  Darro's  rippling  wvn. 
Soft  fidl  the  dews— but  other  drops  have  dyed 
The  scented  shrubs  that  innge  the  river  side, 
Beneath  whose  shade,  as  ebbing  life  retired. 
The  wounded  sought  a  shelter-*-and  expired.(13) 
Lonely,  and  kist  in  thoughts  of  other  days, 
By  the  bright  windings  of  the  stream  he  strays, 
Till,  mora  remote  from  battle's  ravaged  scene, 
All  is  repose,  and  solitude  serene. 
There,  'n^th  an  dive's  ancient  shade  reclined, 
Whose  rustling  foliage  wa^es  \a  evening's  wind, 
The  haraesed  warrior,  yielding  to  the  power, 
The  mild,  sweet  influence  of  the  tranquil  hoUr, 
Feels,  by  degrees,  a  long-forgotten  calm 
Shed  e'er  his  troubled  soul  unwonted  fai^m ; 
^is  wrongs,  his  woes,  his  dark  and  dufcions  lot. 
The  past,  the  future,  are  awhile  forgot; 
And  Hope,  scaree  owned,  yet  stealing  o'er  his 

breast, 

Half  dares  to  whisper,  "  Thou  shalt  yrt  be  blest!" 
Such  hii  vague  musings — but  a  plaintive  sound 
Breaks  on  the  deep  and  solemn  stillttess  round ; 
A  low  half-strifled  moan,  that  seems  to  rise 
From  life  and  death's  contending  agonies. 
He  turns:    Who  shares  with  him  that  lonely 

shadel     '  ' 

—A  youthful  warrior  on  fans  death-bed  laid. 
All  rent  and  stained  his  broidered  Moorish  vest, 
The  corselet  shattered  on  his  bleeding  breast ! 
In  his  odd  hand  the  broken  falchion  strafaied. 
With  life's  last  ibice  convulsively  retained ; 
His  plumage  soiled  with  dust,  with  erimaon  dyeo^ 
And  the  red  lance,  in  firagmenta,  by  his  sMe; 
He  lies  fbrsaken^piUowed  on  his  shield. 
His  helmet  raised,  his  lineaments  revealed. 
Pale  is  that  quii^ng  lip,  and  vanished  now 
The  light  ontia  throned  on  that  oommuutin^ 

brow; 
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And  o'er  that  fiufinflr  eye,  still  ufyward  cast, 
The  shades  of  ^eath  are  gathering  dark  and  fart. 
Yet,  ta  yon  rising  moon  her  light  serene 
Sbeds  the  pale  olive's  wating  boughs  between. 
Too  well  can  Hamet's  conscious  heart  retrace, 
Though  changed  thus  fearfliUy,  that  pallid  fiioe, 
Whose  every  feature  to  his  soul  conveys 
Some  bitter  thought  of  long-departed  days. 

"  Oht  is  it  thus,"  he  cries,  "  we  meet  at  last  t 
Friend  of  my  soul,  in  years  for  ever  past ! 
Hath  fate  but  led  me  hither  to  behold 
The  last  dread  struggle,  ere  that  heart  is  cold, 
Receive  thy  latest  agonizing  br«ath,  - 
And,  with  vain  pity,  soothe  the  pangs  of  death? 
Yet  let  me  bear  thee  hence — while  life  ivmahiii, 
E'en  though  thus  feebly  circling  through  thy  veins, 
Some  healing  balm  thy  sense  may  still  revive, 
Hope  is  not  lost, — and  Oamyh  yet  may  live! 
And  blest  were  he,  whose  timely  care  should  save 
A  heart  so  noble,  e'en  from  glory's  grave." 

Roused  by  those  accents,  from  his  lowly  bed, 
The  dying  warrior  faintly  lifts  his  head; 
O'er  Hamet's  mien,  with  vague,  uncertain  gaze, 
His  doubtful  glance  awhile  bewildered  strays; 
Till,  by  degrees,  a  smile  of  pToud  disdain 
UghtR  up  those  features  late  convulsed  with  pain; 
A  quivering  radiatice  flashes  from  his  eye, 
That  seems  too  pure,  too  fuH  of  soul,  to  di»; 
And  the  mind's  grandeur  in  its  parting  hour 
Looks  from  that  brow  with  more  than  wonted  pow- 
er. 

"  Away!"  lie  cries.  In  accents  of  command, 
And  proudly  waves  his  cold  and  trembling  hand, 
"  Apostate,  hence!  my  soul  shall  soon  be  free, 
E'en  now  it  soars,  disdaining  aid  from  thee: 
'Tis  not  for  thee  to  close  the  fading  eyes 
Of  him  who  faithful  to  his  country  dies; 
Not  for  thy  hand  to  raise  the  drooping  head 
Of  him  who  sinks  to  rest  on  glory's  bed. ' 
Soon  shall  these  pangs  be  closed,  this  conflict  o'er; 
And  worlds  be  mine  where  thou  canst  never  soar 
Be  thine  existence  with  a  blighted  name. 
Mine  the  bright  death  which  seak  a  warrior's 
none! 

The  glow  hath  vamshed  fVom  hit  cheek — ^Inseye 
Hath  lost  that  beam  of  parting  energy; 
Frozen  and  fixed  it  seems — his  brow  is  dill!; 
One  struggie  more,— that  noble  heart  is  still. 
Departed  warriorl  were(  thy  mortal  throes, 
Were  thy  last  pangs,  ere  nature  found  repose. 
More  keen,  more  bitter,  than  th'  envenomed  dart 
Thy  dying  wo^ds  have  left  in  £tamet*8  h'eartl 
Thy  pangs  were  transient ;  his  shall  sfeep  no  oMe 
Till  life's  delirious  dream  itself  is  o'er; 
But  tfaoa  shah  rest  in  glory,  and  thy  grave 
Be  the  puro  altar  pf  the  patriot  Urave. 
Oh,  what  a  change  that  little  hour  hath  wroogfat 
[n  tlie  high  spirit,  and. unbending  thought  1 


Yet,  from  himself  each  keen  regret  to  hide. 
Still  Hamet  struggles  with  indignant  pride; 
While  his  soul  rises  gathering  all  its  force, 
To  meet  the  fearful  conflict  with  remorse. 

To  thee,  at  length,  who«a  artless  lo^  hatfh  been 
His  own,  andianged,  throngh  many  a  stormy 

scene;    * 

Zayda  I  to  thee  his  heart  for  refhge  flies; 
Thoa  stiR  art  faithiU  to  aflTeetion's  ties. 
Yes  I  let  the  worid  upbraid,  let  foes  contemn. 
Thy  gentle  breast  the  tide  will  flmly  stem; 
And  soon  thy  smile,  and  iM>ftoonsoiling  Voice, 
Shall  bid  his  troubled  soul  again  rej<xce. 

Within  Granada's  walls  are  hearts  and  hands, 
Whose  aid  in  .secret  Hamet  yet  eommandM ; 
Nor  hard  the  task,  at  some  profMtious  houf. 
To  win  his  silent  way  to  Zayda's  bower. 
When  night  and  peace  are  brooding  o'er  the  world, 
When  mute  the  clarions,  and  the  banners  fhried. 
That  hour  is  come— and  o'er  the  arms  he  bears 
A  wandering  fekir's  garb  the  chieftain  wears: 
Disguise  that  ill  from  piercing  eye  could  hide 
The  k>fty  port,  and  glance  of  martial  pride; 
But  night  befriends— through  paths  obseuf«  he 

passed. 
And  hailed  the  lone  and  lovely  scene  at  last; 
Yqung  Zayda's  chosen  haunt,  the  fur  alcove. 
The  sparkling  fountain  and  the  oringe-grove; 
Calm  in  the  moonlight  smiles  the  still  retreat. 
As  formed  alone  fur  happy  hearts  to  meet 
For  happy  hearts'? — ^not  such  is  hers,  who  them 
Bends  o'er  her  lute,  with  dark,  unbraided  hair; 
That  maid  of  Zegri  race,  whose  eye,  whose  mien, 
Tell  that  despair  her  bosom's  guest  hath  been. 
So  lost  in  thought  she  sdems,  the  warrior's  feet 
Unheard  approach  her  solitary  se«it, 
Till  his  known  accents  every  sense  restore— 
•*  My  own  loved  Zajnda!  do  we  meet  once  morel* 

She  starts,  she  turns — the  lightnings  of  surprise, 
Of  suddep  rapture,  flashes  from  her  eyes^ 
But  that  is  fleeting— it  is  past— and  now 
Far  other  meaning  darkens  o'er  h^r  brow; 
Changed  is  her  aspect,^and  her  tones  severe^— 
"  Hence,   Aben-Zttrrah !   death   surrotfnds  that 
herer 

''Zayda!  what  means  that  glance,  unlikis  tbuii' 
ownT 
What  mean  those  words,  and  that  nnwonted  tone  1 
I  will  not  deem  thee  changed— but  in  thy  face, 
It  is  not  joy,  it  is  not  love,  I  trace  1 
It  was  not  thus  in  other  d&ys  wie  met: 
Hath  time,  hath  absence  taught  thee  to  forget  1 
Ohl  speak  onoe  more— these  rising doubu  dispel 
One  sntile  of  tenderness,  and  ail  is  weU  I" 

"Not  thus  w«  met  in  other  dayt  t*^— oh  no! 
Thoa  weit  not,  warrior,  then  thy  oocmtiy's  foe! 
Those  days  ore  past — we  ne'er  shall  meet  again 
With  hearts  all  warmth,  all  confidenoe,  as  tbeo 
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But  thy  dark  loul  no  gentler  feelings  sway, 
Leader  of  hostile  bandu !  awaj,  awaj  1 
On  in  thy  path  of  triumph  and  of  power, 
Nor  pause  to  raioe  from  earth  a  blighted  flower." 

''And  thou  too  changed !  thine  early  vow  forgot ! 
This,  this  alone,  was  wanting  to  my  lot! 
Exiled  and  scorned,  of  every  tie  bereft, 
Thy  love,  the  desert's  lonely  fount,  was  left; 
And  thou,  my  soul's  last  hope,  its  lingering  beam. 
Thou,  the  good  angel  of  eadi  brighter  dream, 
Wert  aU  the  barrenness  of  life  possest, 
To  wake  one  soft  affection  in  my  brea^I 
That  vision  ended — ^fate  hath  nought  in  store, 
Of  joy  or  sonow,  e'er  to  touch  me  mdre, 
60^  Zegri  maidl  to  scenes  of  sunshine  fly, 
From  the  stem  pupil  of  adversity  1 
And  now  to  hope,  to  confidence  adieu ! 
If  thou  ait  faithless,  who  shall  e'er  be  true  V 

"Hametl  oh  wrong  me  not! — I  too  could  speak 
Of  sorrows — ^traoe  them  on  my  faded  cheek. 
In  the  sunk  eye,  and  in  the  wasted  form, 
That  tell  the  heart  hath  nursed  a  canker-worm ! 
But  words  were  idle--read  my  sufierings  there, 
YHiere  grief  is  stamped  on  all  that  one  was  fair. 

"  Oh,  wert  thou  still  what  once  I  fondly  deemed. 
All  that  thy  mien  expressed,  thy  spirit  seemed, 
My  love  had  been  devotion— till  in  death 
Thy  name  b^d  trembled  on  my  latest  breath. 
But  not  the  chief  who  leads  a  lawless  band. 
To  crush  the  altars  of  his  native  land ; 
Th'  apostate  son  of  heroes,  whose  disgrace 
Hath  stained  the  trophies  of  a  gbrious  race". 
Not  him  I  loved — ^but  one  whose  youthful  name 
Was  pure  and  radiant  in  unsullied  &me. 
Hadst  thou  but  died,  ere  yet  dishonour's  cloud 
O'er  that  young  name  had  gathered  as  a  shroud,  - 
I  then  had  mourned  thee  proudly — and  my  grief 
In  its  own  loftiness  had  Ibund  relief; 
A  noble  sorrow,  cherished  to  the  lost; 
When  every  meaner  wo  had  bng  been  past. 
Yes!  let  affection  weep-^no  common  tear 
She  sheds,  when  bending  o'er  a  hero's  bier.    - 
Let  Nature  mourn  the  dead-*a  grief  like  this, 
To  pangs  that  rend  my  bosom  had  been  bliss !" 
^    *^  High-minded  maid !  the  time  admits  not  now 
T  «i  plead  my  cause,  to  vindicate  my  vow^ 
That  vow,  too  dread,  too  solemn  to  recall, 
Hath  urged  me  onward,  haply  to  my  fall. 
Yet  this  beUeve--xio  meaner  aim  inspires 
My  soul,  no  dream  of  poor  ambition  fires. 
No  I  every  hope  of  power,  of  triuxQpb,  fled, 
Behold  me  but  th'  avenger  of  the  dead! 
One  whose  changed  heart  no  tie,  no  kindred 

knows, 
And  in  thy  love  alone  hath  sought  repose. 
Zayda  wilt  thou  this  stem  accuser  be  1 
Paise  to  his  country,  he  is  trae  to  thee! 
Oh,  hear  me  yet! — ^if  Hamet  e'er  was  dear. 
By  our  first  vows,  our  young  affectiun  hear! 


Soon  must  tliis  fair  and  royal  city  fall, 
Soon  shall  the  cross  be  planUSd  on  her  wall; 
Then  who  can  tell  what  tides  of  Uood  may  flow 
While  her  fanes  echo  to  the  shridis  of  wo  t 
Fly,  fly  with  me,  and  let  me  bear  thoe  far 
From  horrors  throngiqg  in  the  path  of  war: 
Fly!  and  repose  in  safety-^-tiU  the  blast 
Hath  made  a  desert  in  its  course — and  past  1" 

'*Tbou  that  wilt  triumph  when  the  hour  11 
come, 
Hastened  by  thee  to  seal  thy  country's  doom. 
With  thee  from  scenes  of  death  shall  Zayda  fly 
To  peace  andtsafely  1 — Woman  too  can  die  1 
And  die  exulting,  though  unknown  to  fame, 
In  oil  the  stainless,  beauty  of  her  name  I 
Be  mine  unmurmuring,  undismayed  to  share 
The  fate  my  kindred  and  my  sire  roust  bear. 
And  deem  thou  not  my  feeble  heart  shall  fail, 
When  the  clouds  gather,  and  the  blasts  assail ; 
Thou  hast  but  known  me  ere  the  trying  hour 
Called  into  life  my  spirit's  latent  power; 
But  I  have  energies  that  idly  slept, 
While  withering  o'er  my  silent  woes  I  wept, 
And  now,  when  hope  knd  happiness  are  fled, 
My  soul  is  firm — fi>r  what  remains  to  dread  1 
Who  shall  have  power  to  suffer  and  to  bear. 
If  strength  and  courage  dwell  not  with  Despairl** 

"  Hamet,  farenvell  1 — retrace  thy  path  again, 
To  join  thy  brethren  on  the  tented  plain. 
There  wave  and  wood,  in  mingling  murmuis,  teO, 
How,  in  far  other  cause,  thy  fathers  fell ! 
Yes  1  on  that  soil  hath  Glory's  footstep  been,' 
Names  unforgotten  consecrate  the  scene  I 
Dwell  not  the  souls  of  heroes  round  thee  there, 
Whose  voices  call  thee  in  the  whispering  air  t 
Unheard,  in  vain,  they  call — their  fallen  son 
Hath  stained  the  name  those  mighty  spirits  woi^ 
And  to  the  hatred  of  the  brave  and  free 
Bequeathed  his  own,  through  ages  yet  to  be  1" 

Still  as  she  spoke,  th'  enthusiast's  kindling  eye 
Was  lighted  up  with  inborn  majesty. 
While  her  fair  form  and  youthful  features  caught 
All  the  proud  grandeur  of  herob  thought. 
Severely  beauteous :( 14)  awe-struck  and  amaaed. 
In  sHept  trance  awhile  the  warrior  gazed 
As  on  some  lofty  vision — ^for  she  seemed 
One  all  inspired — each  look  with  glory  beamed, 
While  brightly  bursting  through  its  doud  of  woes, 
Her  soul  at  once  in  all  its  hght  arose. 
Oh!  ne'er  had  Haipet  doemed  there  dwelt  en^ 

shrinedf 

In  form  so  fragile,  that  unconquered  mind. 
And  fixed,  as  by  some  high  enchantment,  then 
He  stood— till  vronder  yielding  to  despair. 

**  The  dream  is  vanished — daughter  of  my  foDs! 
Reft  of  each  hope  the  lonely  Wanderer  goes. 
Thy  words  have  pierced  liis  soul — yet  deem  thou 

not 
Thou  oouklst  be  once  adored,  and  e'er  forgot  I 
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O  formed  of  happier  love!  heroic  maid! 
Id  grief  eublime,  in  danger  undismayed. 
Farewell,  and  be  thou  blest ! — all  words  were  vain 
For  him  who  ne'er  may  view  that  form  agsin ; 
Him,  whose  solo  thought,  resembling  bliss,  must  be, 
He  htUh  been  loved,  once  fondly  loved,  by  thee  t" 

And  is  the  warrior  gone  1 — doth  Zayda  hear 
His  patting  Ibolstep,  and  without  a  tear  1 
Thou  weep'st  not,  lofty  maid ! — yet  who  oan  tell 
What  secret  pangs  within  thy  heart  may  dwelH 
TTiey  feel  not  least,  the  firm,  the  high  in  soul, 
Who  best  each  feeling's  agony  controul. 
Yes  {  we  may  judge  the  measure  «f  the  grief 
Which  finds  in  Misery's  eloquence  relief; 
But  who  shall  pierce  those  depths  of  silent  wo. 
Whence  breathes  no  language,  whence  no  tears 

may  fiow? 
The  pangs  that  many  a  noble  breast  hath  proved, 
Scorning  itself  that  thus  it  couid  be  moved  1 
He,  He  alone,  the  inmost  heart  who  knowsy 
Views  all  its  weakness,  pities  all  its  throes, 
He  who  bath  men^  when  mankind  contemn, 
Behddiog  anguish— all  unknown  to  them. 

Fair  city!  thou,  that  'midst  thy  stately  ianee 
And  gilded  minarets,  towering  o'er  the  plains^ 
In  eastern  grandeur  prdudly  dost  arise 
Beneath  thy  canopy  of  deep-blue  skies, 
While  streams,  that  bear  thee  treuures  in  thdr 

wave,(15) 
Thy  dtron-groves  and  myrtle-gardens  lave ; 
Mourn  I  for  thy  doom  is  fixed— the  days  of  fear 
Of  chains^  of  vrrath,  of  bitterness,  are  near ! 
Within,  around  thee  are  the  trophied  graves 
Of  kings  and  chiefe— their  children  shall  be  slaves. 
Fair  aie  thy  halls,  thy  domes  majestic  swell. 
But  there  a  raoe  that  reared  them  not  shall  dwell ; 
For  'midst  thy  oounseb  Discoid  still  presides, 
Degenerate  fear  thy  wavering  monarch  guides, 
Last  of  a  line  whose  regal  spirit  flown 
Hath  to  th^  offiipring  but  bequeathed  a  throne, 
Without  one  generous  thought,  or  feeling  liigh. 
To  teach  Ins  soul  how  kings  should  live  and  diey 

A  vcnce  resounds  within  Granada's  wall, 
The.  hearts  of  warriors  echo  to  its  caU.(16) 
Whose  are  those  tones  with  power  electric  fraught. 
To  reach  the  source  of  pure,  exalted  thought  1 

See  on  a  fortress-tower,  with  beckoi^ng  hand, 
A  fi>nn,  majestic  as  a  prophet,  stand  I 
His  mien  is  all  impassioned — ami  his  eye 
Filled  with  a  light  whose  fountain  is  on  high ; 
Wild  on  the  gale  his  silvery  tresses  flow.    , 
And  inspiratbn  beams  upon  his  brow,    - 
While,  thronging  round  him,  breathless  thousands 

As  on  some  mighty  seer  of  elder  days. 

"  Saw  ye  the  banners  of  Castile  displayed. 
The  hdmets  glittering,  and  the  line  arrayed  1 
Heard  ye  the  march  of  steel-clad  hosts  1"  he  cries, 
^  Children  of  conquerors  I  in  yoor  strength  arise  1 


f  O  high-bom  tribes !  oh  names  unstained  by  fsai  * 
I  Aiarques,  Zegris,  Ahnoradis,  hear  1(17) 
Be  every  feud  forgotten,  and  your  hands 
Dyed  with  no  Mood  but  that  of  hostUe  band8.(l8) 
Wake,  princes  of  the  land !  the  hour  is  come, 
And  the  red  sabre  must  decide  your  doom. 
Where  is  that  spirit  which  prevailed  of  yore, 
When  Tarik's   bands  o'eispread   the   westeia 

shore  X19) 
When  the  long  eombat  n^ed  on  kere^  pbun,(90) 
And    Afno*s   teclHr   swelled   through  yielding 

SpainX21) 
Is  the  lanoe  broken,  is  the  shield  decayed, 
The  warrior's  arm  unstrung,  his  heart  dismayed, 
SbaU  no  high  spirit  of  asoondant  worth 
Arise  to  lead  the  sons  of  Islam  fi>rth  7 
To  guard  the  regions  where  oar  fathers'  blood 
Hath  bathed  each  plam,  and  mingled  with  each 

flood, 
Where  long  their  dust  hath  blended  with  the  soil 
Won  by  their  swords,  made  fertile  by  their  toil  t 

"  O  ye  sierras  of  eternal  snow ! 
Ye  streams  that  by  the  twnbe  of  heroes  flow. 
Woods,  fountains,  rocks,  of  Spain!  ye  saw  thrfr 

might 
In  many  a  fierce  and  nnfbrgotten  fight.] 
Shall  ye  behold  their  kwt,  degenerate  race. 
Dwell  'midst  your  scenes  in  fetters  and  dugrooe? 
With  each  memorial  <5f  the  past  around. 
Each  mighty  monument  of  days  renowned? 
May  this  indignant  heart  ere  then  be  cold, 
This  frame  be  gathered  to  its  kindred  mould  1 
And  the  last  life-drop  circling  through  my  veins 
Have  tinged  a  soil  untainted  yet  by  chains ! 

"  And  yet  one  struggle  ere  our  doom  is  scaled, 
One  mighty  effort,  one  deciding  field ! 
If  vain  each  hope,  we  still  have  choice  to  be, 
In  life  the  fettered,  or  in  death  the  fi:ee  f* 
Still  while  he  spetiks,  each  gallant  heart  heats 
high. 
And  ardour  flashes  firom  each  kindling  eye ; 
Youth,  manhood,  age,  as  if  inspired,  have  caught 
The  glow  of  lofty  hope  and  daring  thought, 
And  all  is  hushed  around — as  every  sense 
Dwelt  on  the  tones  of  that  wild  eloquence. 

But  when  his  voice  hath  ceased,  th'  impotuoQi 
cry 
Of  eager  thousands  burst  at  once  on  high ; 
Rampart,  and  rock,  and  fortress,  ring  around, 
And  fair  Alhambra's  inmost  halls  resound. 
*'  Lead  us,.  O  chieftain  1  kad  us  to  the  strife. 
To  fame.in  death,  or  liberty  in  life  1" 
O  zeal  of  noble  hearts !  in  vain  displayed  1 
High  feeling  wasted  I  generous  hope  betrayed 
Now,  while  the  burning  spirit  of  the  brave 
Is  roused  to  energies  that  yet  might  savw. 
E'en  now,  enthusiasts !  while  yo  rush  to  clain^ 
Your  glorious  trial  on  the  field  of  fame,      . 
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Your  king  bath  yielded  I  Valour's  dream  is  o'er 
Power,  wealth,  and  fireedom,  are  yoor  own  no 

more; 
And  fi>r  your  childrea'e  portion,  but  lemaina 
That  bitter  heritage    the  etraoger's  chains. 


CANTO  III. 


I  al  fin  U  oor  ebe  iMlzd  tantOb 
Ipp6lit» 


Heroes  of  aldef  days  I  unUvght  to  yield, 
Who  bled  for  Spain  on  many  an  ancient  field, 
Ve,  that  axouid  the  oaken  cross  of  yore  (83) 
Stood  firm  and  feadess  on  Asturta*s  shore, 
And  with  your  spirit,  ne'er  to  be  subdued, 
Hallowed  the  wikl  CanUbriftn  solitude ; 
Rejoice  amidst  your  dwellings  of  repose, 
In  the  last  chastenin^^of  your  Moslem  foes  1 
Rejoice !— for  Spain,  arising  in  her  strength, 
Hath  burst  the  renmant  of  their  yoke  at  length ; 
And  they  in  turn  the  cup  of  wo  must  drain, 
And  bathe  their  fetters  with  their  tears  in  vain. 
And  thou,  the  warrior  bom  in  happy  Aottr,(24) 
Valencia's  lord,  whose  name  alone  was  power,' 
Theme  of  a  thousaiid  songs  in  days  gone  by, 
Conqueror  of  Kings  1  exult,  O  Cidl  on  high. 
For  still  'twas  thine  to  guard  thy  country's  weal, 
In  lifo,  in  death,  the  watcher  for  Castile  I 

Thou  in  that  hour  when  Mauntania's  bands 
Rushed  fiom  their  palmy  groves  and  burning  landu^ 
E'en  in  the  realm  of  spiiits  didst  retain 
A  patriot's  vigilance,  remembering  Spain  J(25) 
Then,  at  deep  midnight,  rose  the  mighty  sound, 
By  Leon  h^anl,  in  shuddering  awe  profound. 
As  through  her  echoing  streets  in  dread  array, 
Beings,  once  mortal,  held  their  viewless  way;; 
Voices,  from  worlds  we  know  not — and  the  tread 
Of  marching  hosts,  the  armies  of  the  dead, 
Thoa  and  thy  buried  chieftains — from  the  grave 
Then  did  thy  summons  rouse  a  king  to  save. 
And  join  thy  warriors  with  unearthly  might 
To  aid  the  rescue  in  ToLosa's  fight. 
Those  days  axe  paat-r-the  crescent  on  thy  shore, 
O  realm  of  evening !  sets,  to  rise  no  more;(2G) 
What  banner  strcama  afar  from  Vela's  tower  1(2^) 
The  cross,  bright  ensign  of  Iberia's  power! 
What  the  glad  shout  of  each  exulting  voice  1 
"  Castile  and  Arragon  I  rejoice,  rejcnce  i" 
Yicidinjl  free  entrance  «o  victorious  foes. 
The  Moorish  city  sees  her  gates  unclose. 
And  Spain's  proud  host,  with  pennon,  shield,  and 

lanoe, 
Through  her  long  streets  in  knightly  gari)  advance^ 

Oh !  ne'er  in  lofty  dreams  hath  Fancy's  eye 
Dwelt  on  a  scene  of  statelier  pageantry. 
At  joust  or  tourney,  theme  of  poet's  lore, 
Qi^h  masque,  or  si^mn  festival  of  yove. 


I  The  gilded  cupolas,  that  proudly  riea 
O'erarched  by  doudless  and  cerulean  akiei^ 
Tall  minarets,  shining  mosques,  barbaric  towvM^ 
Fountains,,  and  palaoes,  and  cypress  boweis; 
And  they,  the  splendid  and  triumphant  throng, 
With  hohnets  glittering  as  they  move  aking, 
With  bioidered  scarf,  and  gem-bestudded  maO, 
And  giaoeful  plumage  streaoung  on  the  gak ; 
Shiekls,  goU-erobossed,  and  pennons  floating  fin, 
And  all  the  goigeous  blazonry  of  war, 
All  brightened  by  the  rich  transparent  hoes 
That  southern  suns  o'er  heaven  and  earth  difiuss) 
Blend  in  one  seene  of  gbry,  formed  to  throw ' 
O'er  memory's  page  a  never-fiuiing  gk>w. 
And  thentooj  foremost 'midst  theconquering  biavs 
Your  azure  plumes,  O  Aben-Znrralu !  wave. 
There  Hamet  moves;  the  chief  whose  lofty  port 
Seems  ilor  approach  to  shun,  nor  praise  to  cuuit, 
Calm,  stem,  collected — ^yet  within  his  breast 
Is  there  no  pang,  no  straggle  utlconfestl 
If  such  there  be,  it  still  must  dwell  unseen, 
Nor  ckrad  a  triumph  with  a  sufiierer's  nuen. 

Hear'st  thou  the  solemn,  yet  exulting  sound. 
Of  the  deep  anthem  floating  fiur  around  1 
The  choral  voices  to  the  skies  that  raise 
The  full  majestic  harmony  of  praise  3 
Lo|  where  surrounded  by  their  princely  train, 
They  come,  the  sovereigns  of  rejoicing  Spain, 
Bertoe  on  their  trophied  car — lo !  bursting  thence 
A  blaze  of  chivalrons  magnificence  I 

Onwaid  their  slow  and  stately  course  they  bend 
To  where  th^  Alharobra's  ancient  towen  ascend, 
Reared  and  adorned  by  Moorish  kings  of  yore, 
MThose  lost  descendants  there  sliail  dwell  no  more. 

They  reach  those  towers — irregulariy  vast 
And  rude  they  seem,  in  mould  barbaric  cast  :(j8) 
They  enter — ^to  their  wondering  sight  is  given 
A  genii  palace — an  Arabian  heaven  !(d9) 
A  scene  by  magic  ndsed,  so  strange,  so  fair, 
Its  form  and  colours  seem  alike  of  a.'r. 
Here  by  sweet  orange-boughs,  half  shaded  o'er, 
The  deep  clear  bath  reveals  its  marble  floor, 
Its  margin  ftinged  with' flowers,  whose  gtowing 

hues 

The  calm  transparence  of  its  waves  sufluse. 
There,  round  the  court,  where  Moorish  arches  bend, 
Adrial  columns,  richly  decked,  ascend ; 
Unlike  the  models  of  each  classic  raoe. 
Of  Doric  grandeur,  or  Corinthian  grace, 
But  answering  well  each  vision  that  portrays 
Arabian  splendour  to  the  poet's  gaze: 
Wild,  wondrous,  brilliant,  all — a  mingling  gtow 
Of  rainbow-tints,  above,  around,  below ; 
Brightrstreaming  from  the  many-tinctured  veins, 
Of  precious  marble — and  the  vivid  stains 
Of  rich  mosaics  o'er  the  light  arcade. 
In  gay  festoons  and  fairy  knots  displayed. 

On  through  th*  enchanted  realm,  that  only  i 
Meet  for  the  radiant  creatures  of  our  dreams. 
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The  royal  eaaqwran  pipn    whik  ilUI  tbnr  sight 
On  flome  new  wooikr  dwdU  with  fresh  |]eUght. 
Here  the  eye  lOTes  through  slender  eobnadee, 
O'er  bowery  tenaoee  tiul  myrtle  shades, 
Dark  olivc-^oods  heyond,  and  &r  on  high 
The  vast  sierra,  mingUog  with  th0  fky. 
There,  ecattenng  iar  around  their  dNunoad  qiray, 
Clear  streams  firom  ^onts  of  alftbaster  play, 
Through  pillaredhatts,  wbeie^ex%uisitsfy  wrought, 
Rich  arabeeques,  with  gti^teripg  foli«ge  fraught, 
Surmount  each  fipetted  areh,  and  lend  the  socbo 
A  wild,  romantic,  ociental  mien: 
While  many  a  verse  from,  eastern  baids  of  old, 
Borders  the  wall  in  characters  of  gold.(30) 
Here  Moslem  luxury,  in  her.  own  domain. 
Hath  held  for  agea  her  voluptuous  reign 
'Midst  goigeoQs  domes,  where  .soon  shall  silence 

brood, 
And  all  be  lone — a  splendid  solitiidei 
Now  wake  their  echoes  to  a  thousan4  nongs. 
Prom  mingling  voices  of  exuhing  throngs ; 
Tambour,  and  flute,  and  aXabal,  are  therej(31) 
And  joyous  clarions  pealing  on  the  air. 
While  every  hall  resounds,  "  Granada  won  1 
Granada !  for  Casiile  and  Arragon  !"(33) 
'Tis  night — ^firom  dome  and  tower,  in  dasUng 


The  festal  lamps  innumerably  blaze  ;(33) 
Through  long  arcades  their  quivering  lustre  gl< 
From  every  lattice  tremulously  streams, 
'Midst  orange-gardens  plays  on  fount  and  rill, 
And  gilds  the  waves  of  Darro  and  Xenil ; 
Red  flame  the  torches  on  each  minaret'e  height, 
And  shines  each  street  an  avenue  of  light ; 
And  midnight  feasts  are  held,. and  music's  voice 
Through  the  long  night  still  summons  to  rejoice. 

Yet  there,  whilie  all  would  seem  to  heedless  eye 
One  blaze  of  pomp,  one  hurst  of  revelry, 
Are  hearts  unsoothed  by  those  delusive  hours. 
Galled  by  the  chain,  though  decked  awhile  witit 

fiowere; 
Stem  passbns  working,  in  th'  indignant  breast, 
Deep  pangs  untold,  high  feelings  uuexprest, 
Heroic  spirits,  unsobmitting  yet. 
Vengeance,  and  keen  remorse,  and  v^  regret. 

From  yon  proud  height,  whose  olive-shaded  brow 
Commands  the  wide  luxuriant  plains  t>elow, 
Who  lingering  gazes  o'er  the  lovely  scene, 
Anguish  and  shame  contending  in  his  mien  1 
lie,  who,  of  heroes  and  of  kings  the  son, 
Hath  lived  to  lose  whate'er  hia  fathers  won, 
Whoset  doubts  and  fears  his  people's  fate  have 

sealed; 
Wavering  alike  in  coukuel  and  in  field ; 
Weak,  timid  ruler  of  the  wise  and  brave, 
Still  a  6ercc  tyrant  or  a  yielding  slave. 

Far  from  theae  vine-dad  hills  and  azure  skies, 
To  Afric's  wilds  the  roya!  exile  flies,(34) 


Yet  pauses  on  his  way,  to  weep  in  vain, 
O'er  all  lie  never  must  behold  again. 
Fair  spreads  the  scene  around— for  him  too  fair, 
Each  gbwing  chaim  but  deepens  his  despair. 
The  Vega's  meads,  the  city's  glitteitng  spires, 
The  oU  majestic  palace  of  his  aires, 
The  gay  pavilions,  -and  retired  alcoves, 
Bosomed  in  citron  and  pomegranate  groves; 
ToweiHsrested  rocks,  and  streams  that  winu  ii» 

light. 
All  in  one  msment  bursting  on  his  sight 
Speak  to  his  soul  of  gbry's  vanished  years, 
And  wake  the  source  of  onavailing-tcars. 
— Waepest  thou  AbdaUahl— Thou  dost  well  ti* 

weep, 
O  feeble  heart !.  o'er  all  thou  oouldsl  not  koep 
Well  do  a  woman's  tears  befit  the  eye 
Of  him  who  knew  not,  as  a  man,  to  die.(35) 

The  gale  a^hs  moutnfully  through  ^ayda'abow- 
er. 
The  hand  is  gone  that  nuned  each  infant  fkmev 
No  voice,  no  step,  ia  in  her  fiuhcr's  hsjls. 
Mute  are  the  echoes  of  their  marble  wails; 
No  stranger  entera  at  the  chieftain's  gate, 
But  all  is  huslied,  and  void,  and  desolate. 

There,  through  each  tower  and  solitary  shade, 
In  vain  doth  Hamet  seek  the  Zegri  maid ; 
Her  grove  is  silent,  her  pavilion  hme. 
Her  lute  forsaken,  and  her  doom  uidmotwn ; 
And  through  the  scene  she  loved,  unheeded  flows 
The  stream  whose  music  lulled  her  to  repose. 

But  oh  1  to  him,  whose  seif-focusing  thought 
Whispers 't  was  he  that  desolation  wrought ; 
He  who  his  country  and  his  faith  betrayet^ 
And  lent  Castilp  revengeful,  powerful  aid ; 
A  voice  of  sorrow  swells  in  every  gale, 
Each  wave,  low  rippling,  tells  a  mournful  tale ; 
And  as  the  shrubs,  untended,  unoonfined. 
In  mid  exuberance,  rustle  to  the  wind. 
Each  leaf  hath  language  to  liis  startled  sense. 
And  peems  to  murmur—"  Thou  hast  driven  hei 

hence!" 
And  well  he  feels  to  trace  her  flight  wore  vain, 
— Where  hath  kwi  love  been  onoe  recalled  again 
In  h0r  pure  breast,  so  long  by  anguish  torn, 
His  name  can  rouse  no  feeling  now  but  scorn. 
O  bitter  hour!  when  fint  the  shuddering  heart 
Wakes  to  behold  the  void  within — and  start  I 
To  feel  its  own  abandonment,  and  brood 
O'er  the- chill  bosom's  depth  of  solitude. 
The  stormy  passions  that  in  Hamet's  breast 
Have  swayed  so  long,  so  fiercely,  are  at  rest , 
Th'  avenger's  task  is  dosed  :(36)— he  finds  Um 

late,. 
It  hath  not  changed  his  feedngs,  but  his  fate 
Hu  was  a  lofly  spirit,  turned  aside  • 
From  its  bright  path  by  woes,  and  wrongs,  a2»a 
pride; 
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And  onward,  ia  iti  new  tmnultuouB  ooane, 
Borne  with  too  rapid  and  intense  a  tatcm 
To  pauae  one  moment  in  the  dread  career, 
And  ask — if  such  ooold  be  its  native  sphere. 
Now  are  those  days  of  wild  delirium  o'er, 
Their  fears  and. hopes  excite  Jus  soal  no  more; 
The  feverish  energies  of  pasoon  close, 
And  his  heart  sinks  in  desolate  repose, 
Turns  sickening  from  the  world,  yet  shrinks  not 

less 
From  its  own  deep  and  utter  loneliness. 
There  is  a  sound  of  voices  on  the  air, 
A  dash  of  armour  in  the  sunbeam's  glare, 
'Midst  the  wild  Alpuxarras;(37)  there,  on  high, 
■  Where  mountain-snows  are  mingling  with  the 

•ky. 

A  few  brave  tribes,  with  spirit  yet  unbroke, 
Have  fled  indignant  from  the  Spaniard's  yoke. 

O  ye  dread  scenes,  where  Nature  dwells  alone, 
Severely  glorious  on  her  craggy  throne  *, 
Ye  citadels  of  rock,  gigantic  forms. 
Veiled  by  the  mists,  and  girdled  by  the  storms. 
Ravines,  and  glens,  and  deep-relounding  caves. 
That  hold  oommunion  with  the  torrent-waves; 
And  ye,  th'  unstained  and  everlasting  snows. 
That  dwell  above  in  bright  and  still  repose ; 
To  you,  in  every  clime,  in  every  age, 
Far  from  the  tyrant's  or  the  conqueror's  rage. 
Hath  Freedom  led  her  sons : — untired  to  keep 
Her  feariesB  vigils  on  the  barren  steep. 
She  like  the  mountain  eagl6  still  delights 
To  gase  exulting  from  unconquered  heights. 
And  build  her  eyrie  in  defiance  proud, 
To  dare  the  wind  and  mingle  with  the  cloud. 

Now  her  deep  voice,  the  aoul's  awakener,  swelh, 
Wild  Alpuxarras,  through  your  inmost  dells. 
Th^re,  the  dark  gifens  and  lonely  rocks  among, 
As  at  the  clarion's  call,  her  children  throng. 
She  with  enduring  strength  hath  nerved  each 

frame, 
And  made  each  heart  the  temple  of  her  flkme^ 
Her  own  resisting  spirit,  which  Shall  glow   ^ 
Unquenchably,  surviving  all  below. 

There  high-born  maids,  that  moved  upon  the 
earth, 
More  like  bright  creatures  of  aSrial  birth, 
Nurslings  of  palaces,  have  fled  to  share 
The  fate  of  brothen  and  of  sires;  to  bear, 
All  undismayed,  privation  and  distress, 
And  smile,  the  roses  of  the  wilderness. 
And  mothers  with  their  infants,  there  to  dwell 
In  the  deep  forest  or  the  cavern  cell, 
And  rear  their  offspring  'midst  the  rocks,  to  be, 
1  f  NOW  no  more  the  mighty,  still  the  free. 

And  'midst  that  band  of  veterans,  o'er  whose 
head 
storrows  and  yeara  their  mingled  snow  have  shed : 
They  saw  thy  glory,  they  have  wept  thy  fiill, 
O  roval  city  I  uid  the  wreck  of  all 


They  loved  and  haUowed  most: — doth  mught  re- 


For  these  to  prove  of  happiness  or  paint 
Life's  cup  is  drained~«arth  fkdta  before  their  eye 
Their  task  is  ckMing— they  have  but  to  die. 
Ask  ye,  why  fled  they  hither?--that  their  doom 
Might  be  to  sink  unfettered  to  the  tomb. 
And  youth,  in  all  iu  pride  of  strength  is  there; 
And  buoyency  of  spirit,  formed  to  dare 
And  suffer  all  things,— faDen  on  evil  days, 
Yet  darting  o'er  the  world  an  ardent  gaze. 
As  on  th'  arena,  where  its  powers  may  find 
Full  scope  to  strive  for  glory  withmankmd. 

Such  are  the  tenants  of  the  mountain-hold, 
The  high  in  heart,  unconquered,  uncontrolled; 
By  day  the  huntsman  of  the  wild— by  nighty 
Unwearied  guardians  of  the  watch-fire's  light 
They  from  their  bleak,  majestic  home  have  caught 
A  sterner  tone  of  unsubmitting  thought, 
While  all  arapind  them  bids  the  soul  arise, 
To  blend  with  Nature's  dread  sublimities. 
— But  these  are  k>fly  dreams,  and  must  not  be 
Where  tyranny  is  near:— the  bended  knee, 
The  eye,  whose  glance  no  inborn  grandeur  fires, 
And  the  tamed  heart,  are  tributes  she  requires; 
Nor  must  the  dwelleraof  the  rock  look  down 
On  regal  conquerora  find  defy  their  frown. 
What  warrior-bond  is  toiKng  to  explore 
The  mountain-pass,  with  pine-wood   shadowed 

o'er! 
Startling  with  martial  sound  each  rude  recess. 
Where  the  deep  echo  slept  in  loneliness. 
These  are  the  sons  of  Spain ! — Your  foes  are  near: 
Oh,  exiles  of  the  wild  sierra!  hear! 
Hear!  wake!  arise!  and  from  your  inmost  cavca^ 
Pour  like  the- torrent  in  its  might  of  waves! 

Who  leads  th*  invaders  on  1 — his  features  bear 
The  deep-worn  traces  of  a  calm  despair; 
Yet  his  dark  brow  is  haughty — and  his  eye 
Speaks  of  a  soul  that  asks  not  sympathy. 
'Tis  he !  'tis  he  again !  th'  apostate  chief; 
He  comes  In  all  the  sternness  of  his  grief. 
He  comes,  but  changed  in  heart,  no  more  to  wield 
Falchion  for  proud  Castile  in  battle-field, 
Againsi  his  country's  child1«n — ^though  he  leads 
Costilian  bands  again  to  hostile  deeds : 
His  hope  is  but  from  ceaseless  pangs  to  fly. 
To  rush  upon  the  Moslem  spears  and  die. 
So  shall  remorse  and  love  thy  heart  release. 
Which  dares  not  dream  of  joy,  but  sighs  for  pe*ci 
The  mountain-echoes  are  awake — a  sound 
Of  strife  is  ringing  through  the  rocks  aroimd. 
Within  the  steep  defile  that  winds  betWeen 
Clifis  piled  on  cliffs,  adaric,  terrific  scene, 
There  Moorish  exile  and  Castilian  knight 
Are  wildly  mingling  in  the  serried  fight. 
Red  flows  the  foaming  streamlet  of  the  glen, 
Whose  bright  transparence  ne'er  Was  stained  tiB 

then; 
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Wbile  swttt  the  war-nole  and  the  clash  of  speaiSi 
To  the  bleak  dwellings  of  the  mountaineen) 
Wtiere  thy  sad  danghten,  lost  Granada  1  wait, 
In  diead  Aospenae,  the  tidings  of  their  fate. 
But  be,-  -whose  spirit,  panting  for  its  rest, 
Would  fain  each  swond  conoenirate  in  his  breast — 
Who,  where  a  spear  is  pointed,  or  a  lance 
Aimed  at  another's  break,  would  still  advance- 
Courts  death  in  vain ;  each  weapon  glanoBS  by, 
As  if  for  him  't  were  bliss  too  great  ta  die^ 
Yes,  Abeo-Zum^!  there  are  deeper  woes 
Reserved  for  thee  ere  Nature's  last  repose; 
'i'hou  knowest  not  yet  what  vengeance  fate  .can 

wreak, 
Nor  all  the  heart  can  suffer  ere  it  break. 
Doubtful  and  long  the  strife,  and  bravely  fell 
The  sons  of  battle  in  that  narrow  dell; 
Youth  in  its  light  of  beauty  there  hath  past, 
And  age,  the  weary,  found  repose  at  last ; 
Till  few  and  faint  the  MoaISm  tribes  recoil, 
Borne  down  by  numbers  and  o'erpoweiQed  by  toil. 
Dispersed,  disheartened,  through  the  pass  they  fly, 
Pierce  the  deep  wood,  or  mount  the  diffon  high : 
While  Hamet's  band  in  wonder  gaxe,  nor  dace 
Track  o'er  their  dt^y  path  the  footsteps  of  de- 
spair. 
Yet  he  to  whom  each  danger  bath  become 
A  dark  delight,  and  every  wild  a  home, 
Still  urges  onward^— undismayed  to  tread 
Where  life's  fond  lovers  would  recoil  with  dread; 
But  fear  is  for  the  happy— tAey  may  shrink 
From  the  steep  precipice,  or  torrent's  brink; 
They  to  whoUk  earth  is  paradise— their  doom 
Lends  no  stem  courage  to  approach  the  tomb: 
Not  such  his  lot,  who,  schooled  by  &te  severe, 
Were  but  too  blest  if  angbt  remained  to  fear.(3^ 
Up  the  rude  crags,  whose  giant-masses  throw 
Etrmal  shadows  o'er  the  glen  below; 
And  by  the  &11  whose  many-tinctured  spmy 
Half  in  a  nust  of  radianbe  veils  its  way, 
He  holds  his  venturous  traek : — supported  now 
By  some  o'erhanging  pine  or  ilex  bough; 
Now  by  some  jutting  stone  that  seems  to  dwell 
Half  in  mid-air,  as  balanced  by  a  spell : 
Now  hath  his  footstep  gained  the  summit's  head, 
A  level  spa^,  with  emerald  verdure  spread, 
A  fairy  circle— there  tbe<heath-flowers  rise, 
And  the  rock-rose  unnoticed  bfooms  and  dies ; 
And  brightly  pUys  the  stream,  ere  yet  its  tido 
In  foam  and  thunder  cleave  the  mountain  side; 
But  all  is  wild  beyond — and  Hamet's  eye 
Roves  o'er  a  world  of  md^^ublimity. 
That  dell  beneath,  where  e'en  at  nbon  of  day 
Earth's  chartered  guest,  the  sunbeam,  scarce  can 

stray 
Around,  untrodden  woods;  and  for  above, 
Where  mortal  footstep  ne'er  may  hope  16  rove. 
Bare  granite  clifis,  whose  fixed,  inherent  dies 
Rival  the  tinU  that  float  o'er  summer  8kies;(39) 
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And  the  pure  glittering  snow-realm,  yet  more  high 
That  seems  a  part  of  Heaven's  eternity. 

There  is  no  track  of  man  where  Hamet  stands^ 
Pathless  the  scene  as  Lybia's  desert  sands; 
Yet  on  the  calm,  still  air,  a  sound  is  heard 
Of  distant  voices,  and  the  gathering-word 
Of  Islam's  tribes^  now  faint  and  fainter  grown, 
Now  but  the  &OigitnAg  echo  of  a  tone. 

That  sound,  whose  cadence  dies  upon  his  ear. 
He  follows,  reckleas  if  his  bands  are  near. 
On  by  the  rushing  stream  his  way  he  bends, 
And  through  the  mountain's  forest  sons  ascends; 
Piercing  the  still  and  solitary  shades 
Of  ancient  pines,  and  dark,  luxuriant  glades, 
Eternal  twilight's  reign: — those  mazes  past, 
The  glowing  sunbeams  meet  lus  eyes  at  last, 
And  the  fone  wanderer  now  hath  reached  the 

source 
Whence  the  wave  gushes,  foaming  on  its  course. 
But  there  he  pauses— for  the  lonely  scene 
Towers  in  such  dread  magnificence  of  mien, 
And,  mingled  oft  with  some  wild  eagle's  cry. 
From  rock-built  ejrrie  rushing  to  the  sky, 
So  deep  the  solemn  and  majestic  soumi 
Of  forest^  and  of  waters  murmuring  round, 
That,  rapt  in  wondering  awe,  his  heart  forgets 
Its  fleeting  struggles,  and  its  vain  regrets. 
—What  earthly  feeling  unabashed  can  dwell 
In  Nature's  migiity  preaenoeT— 'midst  the  swell 
Of  everlasting  hills,  the  rMT  of  floods. 
And  frown  of  rodcs,  and  pomp  of  waving  woods  7 
These  their  own  grandeur  on  the  soul  impress, 
And  bid  each  passion  feel  its  inothingness. 

'Midst  the  vast  marble  cli£b,  a  lofty  cave 
Rears  its  broad  arch  beside  the  rushing  wave;. 
Shadowed  by  giant  oaks,  and  rude,  and  kme. 
It  seems  the  temple  of  some  power  unknown. 
Where  earthly  being  may  not  dare  intrude 
To  pierce  the  secrets  of-the  solitude. 
Yet  thence  at  intervals  a  voice  of  wail 
Is  rising,  wild  and  solemn,  on  the  gale. 
Did  thy  heart  thrill,  O  JHamst,  at  the  tonel 
Came  it  not  o'er  thee  as  a  spirit's  moan? 
As  some  loved  sound  that  long  from  earth  had  fled, 
The  unforgotten  accents  of  Ihe  dead  1 
E'en  thus  it  rose— and  springing  from  his  trance 
His  eager  footsteps  to  the  sound  advance. 
He  mounts  the  diflb,  he  gains  the  cavern  floor; 
Its  dark  green  moss  with  blood  is  sprinkled  o'er: 
He  rushes  on— and  iol  whero  Zayda  rends 
Her  locks,  as  o^er  her  slaughtered  sire  she  beads 
Lost  in  despair ;— yet  as  a  step  draws  nigh, 
Disturbmg  sorrows  lonely  sanctity, 
She  lifts  her  head,  and  all  subdued  by  grief. 
Views  vrtth  a  wild,  sad  smile,  the  onoe-foved  ehiei ^ 
While  rove  her  thoughts,  unoonseioas  of  the  past. 
And  every  wo  forgetting  —but  the  last 

"Com'stthou  to  weep  vrith  mel— for  f  am  ^ 
AfoAe  on  earth,  of  everv  tie  bewfto  t 

.,...,  ^oogle 
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Low  lies  the  wurior  on  hw  biood^rtained  hut; 
His  chik)  may  eall,  .bat  he  no  more  abaSk  hear  I 
lie  Bteep»*-lmt  never  ehall  tboae  eym  vnekiM ; 
Twas  not  mj  voice  that  luHed  him  to  xepeae, 
Nor  can  it  break  his  ■lumbers. — Doattbou  BMHiral 
And  k  thy  heart,  like  miae,  with  Aogdah  torn  9 
Weep,  aiul  my  ee«l  a  joy  in  grief  ahall  know, 
That  o'er  hi^grave  my  teait  with  Hamet'a  flow!" 

But  aoaiee  her  voice  had  breathed  that  well- 
known  naaM^ 
When  ewiftiy  ruriuog  o'er  her  qiifit,  came 
Each  dark  remembrance;  -by  affliction's  power 
Awhile  eflaoed  in  that  overwhelming  hour, 
To  wake  with  len£ild  strength  r-^twaa  then  her 

eye 
Reeoned  it>  fight,  her  mien  iU  ra^esty, 
And  o'er  her  wasted  cheek  a  bninbig  glow 
Spreads,  while  her  lips'  indignant  accents  flew. 

"Away  I  I  dieam---oh,  how  hath  soRows  might 
Bowed  down  my  soul  and  quenched  its  native  Kght, 
That  I  shoQld  thus  forget!  andfaid^tear 
With  mine  ba  minj^ed  o'er  a  ialbci^s  hier ! 
Did  he  not  perish,  haply  by  tiiy  inad, 
In  the  last  oombat  with  thy  ruthless  band  1 
The  mom  hebtAd  that  'Oondict  of  despair : — 
'Twas  then  be  »t-he  feU  !--«nd  thou  wert  there ! 
Thou!  who  thy  country's  children  bast  pursued 
To  their  last  refuge  midst  these  mountains  rude. 
Was  it  fiv  tb&i  I  Iqved  thee  1— Thou  haMtaught 
My  soul  all  ffneC,  adl  bittcxness  of  thought: 
*T  wiH  soon  bs  past— 'I  bow  to  Heaven's  decree, 
Wtttch  bade  each  pang  be  ministered  by  tfaee<" 

**  I  had  notdeenied  that  alight  femained  below 
For  me  to  prove  of  yet  «uitasted  wo; 
But  thus  to  meet  thee,  Zaydal  can  impaxt 
One  UBore,  one  keener  agony  of  b^ait. 
Oh,  hear  me  yet !— I  wooU  have  died  to  save 
My  ibe,bi]tstiU  thy  lather,  from  the  gram; 
But  in  the  fierce  ooniuiion  of  the  strife, 
In  my  own  Kern  deqidtr  aad  soorn  of  lifii, 
Borne  wildly  on,  1  saw^not,  knew  not  aught, 
Save  tfiattoperiah  theve  in  vain  I  sought 
And  let  me  share  thysotrowe— hadsttheu  knosm 
AA I  have  felt  in  «lenQe  And  alone, 
E'en  thou  might'at  ihw  nefent,  and  deem  at  last 
A  grief  iike  mine  might  expiate  all  the  psst. 

**  But  ohl  for  tbee.  the  loved  and  preeieus  ^wer, 
b.o  tedlTfVMired  in  Jflxmy's  ^puided  bower, 
Ffom  Mtgf  danger,  every  stem  ssooiH 
How  hast^Aettanffiaml!  wbit  hast  thou  enduied! 
fiaoghter  of  palaces!  and  can  it  be 
That  thisbkeak4ea«t  isa  borne  lor  thee!      . 
These  rocks  ihff  dweUic^!  thou,  who  4ioiildflt 

bane  known 
Uf  life  the  svOieuii  aiid4hp«in!Ie  •lone-l 
Oh,  yt^  fiirgiPNii'^^iBiaU  my  guilt  frisot, 
Nor  bid  motewAbiMlooo  mde  a  kA!" 

*'Tbi*kitis&Mdj  ^semlmtlMsitompine, 
mill  must  a  gulf  dwidtfjoy  fiite  iEunlhiao. 


I  may  le^ve»4Hit  not  at  will  the  heart 
Can  bid  its  dark  ssmeBobcanoes  depart. 
No^  Hamet,  ao!-^oo  deeply  thess  axe  taoed, 
Yet  the  hour  oomes  when  all  shall  be  efiaoed  I 
Not  long  on  earth,  not  kng,  shall  Zayda  keep 
Her  k>nely  vigils  o'er  the  grave  to  weep: 
E'en  now  prophetic  of  my  eady  doom, 
Speakstomy  soul  a  presage  of  the  tomb;    . 
And  ne'er  in  vain  did  hopekiss  mourner  feel 
That  deep  foreboding  o'er  the  boeom  stnl  I 
Soon  shall  I  slumber  calmly  by,  the  aide 
Of  him  for  whom  I  lived  and  would  hava  died; 
Till  then,  one  thim^^  shall  sooth  my  orphan  loti 
In  pain  and  peril — I  forsook  him  not 

"  And  now,  forewell !— behold  the  sanuncr^day 
Is  paaaing,  like  the  dreams  of  lifo,  away. 
Soon  will  the  tribe  of  him  who  sleeps  draw  nigl^ 
With  the  last  rites  his  bier  to  sanctify. 
Oh,  yet  in  time,  awayl— 'twere  net  my  iwayer 
Could  move  their  bedSts  a  foe  like  thee  to  spaml 
This  honr  they  comp    and  dost  thou  acorn  to  %1 
Save  me  that  one  laM  pang— 4o  ase  thee  db !" 
E'en  v^ule  she  speaks  is  heard  <^keit  echoiog 
tread; 
Onwmrd  they  mow,  tfie  kiodved  of  the  dead, 
They  roach  the  cave— they  enter — sbw  their  pace, 
And  calm,deepsadneM  macks  each  moumar's  foce. 
And  all  is  hushed-Htiil  he  who  eeems  to  wmi 
In  silent,  stem  devotedness,  hk  fote, 
Hath  met  their  glanoe-^then  grief  to  fiuy  Inim^ 
Each  mien  is  changed,  each  eye  ladigQaBt  fauoi^ 
I  And  voioss  rise,  and  ewoids  have  leJGt  their  sheath*, 
1  Blood  must  atone  for  Uood,  anddeath  for4eath! 
j  They  dose  around  him  :^k>fty  #till  km  mieii, 
j  His  cheek  unaltered,  and  his  brow  tenme^ 
Unheard,  or  heard  in  vain,  is  Zayda'a  cry; 
Fruitless  her  pryiyer,  unmarked  her  agoi^. 
'  But  as  his  foremost  foes  their  weapons  bend 
!  Against  the  lifo  be  seeks  not  tp  defend, 
'  Wildly  she  darts  between— ^ach  feeling  past, 
Save  strong  affection,  which  prevails  at  haL 
Oh  1  not  in  vain  its  daring— 4br  the  blow 
Aimed  at  his  heait  hath  bade  her  life^-Uood  flow 
And  she  halli  sunk  a  maityr  ea  the  biea^ 
Where,  in  that  boor,  her  head  may  calmly  mt, 
For  he  is  saved  :-<^behold  the  Zegri  band. 
Pale  with  dismay  and  griej(  around  bar  ataad; 
While, -every  tboa^  of  h^  and  vengeaoea  e%, 
i  They  weep  for  her  who  soon  shaU  weep  00  moiib 
Sb^ibe  alone  is  cafan:  a  fodiog  smik^ 
Like  sunset,  passep  o'ist  W  cheek  Urn  wiak; 
And  in  her  ef%^t»  yet  it  doMS,  dsmeil 
Those  last  foiiA  lays,  the  parting  floul*s  larowisn. 
I     "X(oivis4b««(mlictpast,andi4MiepBOfid 
,  How  v?eU,  how  deeply  thou  hast  been  bfdovsd  t 
Yes!  in  an  hour  like  this  'twero  vam  to  hidf 
i  The  heaijt  so  loi^  and  sQ^ewsiely  tried: 
StiU  to  thy  »am  that  heart  hath  fond^  IMM 
fifit  ^sterner  dui«v  «ftlk4^-wd  ivBTO  jBdflWi 
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AaiIblMt!~.To 
My  iUb  w«s  iuthfol,*-<uid  for  thM  I  ^ ! 
Nor  AtM  tlie  love  so  punAed  bo  ««in ; 
Seveied  on  OMth,  we  yet  ohaN  moot  mgum, 
FaivwoU  !— And  je,  ot  %ayda^  dying  |nay«v 
Spare  him,  my  kindred  tribe  I  im^kvB  and  wpuel 
Oh !  be  his  gnilt  forgotten  in  bip  woei, 
While  I,  beside  my  sire,  in  peace  repose.* 

Now  lades  ber  cheek,  her  voice  hath  mmkg  md 
death 
Sits  in  her  eye,  and  straggles  In  her  breath. 
One  pang — '^  post— her  task  on  eaith  is  done, 
And  tho  pure  sfint  to  ito  rest  hath  iBova. 
But  ho  liiir  whoc»  she  died— Oh!  iviho amy  pai^t 
The  gnef,  to  whksh  all  olhor^osa  wisfo  faint? 
Tbflis  is  no  power  in  Iw^giMigo  to  ioipatf 
The  doeper  pangs,  the  «nfeak.of  the  hfWEt, 
By  the  dread  Search^  of  thesoul  sqrveyed ; 
These  hsTO^  no  woids — nor  are  by  words  por- 
trayed. 

A  dirge  is  rising  on  iho  nMrantain-air, 
Whose  fitful  yweUs  Hs  plaintive  monours  bear 
Far  o'er  the  Alpwcarraai— wild  its  tpne, 
And  rocks  and  cayaros  echo  "  Thou  art  gone  V^ 

"  Daughter  of  heroes  I  thou  art  gone 
To  share  his  tomb  who  gave  thee  b$ith ; 

Peace  to  the  lovely  spirit  flown  \ 
It  was  not  finrmed  for  earth. 

Thou  wert  a  sunbeam  in  thy  race, 

Which  brightly  patt^  and  left  no  trace. 


"  Bnt  calmly  sleep  t^lbr  tban  ait  Ase, 
And  hands  noohained  thy  tsoib  shaH 

Sleep!  th^  tie elaeedtttboith  far  thee, 
life's  frw  ani  en^  days  I 

Nor  shaft  the»  weloh,  with  teaifW  i^«t 

Tho  Kx^emg  death  ofhhntjr. 

(■Flosmef  the  desert  I  teot*iyhlw» 
Didst  eaify  tothe  storm  iarign : 

We  bear  U  atiU^-sttl  daric  their  (hwpi 
Who  can  not  weep  ier  diiBe  I 

For  qs^  whose  every  hofte  ie  M, 


**  Tltf  4eye  h«se  heeoi  when  «W  thy  liief 
Far  other  slmitsthM  these  hM  tav»d; 

Now,  as  a  hone  ffom  grief  asd  tar, 
WehHlihyilarkabMiel 

We  who  hvt  ln0Br  lo  bsqwMih 

0«v  B0M.  the  ehoiQD  of  ehaine  er  diifth^ 

«  Thon  art  with  DttMi,  ihe  fre«,  te  teiVr 
The  mighty  of  deputed  yean; 

And  for  thfi  slomberers  of  pie  grave 
Oar  fate  hath  left  no  tears. 

Though  loved  and  loot,  to  wedp  wen  vtla 

For  thee,  who  nc^er  Aah  weep  again. 


«<  Have  we  notseen,  dsapoiisil  by  iam. 

The  knd  car  fibers  won  of  yssel 
And  is  there  yet  a  pang  Ibr  thoiB 

Who  gaze  on  iki§  no  moiel 
Oh,  thai  like  Ihem  'twere oaatte  leit  I 
DanghlarofhsioesI  than  art  Ub#!^ 

A  ^w  shovt  yean,  a«d  in  the  lonely  eave 
Wherteleepa  the  Z^pi  mskl,  is  Hamet'sgMve* 
Severed  in  Ufa,  nnited  in  the  tomh    i 
Sodi,  oC  the  heaits  thai  loved  so  well,  the  dwrn  I 
Thob  dhve,  of  woods  and  waves  th'  pteraal  mae»i; 
Their  sepulehje^  the  pifie-olad  rocks  alooe. 
AM  eft  besi4e  the  ntidnight  WAtch^re's  hUviS 
AjBudst  those  leehs,  in  kmg  deponed  days 
(When  Fieedem  fled,  t»  hold,  scMiue^tered  IIuhmi 
The  4erii  and  loflor  Qounab  of  despair)! 
Some  enfed  Moor,  a  warrior  of  the  wild, 
Who  the  lone  home  with  iK>wpf<iI  ftnonf  h^ 

goUed. 
Hath  taught  hm  mwo^im-homfi  the  tale  of  thfflf 
Who  t|Mia  have  aulbrefli  ami  who  thoa  rappee* 


NOTES. 


Note  1,  page  109,  col.  9l 
Not  tkf  llgbi  sai4bn, 
Zambra;  a  Moorish  dance. 

Notes,  page  100^001.3. 

WitbinthahallorUoMi 
The  hall  of  Lions  wan  thp  principal  oti3  of  the 
Alhambra,  and  was  so  called  firom  twelve  sculptur- 
ed lions,  which  supported  aq  alabaster  basiq  in 
the  centre. 

Note  3,  pi^e  |09,  eoi.  % 

Rn  Aben-Zanahi  there  ycNing  H^iiMt  toads. 

Aben-Zunrahs;  the  name  thus  written  is  takien 

firom  the  translation  of  an  AraHc  MS.  given  in 

the  3d  volume  of  Bourgoaiine's  Travels  through 

Spain. 

No(e4,piigeU0,ooL8. 
mM  ¥«ga%  ffaaa  «fl[psnia 
The  Vega,  the  plain  sumMindlng  Ghnmada,  (he 
seene  of  frequent  aeikms  between  the  Meem  and 
Cbiistuuis. 

Nole6^pegelli(V«0iti 

8ms  HbNM  iha  fWBflSI  Si  BS  elMK^iOTB. 

An  eztiame  ledtoees  in  4he  sky  letliepieMgeet 
l!ie  Simoom.— See  Btw^b  WeMflt. 

Kx«e6»pim»lU,Mll, 

t^  vHw  fines  cbp  JCsaiflp^MBK 
Hsth  o'er  (h«  dwoHlngi  of  dis  desBft  psavd. 

Of  the  KaoBilB,  a  hd  aenth  wind,  ssMition  uv 
Egypt  we  h«PB  ttelbUowhifi  ^mou/L^  V«hlBv's 
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TnveU:  "  Thtae  windi  an  known  in  Egypt  by 
the  general  name  of  the  winds  of  fifty  days,  be- 
cause they  pravail  more  frequently  in  the  fifty  days 
preceding  and  following  the  equinox.  They  are 
mentioned  by  traveUen  under  the  name  of  the 
poisonous  winds,  or  hot  winds  of  the  desert :  th«r 
heat  is  so  excessive,  that  it  is  difficult  to  form  any 
idea  of  its  Tiolence  without  having  experienced  it. 
When  they  begin  to  blow,  the  sky,  at  other  times 
so  clear  in  this  climate,  becomes  dark  and  heavy ; 
the  sun  k)ses  his  splendour,  and  appears  of  a  violet 
colour ;  the  air  is  not  ckiudy,  but  gray  and  thick, 
and  is  filled  with  a  subtile  dust,  which  penetrates 
every  where:  respintion  becomes  short  and  diffi- 
cult, the  skin  parched  and  dry,  the  lungs  ate  con- 
tracted and  painful,  and  the  body  consumed  with 
internal  heat  In  vain  is  coolness  sought  for; 
marble,  iron,  water,  though  the  sun  no  bnger  ap- 
pears, are  hot :  the  streets  ate  deserted,  and  a  dead 
silence  appears  every  where.  The  natives  of  towns 
and  villages  shut  themselves  up  in  their  houses, 
and  those  of  the  deserts  in  tenU,  or  holes  dog  in 
the  earth,  where  they  wait  the  tera»nation  of  this 
heat,  which  generally  lasts  three  days.  Wo  to  the 
traveller  whom  it  surprises  remote  from  shelter :  he 
must  suffer  all  its  dreadful  effects,  which  are  some- 
umes  mortal'' 

Note  7,  page  112,  col.  1. 
Whns  taaxteoi  eyes  ei^oy  the  honey-dews  of  deep. 
"Enjoy  the  honey-heavy-dew  of  sluniber."— 
SkakBpeare. 

Note  8,  page  113,  col.  2. 
On  the  graen  V«ga  woo  In  single  flghL 
Gardlaso  de  la  Vega  derived  his  surname  from 
a  single  combat  (in  which  he  was  the  victor)  with 
a  Moor,  on  the  Vega  of  Granada. 

Note  9,  page  114,  col.  1. 
Whodiank  for  man  the  Utter  cap  of  teara 
"  £1  Key  D.  Fernando  bdvio  a  la  Vega,  y  puso 
su  Real  k  la  vista  de  Huecar,  avcynte  y  seys  dias 
del  mes  de  Abril,  adonde  fu6  fortificado  de  todo  lo 
rieoessario ;  ponieudo  el  Christiano  toda  su  gente 
en  esquadron,  con  todas  sus  vanderas  tendidas,  y 
sn  Real  EsUndaite,  el  qual  Hevava  por  divisa  un 
Chiisto  cmcificado." — Hittoria  de  la  GutrroM  Ci- 
tUet  de  Chanada. 

Note  10,  pago  114,  coL  1. 

nam  ym  lich  province  of  the  wMtsiB  MSD 

•  Andalusia  ngnifies,  in  Arabio,  Hie  region  qf  the 

evening  ot  qfihe  weHs  in  a. word,  the  Beaperia 

of  the  Gheriuk— See  OuirL  Bibliot  Arahico- 

fKtpana^  and  GSbbon^e  DecUnt  and  Foil,  4<, 

Note  11,  page  114,  col.  1. 
llwsDoir-whiie  cfasqpei^  and  the  anus  enei 
"  U»  AbenoerragessalieioaoQaBaaoostambiada 


libiea  azul  y  blanea,  todos  Uenos  de  lioos  texidos 
de  plata,  las  plumaa  de  la  misma  ooior;  en  sus 
adargas,  su  aeoetumbrada  divisa,  salvages  que 
desquixalavan  leones,  y  otros  un  mundo  que  k> 
deshaxia  un  selvafe  con  on  baslaiL" — iSuerrm 
dvilee  de  Chranada, 

Note  12,  page  114,  col.  2. 
Th'  eternal  snow  that  crowns  Veku'b  head. 
The  loftiest  heights  of  the  Sierra  Nevada  an 
those  called  Mulhaoen  and  Picacho  de  Yelcta. 

Note  13,  page  114,  ool.  2. 
The  wootadBd  ■Night  a  aheher--aiid  expifed. 
It  is  known  to  be  a  frequent  drcumBtance  in  bat  • 
tie,  that  the  dying  and  the  wounded  drag  them- 
selves, as  it  were  mechanically,  to  the  shelter  which 
may  be  afforded  by  any  bush  or  thicket  on  the  field. 

Note  14,  page  116,  coL  2. 


"  Severe  in  ytrathful  beauty  ."—Jiaton. 

Note  15,  page  117,  cot.  1. 

While  strauDi^  that  bear  thee  treasuiesln  their  wave. 

Granada  stands  upon  two  hills,  separated  by  th# 
Darro.  The  Genii  runs  under  the  walls.  Thr 
Darro  is  said  to  carry  with  its  stream  small  parti> 
cies  of  gold,  and  the  Genii,  of  silver.  When 
Charles  V.  came  to  Granada  with  the  Empress 
Isabella,  the  city  presented  him  with  a  crown  mads 
of  gold,  which  had  beeh  collected  from  the  Dana- 
See  Bourgoanne'a  and  other  TTraveU. 

Note  16,  page  117,  ooLl. 

The  aeafis  of  waniois  adio  0  ks-esfl. 
**  At  this  period,  while  the  inhabitants  of  Gra- 
nada  were  sunk  in  indolence,  one  of  thoee  men, 
whose  natoraUndimpasnoned  eloquence  has  some- 
times aroused  a  people  to  deeds  of  heroism,  raised 
hirf  voice,  in  the  midst  of  the  city,  and  awakened 
the  inhabitants  from  their  lethargy.  Twenty  thou- 
sand enthustastfl^  ranged  under  bis  banners,  were 
prepared  to  sally  forth,  with  the  fury  of  dnpera- 
tion,  to  attack  the  besiegers,  when  Abo  Abdeli, 
more  afraid  of  his  subjects  than  of  the  enemy,  re- 
solved immediately  to  capitulate^  and  made  terms 
with  the  Christians,  by  which  it  was  agreed  that 
the  Moots  should  be  allowed  the  frseexerdse  of 
their  religion  and  laws ;  should  be  permitted,  if 
they  thought  proper,  to  depart  unmolested  vvith 
their  efiixts  to  Africa;  and  that  he  himself,  if  he 
remained  in  Spain,  should  retain  an  extensive  es- 
tate, with  houses  tfid  slaves,  orbs  granted  an  equi- 
valent in  money  if  he  preferred  retiring  to  Barba* 
iy."-...g«s  JaeoVe  TVosefs  in  Spain. 

Note  17,  page  117,  col.  3. 
Asaique^  ZagiU,  Alraondis^  hear! 
Aiarques,  Zegiis,  Almoradis,  different  tribes  ol 
the  Moors  of  Granada,  all  of  h^h  distinction. 
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NotelS,  pagell7,col.  2. 
Dyed  with  no  blood  l)'it  that  of  hoaiilA  bainkL 

The  conquest  of  Granada  was  greatly  facilitated 
ay  the  civil  dissentioiu  which,  at  this  period,  pre- 
vailed in  the  city.  Several  of  the  Moorish  tribes, 
infiaenced  by  private  feuds,  were  fully  prepared 
for  BobmiBsion  to  the  Spaniards;  others  had  ein- 
braced  the  cause  of  Muley  el  Zagal,  the  uncle  and 
competitor  for  the  throne  of  Abdallah  (or  Abo 
Abdcli),  and  all  was  jealousy  and  animosity. 

Note  19,  page  117,  col.  12. 
Wheal^rik's  bands  o'erspread  the  waatem  shorn. 
Tarik,  the  first  leader  of  the  Moors  and  Arabs 
into  Spain.---"  The  Saracens  landed  at  the  pillar 
or  point  of  Europe:  the  corrupt  and  familiar  ap- 
pellation of  Gibraltar  (Gebel  al  Tank)  describes 
the  mountain  of  Tarik,  and  the  intrenchments  of 
his  camp  were  the  first  outhne  of  those  fortifica- 
tions, which,  id  the  hands  of  our  countrymen, 
have  resisted  the  art  and  power  oi  the  House  of 
Bourbon.  The  adjacent  governors  informed  the 
court  of  Toledo  of  the  descent  and  progress  of  the 
Arabs;  and  the  defeat  of  his  lieutenant,  Edeco, 
who  had  been  commanded  to  seize  and  bind  the 
presumptuous  strangers,  first  admonished  Roderic 
of  the  magnitude  of  the  danger.  At  the  royal 
summons,  the  dukes  and  counts,  the  bishops  and 
nobles  of  the  Gothic  monarchy,  assembled  at  the 
head  of  their  followers;  and  the  title  of  king  of  the 
Romans,  which  b  employed  by  an  Arabic  histo- 
rian, may  be  excused  by  the  close  affinity  of  lan- 
guage, reKgion,  and  manners  between  the  nations 
of  Spain."--G)i66ofi's  DetMne  and  Pall,  tf-c.  vol 
Ix.  pp.  473,  473. 

Note  20,  page  U7,coL2. 
When  the  kmg  eombtt  ngpd  oa  Xataf  pbtn. 
"In  the  neighbourhood  of  Cadiz,  the  town  of 
Xeres  has  been  illustrated  by  the  encounter  which 
determined  the  late  of  the  kingdom:  the  stream  pf 
the  Gukdalete,  which  falls  into  the  bay,  divided 
the  two  camps,  and  marked  the  advancing  and 
retreating  skirmishes  of  three  successive  days. 
On  the  fourth  day,  the  two  armies  joined  a  more 
serious   and  decisive  issue.**     "Notwithstanding 
the  valour  of  the  Saracens,  they  fainted  under  the 
freight  of  multitudes,  and  the  plain  of  Xeres  was 
jverppread  with  sixteen  thousand  of  their  dead 
todies.    'My  brethren,'  said  Tarik-  to  his  ^rviv- 
mg  companions, '  the  enemy  is  before  you,  the  sea 
is  behind;  whither  would  ye  fly  7  Follow  your  ge- . 
neral ;  I  am  resoW^  either  to  lose  my  life,  or  to 
trample  on  the  prostrate  king  of  the  Romans.' ! 
Besides  the  resource  of  despair,  he  confided  in  the  ^ 
secret  ec^respondenoe  and  nocturnal  interviews  of 
Count  Julian  with  the  sons  and  the  brother  of 
Witiza.    The  two  princes,  and  the  aichbiBhop 
13» 


of  Toledo^  occupied  the  most  important  post:  their 
well-timed  defection  broke  the  ranks  of  the  Chris* 
tiaiis;  each  warrior  was  prompted  by  fear  or  sus- 
picfon  to  consult  his  personal  safety;  and  the 
remains  of  the  Gothic  army  were  scattered  or  de- 
stroyed in  the  flight  and  pursuit  of  the  three  fol- 
lowmg  days."— CK66on'*  Dedine  and  Fali^  <fv. 
vd.  ix.  pp.  473,  474. 

Note  21,  page  117,  cd.  3. 
And  Africt  tecbirsmUedduough  yielding  l^«la 
The  iectdr^  the  ehout  of  onset  used  by  the  Sarar 
cens  in  battle. 

Note22,  page  118,  col.  1. 
Yoor  king  hath  yklded:  Vakmr*!  drasm  to  o'er. 
The  terrors  oecasioned  by  this  sodden  excite- 
ment of  popular  feeling  46em  even  to  have  aoode- 
rated  Abo  AbdeU's  capitulation.  "  Aterrado  Abo 
Abdefi  con  el  alboroto,  y  temitendo  no  ser  ya  el 
Dueno  de  un  pnebfo  amntinadq^  se  apiesnr6  k 
conduir  una  capituladon,  la  menoe  dura  que  podia 
obtener  en  tan  urgentes  drcunstancias,  y  ofrecio 
entregar  d  Granada  el  dia  seis  de  E^nero.'^— Pomm 
en  Granada^  vol.  i".  p.  298. 

Note  23,  page  116,  coL  1. 

T«^  that  arouDd  (he  oaken  croH  of  yora. 

The  oaken  cross,  carried  by  Palagins  in  battle. 

Not9  24,pagell8,cd.  L   . 
And  thoo,  the  warrior  bora  In  bappy  hour. 
See  Soothey*s  Chronicle  of  the  Cid,  in  whidi 
that  warrior  is  frequently  styled,  *^  he  who  was  bom 
in  happy  ?umr** 

Note  25,  page  118,  coll. 

E'en  In  the  realm  of  apMti  ddit  retain 
A  poiriot'e  vigilance,  mmemlMrlng  SpeiQ  I 

"Moreover,  when  the  Miramamdin  broug&t 
over  from  Africa,  against  King  Don  Alphonso,^ 
the  dghth  of  that  name,  the  mightiest  power  of 
the  misbelievers  that  had  ever  been.bnmglit  against 
Spain,  since  the  destruction  of  the  kings  of  the 
Qoths,  the  Cid  Campeador  remembered  his  coun- 
try in  that  great  danger;  for  the  night  before  thu 
battle  was  fought  at  the  Navas  de  Tolosa,  ia  the 
dead  of  the  night,  a  mighty  sound  was  heard  in 
the  ^de  city  of  Leon,  as  if  it  were  the  tramp  ot 
a  great  army  passing  through;  and  ft  passed  on 
to  the  royal  monastery  of  St  laidroi  and  there  was 
a  great  knocking  at  the  gate  thereof,  and  they 
called  to  a  priest  who  was  keepuig  vigils  in  the 
chtiTch,  and  told  him,  that  the  captains  ef  the  army 
whom  he  heard  were  the  Cid  Ruydiez,  and  Count 
Fenan  (Gonzalez,  and  that  they  came  there  to  call 
up  King  Don  Ferrando  the  Great,  vrfao  lay  buried 
in  that  church,  that  he  might  go  vrith  them  to  de- 
liver Spain.  And  on  the  mnnnw  that  ,peat  tvttle 
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of  ilM  N«v«i  da  t okn  wm  ftMif^t,  wkeniil  «xty 
AoMUEid  of  tlw  HMelMvMi  wotb  ilaiiK  whkh 
«M  OM  of  th0  gmlMt  aiid  Aobiart  iMttlei  ever  won 
Mr  tiMMMm"— amci^*  Chnmidt  qfthe  Od. 

Kotea6,pagell8,coi.l. 

Oratloiof  vreotqf 

TIm  name  of  Andalusia,  the  rtgtan  qfevenifig 

or  qftiuweai,  was  applied  by  the  Arabe,  not  only 

to  the  pronnceao  called,  but  to  the  whde  penin- 

fula. 

Note  27,  page  118,  col.  1. 
Wiutt  tenoBrKnami  aftr  ftom  Vela'i  lowwl 
"En  eate  dia,  para  aietnpre  memorable,  loa 
eoUndartes  de  la  Cruk,  de  8t  lago^  y  el  de  loe 
Royw  de  Caotilla  ae  tiettnUwoa  fl»bre  la  torn  mas 
alta,  Hamada  de  la  Fete;  y  un  ezeictto  pioetor- 
aado,  inondandoee  en  lagrimaa  da  goro  y  leoono^ 
rimledto,  aaietio  al  mas  gloiioao  de  loe  eepcotacn^ 
b&"-«Paieoeen  Oranuulm,  vol.  L  p.  599. 

Note  28,  page  118,001. 3. 

Hmqt  BBftdi  thon  lonfMa— Imgolarly  vM^ 
And  ruk  Uie j  ttem,  la  bmniU  buiiaric  caiU 

Swinburne^  after  describing  the  noble  palace 
baih  by  Charles  V.  in  tbe  precincts  of  the  Alham- 
bra,  thus  proceeds:  <<  Adjoining  (to  the  north) 
•taode  a  huge  heap  of  «»  ugly  buildings  as  can  well 
be  seen,  all  huddled  together,  seemingly  without 
the  least  intention  of  Ibrming  one  habitatian  out 
of  thenk  The  walls  are  entirely  unomamented, 
all  giavol  and  pebbles,  daubed  over  with  piaster  by 
A  very  ooaiae  hand;  yet  this  is  the  palace  of  the 
Moorish  kings  of  Granada,  indisputably  the  most 
curious  place  within  that  exists  in  Spain,  perhaps 
in  Europe.  In  many  countries  yon  may  see  excel- 
lent modem  as  v^U  as  ancient  architecture,  both 
entire  and  in  rains;  hot  nothing 'to  be  met  with 
•ny  where  else  can  conv^  an  idea  of  this  ediice, 
exoe{A  you  take  it  from  the  decorations  of  an 
opera,  or  the  tales  of  the  genii." — Swinbuim^9 
TrmveUthrwtgh  Sjpom. 

Note  29,  page  118,  col.  2. 
A  fsnii  pnhce    on  Anbian  heaven. 

"Passing  round  the  oomer  of  the  emperor's 
pafBiee,  yon  are  admitted  at  a  phdn  unomamented 
door,  in  a  oomer.  On  my  first  visit,  I  confess,  1 
was  strack  with  amaaement  as  I  fitept  over  the 
threshold,  to  £nd  myself  on  a  sudden  transported 
into  aspecks  of  fairy  land.  The  fint  place  you  come 
to  is  the  court  eaUed4he  Coomiuna,  or  del  Metuear, 
ihatii^  the  oooimon  baths:  an  oblong  square,  with 
n  dec|i  basin  of  dear  water  in  the  middle;  two 
tUghts  of  marUe  steps  leading  down  to  the  bot- 
tom; on  each  side  aparterift  of  flowers,  and  a  row 
af  onnge-trees.  Round  the  court  nms  a  peristyle 
f«i«a  wkh  maiUQj  the  arahea  bear  «poii  veiy 


slight  pilUiBi  in  pcopofftions  and  style  diiTetebt 
from  all  the  regular  orders  of  architecture.  Thi 
cdlings  and  walls  axe  incrustated  with  fretwoik  b 
stucco^  so  minute  and  intricate,  that  the  mort 
patient  draughteman  would  find  it  difficult  to  £4- 
bw  h,  unless  he  made  himself  master  of  tiie  gene 
ral  pian.''^SMtt6itme «  Travels  in  Spain. 

Note  3D,  page  119,  coLL 
Bofden  the  wans  In  duFBCtenof  gDhL 
The  walls  and  cornices  of  the  Alhambra  an 
covered  with  inscriptions  in  Arabic  characters 
"  In  examining  this  abode  of  magnificence^"  sajs 
Booigoanne,  ''  the  observer  is  every  moment 
astonished  at  the  new  and  interesAlng  mixture  of 
architecture  and  poetry.  Tho  palace  of  the  Al- 
hambra may  be  called  ar  collection  of  fogitive 
pieces;  and  whatever  duration  these  may  hare, 
time,  with  which  every  thing  passes  away,  has 
too  much  contributbn  to  confirm  to  them  that 
title."-*-8ee  Buargoanne't  7\avelein  Spain, 

Note  31,  page  119,  col.  1. 
Tamtear,  and  flut^  andttabal,  are  thenk 
Atabal,  a  kint*  of  Moorish  drum. 

Note  32,  page  ll9,  coL  1. 
C^nuiaui!  for  CaAile  and  Anagxmf 
"  Y  ansi  entraron  en  la^ciudad,  y  aubierDn  al 
Alhambra,  y  encima  de  la  torre  do  Comaies  tan 
famosa  se  levanto  la  senal  de  la  Santa  Crux,  y 
luego  el  real  estandaite  de  loe  dos  Christianoi 
reyes.  Y  al  punto  los  reyes  de  armaa^  a  graodes 
boves  diaeron,  'Granada!  Granada!  porau  mar 
gestod,  y  por  la  reyna  su  muger.'  Laserenissima 
reyna  D.  Isabel  que  vio  la  senal  de  la  Santa  Cruz 
sobre  la  hermosa  torre  de  Comares,  y  el  so  estan- 
darle  real  con  elJa,  se  hinco.  de  RodLUaa,  y  did  in- 
finites gracias  a  Dice  por  la  victoria  que  le  avia 
dado  contra  aquella  gran  ciudad.  La  niusica  real 
de  la  capiila  del  rey  luego  a  canto  do  organo  canto 
Te  Deura  laudamua.  Fu£  tan  grande  el  plazer 
que  todos  Iloravan.  Luego  del  Alhambra  sonaroQ 
mil  instrumentos  de  musica  de  belicas  trompetas. 
Los  Moroe  amigos  del  rey,  que  querian  ser  Chri*- 
tianos,  cuya  cabeza  era  el  valeroso  Mu9a,  tomaion 
mil  dalzaynas  y  anafiles,  sonando  gran Je  ru^-do  de 
atambores  por  toda  la  ciudad.'' — IBsUtria  de  Uu 
Guerras  Cifilee  de  Granada, 

Note  S3,  page  119,  txA,  1. 
Hie  ftital  lamp!  tnniunerably  blank 
''Los  cavalloros  Moms  que  avemos  dicho, 
aquella  noche  jugaron  galanamente  ■Igay^hf  y 
canas.  Andava  Granada  aquella  noche  coo  taate 
alegria,  y  con  tantas  luminarias,  que  paxeda  que 
se  ardia  la  tiemi.''~IiS«toria  de  las  Ouerrae  Ot- 
wUee  de  Gramada.  GoOgk 
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SwinbcurtM;  m  hk  Ttvnih  tkfoogh  &fmn^  iiv 
Um  jean  Vn  ant  1776rixM|lioiks  tint  tka  amii- 
venaiy  of  the  MnnHl^r  WCbanacIa  to  PapXkm»A 
and  Isabella  waft  still  ohmrwei  in  the  eitj  as  a^ 
peat  festival  and  day  0/  njoicins;  and  ihat  tlis 
populace  on  thai  memacftk  paid  an  imMsl- tiat  to 
the  Moorish  palaoa 

Note  94,  page  lid,  eo).  1. 

To  Africa  wilds  the  royal  exile  flle& 

'^  Los  Gomeles.todo8  se  passaron  en  Africar  j  el 
Rey  Chico  oon  elios,  que  no  qniso  estar  en  Espana,, 
7  en  Africa  le  mataron  lo  Moros  de  aqiiellas  part^, 
porque  perdio  a  Gfanada."-*(?ii«rra«  CiviUt  ds 
Granada, 

Note  35,  page  119,  col.  3. 
Of  Um  iiliDltiiev  BD^  asa  mntodla. 
Abb  AbdeK,  upon  leating*  Granada,  after  Its 
conquest  by  Ferdinand  and  Isabella,  stopped  on 
the  hill  of  Padttl  to  take  a  last  look  of  his  city  and 
palace.  Oveicome  by  the  right,  he  bunt  into 
teari,  and  was  thus  reproached  by  his  mother,  the 
Sultanes9  Ayxa:  "  Thou  dost  well  to  weep,  like 
a  woman,  over  the  loss  of  that  kingdom  which 
thou  knewest  not  how  to  defend  and  die  for  like  a 


nite  reeks  in  the  mountains  ef  the  Bergstiasn. 
''  The  nearer  we  appnMel»ed  these  mountains,  tlfts 
more  we  had  oecasbn  to  admift  thrTSiious  tints 
of  their  granites.  Sometimes  the  precipices  yrwb 
of  a  faint  pink,  then  of  a  deep  red,  a  dull  purple,  or 
a  blush  approaching  to  lUac,  and  somedmes  gleams 
of  a  pale  yellow  mingled  with  the  low  iriirubs  that 
grew  upon  their  sides.  The  day  was  cloudless 
and  blight,  and  we  wero  too  near  these  heights  to 
be  deceived  by  the  iUusbns  of  a«rial  colouring; 
the  real  hues  of  their  featorss  were  as  bcautiAd,as 
their  magnitude  was  subUme." 


THE  WIDOW  OP  CRESCENTIUS, 


nent  eocore  la  i^te  lev6e.'* 
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Note  30,  page  119,  dol.SL 

Tb*  avenger*!  tasl^  la  closed. 

"  El  rey  mandd,  que  si  quedevan  Zegris,  que  no 

viviesEen  en  Granada,  par  la  maldad  que  hizieron 

eontra  los  Ahenoerrages."— (Tuerroe   Ctnila  de 

Granada. 

Note  37,  page  190,  ooL  1. 
•Mkhitha  wild  Alpozains. 
**  The  Alpuxarras  are  so  lofty  that  the  -wast  of 
Barboiy,  and  the  cities  of  Tangier  and  Ceuta,  arej 
discovered  ftom  their  summits;  they  are  about  I 
seventeen  leagues  in  length,  firom  Veles  Malaga 
to  Almeria,  and  eleven  in  breadth,  and  abound 
with  fruit  trees  of  great  beauty  and  prodigious  size. 
In  these  mountains  the  wretohed  remains  of  the 
Moors  took  refuge.'' — Bourgoanne*9  TraveU  in 
Spain. 

Nete^,  page  lSl,'OoT.  1. 
Wen  but  too  Mm  If  ai^ht  mmitead  to  fear. 
"Pliit  k   Dieu  que  je.craigniase!"— i!j»dn>. 
mo^ue. 

Note  39,  page  1^,  col.  1. 
Rival  the  tints  that  float  o^er  sammBr  sklea 
Mrs.  RadsliiTe,  in  her  journey  along  the  banks 
iif  the  Rhine,  thus  describes  the  colors  of  the  gra- 


"  In  the  reign  of  Otho  FII.  Eiaperor  of  Qenna- 
ny,  the  Romans,  excited  by  their  Consul,  Ores- 
centius,  who  ardently  desirsd  to  rsstore  the  ancieiit 
glory  of  the  republic,  made  a  bold  atteaiK  to  shake 
off  the  Saxon  yoke,  and  the  authority  of  the  Popei^ 
whose  vices  rendered  tiiem  objects  of  univenal 
contempt.  The  Consul  was  besieged  by  Otho  at 
the  Mole  of  Hadrian,  which,  long  afimrwardB^  ooft* 
tinned  to  be  called  the  Tower  of  Crescentius.  Otho, 
after  many  unavailing  atUcks  upon  his  Ibrtren,  at 
last  entered  into  negotiations;  and  pledging  his 
imperial  word  to  respect  the  life  of  Cresoentius, 
and  the  righto  of  the  Roman  dtizensi  the  unibrtilh 
nate  leader  was  betrayed  into  his  power,  and  im- 
mediately beheaded,,  with  many  of  his  partisansL 
Stephania,  his  widow,  concealing  her  affliction  and 
her  resentmento  for  the  insulte  to  which  she  had 
been  exposed,  secretly  resolved  to  revenge  her  hus- 
band and  heradC  On  the  rebirp  of  Otho  fron  a 
pilgrimage  to  Mount  Gaigaiio,  which^  perhaps^  a 
feeling  of  remorse. hod  induced  him  to  undertake^ 
she  found  means  to  be  introduced  to  him,  and  to 
gain  his  confidence ;  and  a  poiion  administered  by 
her  was  soon  afterwards  the  cause  of  his  painfiil 
death."*— See  SUtmondi,  Hittory  qf  Ike  Italian 
RepubHea,  vol,  L 


PART  I. 

'Midst  Tivoli's  luxuriixit  gladesi 
BrigljLtrfoaming  ialls,  and  olive  shad^ 
When  dwelt,  in  days  departed  long, 
The  sons  of  battle  and  of  song. 
No  tree,  no  shrub  its  foliage  reari. 
But  o'er  the  wrecks  of  other  years, 
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Temples  and  domes,  which  long  have  b^n 
The  soil  of  that  enchanted  wene. 

There  the  wild  fig-tree  and  the  Tine 
O'er  Hadrian's  mouldering  villa  twine -^1) 
The  cypress,  in  funereal  grace, 
(Jsarps  the  vanished  coluoui's  place; 
O'er  (alien,  shrine,  and  ruined  firieie, 
The  wall-flower  rostles  in  the  hreeip; 
Acanthos-leaves  the  marble  hide, 
They  once  adorned  in  sculptured  pride ; 
And  nature  hath  resumed  her  throne 
0*er  the  vast  works  of  ages  flown. 

Was  it  for  this  that  many  a  pile. 
Pride  of  lUssus  and  of  Nile, 
To  Anio's  banks  the  image  lent 
Of  each  imperial  monument  1(3) 
Now  Athens  weeps  her  shattered  fanes, 
Thy  temples,  Egypt»  strew  thy  plains; 
And  the  proud  faibrics  Hadrian  reared 
From  Tibur^i  vide  haye  disappeared. 
We  need  no  prescient  sibyl  there 
The  doom  of  grandeur  to  declare ; 
Each  stone,  where  weeds  and  ivy  climb, 
Reveals  some  oracle  of  Time ; 
Each  relic  utten  Fate's  decree. 
The  future  as  the  past  shall  be. 

Halls  of  the  dead !  in  Tibui*s  vale. 
Who  now  shall  tell  your  lofty  talel 
Who  trace  the  high  patrician's  dome, 
The  bard's  retreat,  tlw  hero's  home  7 
When  moss-clad  wtecks  alone  recoid, 
There  dwelt  the  world's  departed  lord ! 
In  scenes  where  verdure's  rich  array 
8till  sheds  young  beauty  o'er  decay. 
And  sunshine,  on  each  glowing  hill, 
'Midst  rains  finds  a  dwelling  stilL 

Sunk  is  thy  palace,  but  thy  tomb, 
Hadrian !  hath  shared  a  prouder  doom,(3) 
Though  vanished  with  the  days  of  old 
Its  pillars  of  Corinthian  mould ; 
And  the  fair  forms  by  sculpture  wrought, 
EUush  bodying  some  immortal  thought. 
Which  o'er  that  temple  of  the  dead, 
Serene,  but  solemn  beauty  shed,    ^ 
Have  found,  like  glory's  eelf,  a  grave 
In  time's  abyss  or  Tiber's  wave  :(4) 
Yet  dreams  more  lofty,  and  more  fair,  ■ 
Than  art's  bold  hand  hath  imaged  e'er, 
High  thoughts  of  many  a  mighty  mind, 
Expanding  when  all  else  declined, 
In  twilight  yean,  when  only  they 
Recalled  the  radiance  passed  away. 
Have  made  that  ancient  pile  their  home 
Fortress  of  freedom  and  of  Rome. 

There  he,  who  strove,  in  evil  days,  - 
Again  to  kindle  glory's  rays^ 
Whose  spirit  sought  a  path  of  light, 
For  those  dim  ages  far  too  bright, 


Crescentias  kmg  matirtaiiied  the  strife, 

Which  doted  but  with  its  martyr's  liA, 

And  left  th'  imperial  tomb  a  name, 

A  heritage  of  holier  fame. 

There  ckised  De  Brescia's  mission  high, 

From  thence  the  patriot  came  to  diB:(5) 

And  thou,  whose  Roman  soul  tbs  last, 

Spoke  with  the  voice  of  ages  p&et,(6) 

Whose,  thoughts  so  kmg  firom  eaith  had  fled 

To  mingle  with  the  glorious  dead, 

That  'midst  the  world's  degenerate  race 

They  vainly  sought  a  dwelling-piaoe. 

Within  that  house  of  death  didst  brood 

O'er  visbns  to  thy  ruid  wooed. 

Yet  worthy  of  a  brighter  bt, 

Rienzi !  be  thy  faults  fbigot  1 

For  thou,  when  ail  around  thee  lay 

Chained  in  the  slumben  of  decay; 

So  sunk  each  heart,  thai  mortal  ey^  ' 

Had  scarce  a  tear  for  liberty ; 

Alone,,  amidst  the  darkness  there, 

Couklst  gaze  on  Rome — ^yet  not  despair  !(7) 

'Tis  morn,  and  Nature's  richest  dyes 
Are  floating  o'er  Italian  skies; 
Tints  of  transparent  lustre  shine 
Along  the  snow-clad  Appenine ; 
The  clouds  have  left  Soracte's  height, 
And  yellow  Tiber  winds  in  light 
Where  tombs  and  fallen  fanes  have  strewed 
The  wide  Campagna's  solitude. 
'T  is  amidst  the  scene  to  trace 
Those  relics  of  a  vanished  race ; 
Yet  oVr  the  ravaged  paHi  of  time, 
Such  glory  sheds  thkt  brilliant  clime, 
Where  nature  still,  though  empires  fall, 
Holds  her  triumphal  festival ; 
E'en  Desolation  wears  a  smile. 
Where  skies  and  sunbeams  laugh  the  while; 
And  Heaven's  own  light,  Earth's  richest  bloom. 
Array  the  ruin  and  the  tomb. 

But  she,  who  from  yon  convent  tower 
Breathes  the  pure  frenlxness  of  the  hour; 
She,  whose  rich  flow  of  raven  hur 
Streams  wildly  on  the  morning  air ; 
Heeds  not  how  fair  the  scene  below, 
Robed  in  Italia'e  brightest  glow. 
Though  throned  'midst  Latium's  classic  plaiu^ 
Th'  Eternal  City's  towen  and  fanes. 
And  they,  the  Pleiades  of  earth. 
The  seven  proud  hills  of  Elmpire's  birth, 
Lie  spread  beneath :  not  now  her  glance 
Roves  o'er  that  vast,  sublime  expanse; 
Inspired,  and  bright  with  hope,  'tis  thrown 
On  Hadrian's  massy  tomb  alone ; 
There,  from  the  slorm,  when  Freedim  fled, 
His  ftdthAil  few  CresoenUus  led  I 
While  she,  his  anxious  bride,  who  new 
Bends  o'er  the  scene  her  youthful  brow, 
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Sought  refuge  in  the  hallowed  fane, 
Which  then  ooakl  shelter,  not  in  vain. 
But  now  the  lofty  ttrife  is  o'er, 
And  Ubcrij  shail  weep  no^mora. 
At  length  imperial  Otho's  Toloe    ^ 
Bids  her  devoted  sons  rejoiee ; 
And  he,  who  battled  to  restore 
The  glories  and  the  rightsof  yore, 
Whose  accents,  like  the  clarion's  sound, , 
Could  burst  the  dead  repose  around, 
Again  his  native  Rome  shall  see, 
The  sceptred  city  of  the  free! 
And-yoong  Stephania  waits  the  hoar 
When  leaves  her- lord  his  fortress  tower, 
Her  ardent  heart  with  joyelate. 
That  seems  boyond  ibs  reach  of  fiite ; 
Her  nuen,  fikeereatme  from  above. 
All  vivified  with  hope  and  love. 

Fair  is  her  form,  and  in  her  eye, 
lives  all  the  soul  of  Italy  I 
A  meaning  lefty  and  inspired, 
As  by  her  native  daynrtar  lired; 
Such  vrild  and  high  expression,  fraught 
With  glances  of  impassioned  thought, 
As  fancy  sheds^n  visbns  bright 
O'er  priestess  of  the  God  of  Light  I 
And  the  dark  locks,  that  lend  her  hoe 
A  youthful  and  luxuriant  grace. 
Wave  o'er  her  cheek,  whose  kindling  dyes  . 
Seem  from  the  fire  wkhin  to  rise; 
But  deepened  by  the  burning  heaven 
To  her  own  land  of  sunbeams  given. 
Italian  art  that  ibrvid  glow 
WoukI  o'er  ideal  beauty  throw. 
And  with  such  ardent  life  express 
Her  h^h-WTonght  dreams  of  krveliness;^- 
Dreams  which,  surviving  Empire's  fall    ■ 
The  shade  of  gloiy  still  reoalf. 

But  see, — ^the  banner  oi  the  brav^ 
D*er  Hadrian's  tomb  hath  ceased  to  wave. 
T  is  kfweced^-and  now  Stephania's  eye 
Can  well  the  martial  train  descry, 
Who,  issuing  from  that  ancient  dome, . 
Pour  through  the  crowded  streeu  of  Rome. 
Now  from  her  watch-tower  on  the  height, 
With  step  as  fabled  wood^iymph's  light, 
She  ffie8---and'  swift  her  way  pursues '» 
Through  the  tone  convent*8  avenues. 
Dark  cypress-groves,  and  fields  o'erspr^ul 
With  records  of  the  conquering  dead. 
And  paths  which  track  a  glowing  waste, 
She  traverses  in  breathless  haste ; 
And  by  the  tombs  when  dosi  is  shrined, 
Once  tenanted  by  loftiest  mind. 
Still  passing  on,  hath  reached  the  gate 
Of  Rome,  the  proud,  the  desolate  I 
Thronged  are  the  streets,  and,  still  renewed, 
Rush  on  the  gathering  multitude 


Is  it  their  high-souled  chief  to  greet 
That  thus  the  Roman  thousands  meet  1 
With  names  that  bid  their  thoughts  asceua, 
Creacentius,  thine  in  song  to  bleiiid } 
And  of  triumplial  days  gone  by 
Recall  th'  inspiring  pageantry  1 
— There  is  an  air  of  breathless  dread. 
An  eager  gbnce,  a  hurrying  tread ; 
And  now  a  fearful  ailenoe  round, 
And  now  a  fitful  murmuring  sound, 
'Midst  the  pale  crowds,  that  almost  seem 
Phantoms  of  some  tumultuous  dream. 
Gtuick  is  each  step,  and  wild  each  mien, 
Portentous  of  some  awful  scene. 
Bride  of  Crescentius  \  as  the  throng 
Bore  thee  with  whdming  force  atong, 
How  did  thine  anxiou*  heart  beat  hi^ 
Till  rose  suspense  to  agony  I 
Too  brief  suspense,  that  soon  shaH  dose^ 
And  leave  thy  heart  to  deeper,  woes. 

Who  'midst  yon  guarded  precinct  standi^ 
With  fearless  mien,  but  fettered  hands  1 
The  ministers  of  death  aru  nigh, 
Yet  a  calm  grandeur  lights  his  eye ; 
And  in  his  glance  there  lives  a  mind. 
Which  was  not  formed  for  chains  ta  bind, 
Bujt  cast  in  such,  heroic  mould    ■ 
As  theirs,  th'  ascendant  ones  of  old. 
Crescentius  1  fireedom's  daring  son, 
Is  this  the  guerdon  thou  bast  won  1 
O  worthy  to  have  lived  and  <fied 
In  the  bright  days  of  Latium's  pride  I 
Thus  must  the  beam  of  gtory  close, 
O'er  the  seven  hills  again  that  rose, 
When  at  thy  voke,  to  burst  the  yi^. 
The  soul  of  Rome  indignant  woke  1 
Vain  dream  1  the  sacred  shields  are  goiie,(8) 
Sunk  is  the  crowning  city's  throne  :(9) 
Th'  illusions,  that  around  her  cast 
Their  guardian  spells  have  tong  Deen  past.(10) 
Thy  life  hath  been  a  shot  ster's  ray. 
Shed  o'er  her  midnight  of  decay ; 
Thy  death  at  Freedom's  ruined  shrine 
Must  rivet  every  chain-*but  thine. 

Calm  is  his  aspect,  and  his  eye 
Now  fixed  upon  th^  deep  Uue  sky. 
Now  on  those  wrecks  of  ages  fled, 
Around  in  desolation  spread ; 
Arch,  temple,  column,  worn  and  gray,  - 
Recording  triumphs  passed  away; 
Works  of  the  mighty  and  the  free. 
Whose  steps  on  earth  no  more  shall  be, 
Though  their  bright  course  hath  left  a  traoe 
Nor  yean  nor  sorrows  can  «ffaoe. 

Why  changes  now  the  patriot's  miea, 
Erewhile  so  loftily  serene? 
Thus  can.  approaching  death  controni 
The  might  of  that  crnnmanding  soul  1 
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No !— Heaid  y«  not  that  thrittiBg  erjr 

Which  told  of  btttafeat  agony? 

He  iieaid  it,  mmI,  at  onca  •nbdoedy 

Hath  sunk  the  heio's  ibrtkada. 

He  heard  it,  and  his  heart  too  well 

Whence  rose  that  voioe  of  wo  can  toil ; 

And  'midst  the  gazing  throngs  aioond 

One  well  known  form  bis  glanca  bath  foond  j 

One  fondly  k>ving  and  beloved, 

In  grief,  in  per3|  faithful  pforedL 

Yes,  in  the  wildnesa  of  ddspair, 

She,  his  devoted  bride  is  there^ 

Pale,  breathless,  tbroogh  the  crowd  sha  ffias^ 

The  light  of  frenzy  in  her  eyas : 

But  ere  her  arms  can  dasp  the  form 

Which  life  eve  long  must  cease  to  warm ; 

Ere  on  his  agonizing  breast 

Her  heart  can  heave,  her  head  oaa  rest ; 

Checked  in  her  course  by  ruthless  banda,- 

Mute,  motionlese,  at  once  elie  stands ; 

With  bloodless  cheek  knA  vacant  glance, 

Frozen  and  flxed  in  horror's  trance; 

Spell-bound,  as  every  senae  wen  fled, 

And  thought  overwhelmed,  and  fteling  dead* 

And  the  light  waving  of  her  hair, 

And  veil,  hx  floating  dn  the  air, 

A16ne,  in  that  dread  moment,  sbaw 

She  is  no  sculptured  form  of  wo. 

The  scene  of  grief  and  death  is  o'er. 
The  p^riot's  heart  shall  throb  no  more : 
But  her9—90  vainly  formed  to  prova 
The  pure  devotedness  of  k>i«. 
And  draw  from  fond  affection's  eye 
Alt  thought  auUime,  all  feeling' high ; 
When  consciousness  again  shall  wakt 
Hath  now  no  refbga— bnt  to  bveak. 
The  spirit  kmg  inured  to  pain 
May  smile  at  fixte  fai  Calm  disdain ; 
Survive  its  darkeat  hour,  and  rise 
In  mora  majestic  eneigiee; 
But  in  the  glow  of  vernal  pride, 
If  each  warm  hope  at  met  hath  ilied, 
Then  sinks  the  mind,  a  bKghted  flowat. 
Dead  to  the  sunbeam  and  the  sbewer ; 
A  broken  gem,  Whose  inboni  light 
Is  soattered-^ne'er  to  le-amta. 


PART  II. 

tiAST  thou  a  scene  tbat  is  not  spread 
With  recoids  oftby  gkwy  fledl 
A  monoment  that  doth  not  tell 
The  tale  of  liberty's  farewell  1 
Italia !  thou  art  but  a  grave 
Where  flowers  luxuriate  o^er  the  btava. 
And  nature  gives  her  treasures  birth 
U*er  all  that  hath  beengrea^  on  «a«t£t 


Yet  smile  thy  hnafeaa  aa  ones  they  amiled» 

When  thou  wwt  Freadom'a  fiivoiued  child: 

Though  firne  and  tonb  alika  aie  bw, 

Time  hath  not  dimmad  thy  aaabeam's  glosr^ 

And  robed  in  that  axaking  ray. 

Thou  seem'st  to  triumph  o'ar  deeagr; 

O  yet,  though  by  thy  aotiows  bant. 

In  nature's  pomp  amgnifiDent; 

What  mar^  ii;  iriieB  att  was  lost, 

Still  on  thy  brig^  enehaotad  aoasti 

Though  many  an  amen  warned  him  tiMam^ 

Ungered  the  lord  of  akM|acMai(ll) 

Still  gazing  on  the  hyvely  shy. 

Whose  radienoe  wooed  him— but  to  dia; 

Like  him  wAo  would  nal  linger  there. 

Where  heaven,  aaithi  ooeaii,aB  are  fair) 

Who  'midst  thy  glowtog  aososa  oauU  dwcO, 

Nor  lad  awhile  his  grisfii  fiirewell  \ 

Hath  not  thy  pore  and  genial  air 

Balm  for  all  aadness  but  despair  1(13) 

No  I  there  are  pangs,  whose  deei^om  trace 

Not  aH  thy  magic  can  affs^l 

Hearts,  by  unkindnssa  wnmg,  may  leara 

The  worid  and  all  ito  gilU  to  spora ; 

Time  may  steal  on  with  silent  irsad, 

And  dry  the  tear  that  moiluaa  the  dead ; 

May  change  fond  krvi«,  anbdoe  regret 

And  teach  e'en  vengeaaoa  to  foiget^ 

But  thoa,  Remonet  there  is  no chaim. 

Thy  sting,  avenger,  to  disarm  1 

y  ain  are  bright  anus  and  laughing  akie% 

To  sooth  thy  victim's  agonies: 

The  heart  once  made  thy  burning  threnai 

Still,  while  it  beats,  is  thins  alone. 

In  Tain  for  Olho's  joyless  ay« 
Smile  the  fair  scenes  of.  Italy, 
As  through  her  landscapes'  tish  airay 
Th' imperial  pilgrim  bends  his  way. 
Thy  fbrm,  CreftsittuM  on  his  sight 
Ri^ss  whan  naUmB  laughs  in  ^^ 
Glides  round  him  at  the  nudoight  hoar 
Is  present  in  his  festal  bower. 
With  awful  voiea  and  frowning  mian, 
By  all  but  him  unhsaid,  anaeen, . 
Oh!  thus  to  shadow*  of  the  gc^a 
Be  every  tyrant  still  a  shtva  I 

Where  thvoagh  GNxgano's  woody  dclIs, 
O'er  bending  oaks  tha  north-yVMl  aweUc^''J3) 
A  sainted  hermit's  towly  tomb 
Is  bosomed  in  umbrafeoua  glooi-\ 
In  ahadcs  that  saw  him  live  and  dl^ 
Beneath  their  waving  canopy. 
'Twas  Iris,  aa  legends  tell,  ,to  sham 
The  converse  of  immortals  there  \. 
Around  that  dweUor  of  the  wikl 
There  "bright  appearances"  havati  \  \.(I4) 
And  sligri  wkigi,  at  eve,  havo  been 
Gleaming  the  shadbwy  bougba  between^ 
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And  oft  from  tkal  aeoluded  bofwr 
Hath  bfettUied,  •!  miilDighl's  calowr  kovr, 
a'  swell  of  ▼iewiew  Imrpt,  a  soood 
Of  varbled  anthflnv  pealing  roaad. 
Oh,  none  but  Toioei  of  tha  ^y 
Might  wake  that  tlvUting  baraxMiyi 
Whoie  tones,  who«  vety  eehoei  matlt 
An  Eden  ^f  the  looaly  shade  1 

Years  have  gone  hj;  the  kermit  ilesfs 
Amidat  Gargano's  woods  and  steeps  I 
Itj  and  flowers  have  half  overgrown 
And  Tciled  his  low,  sepulchrsl  stone: 
Vet  still  the  spot  is  hely,  still 
Celestial  footsteps  hatint  the  hill; 
And  oft  the  awe-struck  mountaineer 
Adrial  Tesper^hynns  may  hear 
Around  those  forestrpredncts  float» 
Soft,  solemn,  dearer—but  still  remoto, 
Oft  wiU  Affliction  breathe  her  pkint 
To  that  rude  shrine's  departed  sain^ 
And  deem  that  spiriti  of  the  blest 
There  shed  sweet  influence  o'er  her  breast 

And  thither  Otho  now  repaii% 
To  sooth  his  soul  with  vows  and  prayers ; 
And  if  for  him,  on  holy  ground, 
The  lost  one,  Peace,  may  yet  be  found, 
■Midst  locks  and  forests,  by  the  bedy 
Where  calmly  sleep  the  sainted  dead, 
She  dwells^  vemote  fiom  heedless  eye^ 
With  Nature's  lonely  mijesty. 

Vain,  vain  the  search-^his  troubled  breast 
No  vow  nor  penance  lulls-to  rest ; 
The  weary  pilgrimage  is  o'ei: 
The  hopes  tbiat  cheered  it  are  no  more. 
Then  sinks  his  soul,  and  day  by  day. 
Youth's  buoyant  energies  decay. 
The  light  of  health  his  eye  hath  flown, 
The  glow  that  tinged  his  cheek  is  gone.  . 
Joyless  as  one  on  whom  Is  laid 
Some  baleful  spell  that  bids  liim  fiuk'. 
Extending  its  mysterbus  power 
Cer  every  stene,  o'er  every  hour  \ 
E'en  thus  be  withers ;  and  to  him, 
Italia's  brilliant  skies  are  dim. 
He  withers — in  that  glorious  dime 
Where  Nature  laughs  in  scorn  of  Time  j 
And  euns,  that  shed  on  all  below 
Their  ftiU  and  vivifying  glow, 
From  him  alone  their  power  withhold| 
And  leave  his  heart  in  darkness,  cold. 
EUrth  blooms  S3found  him,  heaven  is  fair, 
He  only  seems  to  perish  there. 

Yet  sometimes  wiU  a  transient  smile 
Play  o'er  his  faded  cheek  awhile, 
When  breathes  his  minstrel-boy  a  strain 
Of  power  to  lull  all  earthly  pain ; 
So  wildly  sweet,  its  ncrtes  might  seem 
Th'  ethereal  miisic  ,of  a  dream, 


A  spirit's  voice  firom  worids  nnknowo» 
Deep  thrilling  power  in  every  tone  1 
Sweet  is  that  lay,  and  yet  its  flow 
Hath  language  only  giyen  to  wo; 
And  if  at  times  its  wakening  svfdl 
Some  tale  of  glory  seems  to  tell, 
Soon  the  proud  notes  of  triumph  dis, 
Loslria  a  dirge's  harmony: 
Oh  I  many  a  pang  the  heart  hath  proved, 
Hath  deeply  suflered,  fondly  loved, 
Ere  the  sad  strain  oould  catch  from  thciMie 
Such  deep  impassioned  eloquence ! 
Yes !  gaxe  on  him,  that  minstrel  boy- 
He  is  no  chile)  of  hope  and  joy ;. 
Though  few  his  yeais,  yet  have  they  been 
Such  as  leave  traces  m  the  mien. 
And  o'er  the  roses  of  our  prime 
Breathe  other  blights  than  those  of  time. 

Yet,  seenis  his  ^irit  wild  and  prou^ 
By  grief  unsofteoed  and  unbowed. 
Oh  I  there  are  sorows  which  impart 
A  sternness  foreign  to  the  heart, 
And  rushing  with  an  earthquake's  power, 
That  makes  a  desert  in  an  hour } 
Rouse  the  dreed  paenons  in  their  course. 
As  tempest  wake,  the  billows'  force  1*— 
'Tis  sad,  on  youthful  Guido's  face, 
The  stamp  of  woes  like  these  to  trace. 
Oh!  where  can  ruins  awe  mankind 
Dark  as  the  ruins  of  the  mind  1 

His  mien  is  bfty,  but  his  gaae 
Too  well  a  wandering  soul  betrays : 
His  full,  dark  eye  at  times  is  bright 
With  strange  and  m6mentary  light. 
Whose  quick  uncertain  flashes  throw 
O'er  his  pale  cheek  a  beetle  glow : 
And  oft  his  features  and  his  air 
A  shade  of  troubled  .mystery  wear, 
A  glance  of  hurried  wildness,  frat^ht 
With  some  unfathomable  thought 
Whate'er  that  thought,  still  unexpressed. 
Dwells  the  sad  secret  in  his  breast ; 
The  pride  his  haughty  brow  reveals. 
All  other  passion  well  conceals. 
He  breathes  each  wounded  feeling's  tone 
In  music's  eloquence  alone; 
His  soul's  deep  voice  is  only  poured 
Through  his  full  song  and  swelling  choro 
He  seeks  no  friend,  Uit  shuns  the  train 
Of  oourtiers  with  a  proud  disdain ; 
And,  save  when  Otho  bids  his  lay . 
Its  half  unearthly  power  essay, 
In  haU  or  bower  the  heart  to  thriU, 
His  haunts  are  wild  and  lonely  stUl. 
Far  distant  from  the  heedless  throng. 
He  roves  old  Tiber's  banks  along, 
Where  Empire's  desolate  remains 
Lie  scattered  o'er  the  silent  phuns : 
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Or,  lingering  'midst  each  rained  shrine 
That  alrews  the  dcseit  Palatine, 
With  mournful,  yet  commanding  mien, 
Like  the  ead  Gretiiuf  of  the  scene, 
Entranced  in  awful  thought  appean 
To  commune  with  departed  years. 
Or  at  the  dead  of  night,  when  Rome    - 
Seems  of  heroic  shades  the  home ; 
When  Tiber's  murmuring  Toice  recalls 
The  mighty  to  their  andent  halls; 
When  hushed  is  every  meaner  sound, 
And  the  deep  moonlightpcolm  around 
Leaves  to  the  solemn  scene  alone 
The  majesty  of  ages  fiown ; 
A  pilgrim  to  each  hero's  tomb. 
He  wanders  through  the  sacred  gloom; 
And  'midst  those  dwellings  of  decay, 
At  times  will  breathe  so  sad  a  lay, 
So  wild  a  grandeur  in  each  tone, 
'Tia  like  a  dirge  for  empires  gone! 

Awake  thy  pealing  harp  again. 
But  breathe  a  more  exulting  strain, 
Young  Guide !  for  awhile  forgot 
Be  the  dark  secreU  of  thy  lot, 
And  louse  th'  inspiring  soul  of  song 
To  speed  the  banquet's  hour  along !~ 
The  feast  b  spread ;  and  music's  call 
la  echoing  through  the  royal  hall. 
And  banners  wave,  and  trophies  shine, 
O'er  sUtely  guesto  in  glittering  tine ; 
And  Otho  seeks  awhile  to  ehase 
The  thoughts  he  never  can  erase, 
And  bid  the  voice,  whose  murmurs  deep 
Rise  like  a  spirit  on  his  sleep. 
The  still  small  voice  of  conscience  die^ 
Lost  in  the  din  of  revelry. 
On  his  pale  brow  dejection  lowers, 
But  that  shall  yield  to  festal  hours; 
A  gloom  is  in  his  faded  eye, 
But  that  from  music's  power  shall  fly: 
His  wasted  cheek  is  wan  with  care. 
But  mirth  shall  spread  fresh  crimson^  there. 
Wake,  Guido'.  wake  thy  numbers  high 
Strike  the  bold  chord  exultingly! 
And  pour  upon  th'  enraptured  eatf 
Such  strains  as  warriors  love  to  hear  I 
Let  the  rich  mantling  goblet  flow, 
And  banish  all  resembling  wo ; 
And,  if  a  thought  intrude,  of  power 
To  mar  the  bright  convivial  hour, 
Still  must  its  influence  lurk  unseen. 
And  cloud  the  heart — ^but  not  the  mici)! 

Away,  vain  dream ! — on  Otho's  brow, 
Still  darker  lower  the  shadows  now; 
Changed  are  his  features,  now  o'erspread 
With  the  cold  paleness  of  the  dead; 
Now  crimsoned  with  a  hectic  dye, 
Th«  burmng  6ush  of  agony! 


His  lip  is  quivering,  and  his  breast 
Heaves  with  convulsive  pangs  oppressed ; 
Now  his  dim  eye  seems  fixed  and  giaaed. 
And  now  to  heaven  in  anguish  nosed ; 
And  as,  with  unavailing  aid. 
Around  him  throng  his  guests  dbmayed, 
He  sinks— while  scarce  his  straggling  breath 
Hath  power  to  falter—"  This  is  death!" 

Then  rushed  that  hanghty  child  of  song 
Dark  Guido,  through  the  awe^strack  throng; 
Filled  with  a  strange  delirious  lighl, 
His  kindUng  eye  shone  wildly  bright. 
And  on  the  sufferer's  mien  awhile 
Gaang  with  stem  vindictive  smile, 
A  feverish  glow  of  triumph  dyed 
His  burning  c-heek,  while  thus  be  cried  :*- 
'Tes!  these  are  death-pangs--on  thy  brow 
Is  set  the  seal  of  vengeance  now! 
Oh!  well  was  mixed  the  deadly  draught, 
And  long  and  deeply  hast  thou  quafied ; 
And  bitter  as  thy  pangs  may  be. 
They  are  but  guerdons  meet  from  me! 
Yet,  these  are  but  a  moment's  throes, 
Howe'er  intense,  they  soon  shall  dose 
Soon  shalt  thou  yield  thy  fleeting  breath, 
My  life  hath  been  a  lingering  death ; 
Since  one  dark  hour  of  wo  and  crime, 
A  blood^pot  on  the  page  of  time! 

"  Deemest  thou  my  mind  of  reason  void 
Tt  is  not  phrenzied, — ^but  destroyed ! 
Ay!  view  the  wreck  with  shuddering  thougtit,- 
That  work  of  ruin  thou  hast  wrought! 

"  The  s^ret  of  thy  doom  to  tell, 
My  name  alone  suffices  well  t 
Stephania !~-once  a  hero's  bride! 
Otho!  thou  knowest  the  rest— A«  died. 
Yes!  trusting  to  a  monarch's  word, 
The  Roman  fell,  untried,  unheard ! 
And  thou,  whose  every  pledge  was  vain. 
How  oouldst  tfwu  trust  in  aught  again  1 

*'  He  died,  and  I  was  changed — my  soul, 
A  bnely  wanderer,  spumed  control.^ 
From  peace,  and  light,  and  glozy  hurled, 
The  outcast  of  a  purer  world, 
I  saw  each  brighter  hope  o'erthrown, 
And  lived  for  one  dread  task  alone. 
The  task  is  closed— fulfilled  the  vow, 
The  hand  of  death  is  on  thee  now. 
Betrayer  1  in  thy  turn  betrayed, 
The  debt  of  blood  shall  soon  be  paid! 
Thine  hour  is  come-^he  time  hath  been 
My  heart  had  shrunk  from  such  a  scene ; 
Thai  feeling  long  is  past — my  fate 
Hath  made  me  stem  as  dbsolate. 

"  Ye  that  around  me  shuddering  stand, 
Ye  chiefs  and  princes  of  the  land ! 
Mourn  ye  a  guilty  monarch's  doom? 
—Ye  wept  not  o'er  the  patriot's  tombl 
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rf«  sleeps  onhonoTcd — ^yet  be  mine 
To  share  his  low,  neglected  shrine. 
fill  soul  with  freedom  finds  a  home, 
Bis  grave  is  that  of  glory — Rome! 
Are  not  the  great  of  old  with  her, 
fbat  dtj  of  the  sepulchre) 
Lead  me  to  death!  atid  let  roe  share 
The  slombers  of  the  mighty  there !" 
The  day  departs^that  fearful  ^Kf 
Fades  in  cahn  Icfveliness  away: 
From  purple  heavens  its  lingering  beam 
Seems  melting  into  Tiber's  stream, 
And  sofUy  tints  each  Roman  hill 
With  glowing  light,  as  clear  and  stiU, 
As  if,  unstained  by  crime  or  wo, 
Its  hours  had  passed  in  silent  flow. 
The  day  sets  calmly — it  hath  been 
Marked  with  a  strange  and  awfi\l  scene: 
One  guilty  bosom  throbs  no  more, 
And  OthoV  pangs  and  life  areo*er. 
And  thou,  ere  yet  another  sun 
His  burning  race  hath  brightly  run. 
Released  from  anguish  by  thy  fbes, 
Daughter  of  Ronie!  shalt  find  repose. — 
Yes!  on  thy  country's  lovely  sky 
Fix  yet  onee  more  thy  parting  eye! 
A  few  short  hours— and  all  shall  be 
The  nlent  and  the  past  for  thee. 
Oh!  thus  with  tempests  of  Srday 
We  struggle,  and  we  pass  aw9y, 
Like  the  wild  billows  as  they  sweep 
Leaving  no  vestige  on  the  deep! 
And  o'er  thy  dark  and  lowly  bed 
The  sons  of  future  days  shall  tread,         ' 
The  pangs,  the  conflicts,  of  thy  lot. 
By  them  unknown,  by  thee  fbrgot. 


NOTES. 

Note  1,  page  128,  col.  1. 

O'erHadrkui'i  mouldering  villa  twine. 

J*6tais  all6  passer  quel^ues  jours  seul  a  Tivoli. 
Je  paicouras  les  environs,  et  surtont  celles  de  la 
Villa  Adriana.  Surpris  par  la  phiie  au  milieu  de 
ma  course,  jeme  Hfugiai  dans  les  Salles  des 
TTiermea  voirins  du  Fectte  (montmiens  de  la 
villa),  0OUS  on  iiguier  qui  avait  xenverB6  le  pan 
d'on  mar  en  f '61evant  Dans  un  .petit  salon  octo- 
gone,  oavert  devant  moi,  une  vigne  vierge  avait 
peic4  la  vodte  de  I'Sdifice,  et  son  grqs  cep  lisse, 
rouge,  et  tortueux,  montalt  le  long  du  mur  comme 
an  serpent  Autour  de  moi,  ii  travers  les  arcades 
des  raineSy  s'ouvraient  des  points  de  vpe  sur  la! 
Campagne  Romaine.  Des  buissons  de  sureau 
lemplissatent  ks  salles  desertes  on  venaient  se 
i6fagier  quelques  merles  solitaires.  Les  fragmens 
de  mafonnexie  ^talent  tapisscs  de  feuilles  de  sco- 
14 


lopendre,  dont  la  verdure  satinee  se  dessmait 
comme  un  travail  en  mosaique  sur  la  blancheur 
des  marbros:  9II  et  la  de  hautacyprte  rempla^aient 
les  eolonnes  tomb6es  dans  oes  paJais  de  la  Mort; 
Tacanthe  sauvage  rampait  a  leurs  pieds,  sur  des 
debris,  comme  si  la  natuie  s'^tait  plu  a  reproduire 
BUT  oes  ebefiKd'ceuvee  mutiles  d'architeoture,  Tornar 
men^  de  lew  beauti  pass^e.^'^CAaieatt&naiul. 
Souvenirs  iP  Italic, 

Note  2,  page  128,  col  1. 

Of  each  Imperial  moaunMDL 
The  gardens  and  buildings  of  Hadrian's  villa 
were  copies  of  the  most  celebrated  scenes  and 
edifices  in  his  dominions ;  the  Lycsum,  the  Aca- 
demia,  the  Pyrtaneum  of  Athens,  the  Temple  of 
Serapis  at  Alexandria,  the  Yale  of  Tempe,  dx. 

Note3,  page  128,  col.  1. 
Sunk  la  thy  paiace,  but  thy  tomb^ 
Badrianl  hatbihared a  prouder  doom. 
The  mausoleum  of  Hadrian,  now  the  castle  of 
St  Angeb,  was  finst  converted  into  a  citadel  by 
Belisarius,  in  his  successful  defence  of  Rome 
against  the  Goths.  "  The  bver  of  the  arts,"  says 
Gribbon,  "  must  read  with  a  sigh,  that  the  works 
of  Praxiteles  and  Lysippus  were  torn  from  their 
lofty  pedestals,  and  hurled-into  the  ditch  on  the 
heads  of  th^  besiegers.".  He  adds,  in  a  note,  that 
the  celebrated  Sleeping  Faun  of  the  Barbarini 
palace  was  found,  in  a  mutilated  state,  when  the 
ditch  of  St .  Angelo  was  cleansed  under  Urban 
VIII.  In  the  middle  ages,  the  maUt  HadriarU 
Was  made  a  permanent  fortress  by  the  Roman 
government,  and  bastions,  outworks,  Ac,  were 
added  to  the  original  edifice,  which  had  been 
stripped  of  its  marble  covering,  its  Corinthian  pil* 
lars,  and  the  brazen  cone  which  crowned  its  sum- 
mit 

Note  4,  page  128,  cot  1. 

Rave  found,  like  glory's  mW,  a  graye^ 
In  timeVi  abjB%  or  T&er's  waTe. 
**  Les  plus  beaux  monuroens  des  arts,  les  plus 
admflrables  statues  ont  6t6s  jet^es  dans  le  Tibre, 
et  sont  cachto  sous  ses  flots.  Gtui  sait  si,  pour  les 
chercher,  on  ne  le  ddtournefa  pas  un  jour  de  son 
litl  Mais  quand  oi)  songe  que  les  chef-Kl'ceuvres 
du  g6ifie  hnmun  sont  peut^tre  \k  devant  nous,  et 
qu'un  ceil  plus  perpant  les  verrait  a  travers  les 
ondes,  I'on  6prouve  je  ne  sais  quelle  (motion  qui 
renait  a  Rome  sans  cesae  sous  diverses  formes,  et 
fait  trouver  une  soci£t6  pour  la  penste  dans  les 
objets  physiques,  muets  partout  ail]eur8."^JIae{. 
deStail. 

Note  5|  page  128,  ool.  2l 

There  ckised  De  Brescia's  mlarian  high. 
From  thence  the  patriot  came  to  dia 

AmoU  de  Bresda,  the  undaunted  and  eloquem 
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ehampbn  of  Ronum  libeitf ,  aftw  m\ 
isfforto  to  rasCoK  the  Mleient  oooititatioii  of  the 
pqHibUo,  W9»  pot  to  de^th  in  the  year  1166  by 
Adrian  IT.  This  event  is  Uuia  dembed  by 
Bkmondi,  Hutoin  det  BipubUquet  Aallsnneff, 
vol.  11.  pages  68  and  69.  "hb  pr6frct  demeum 
dans  ]e  ehiteav  Saint  Ange  avee  son  prisoimier; 
fl  le  ik  transporter  on  mintin  iur  la  plaee  destine 
aux  exfcations,  devant  la  Porte  da  People.  Ar< 
naud  de  Brescia,  61ev6  sor  on  bdcheir,  fot  attach^ 
a  un  poteao,  en  face  du  Cono.  II  poOvoit  mesu- 
rer  des  yeux  lea  trois  longues  rues  qoi  oboutis- 
soient  devant  son  6chafaad;  elles  font  presqu'  nne 
moietd  de  Rome.  C'est  \h  qoliabitoient  fes 
hommes  qoll  avoH  si  souYent  appeI6s  h.  la  bibert^, 
lis  reposoient  encore  en  palz,  ijpiorant  le  danger 
de  leur  ligislateor.  Le  tumolte  de  Texteution  et 
la  flamme  do  bdcber  rtveiil&rent  ies  Remains ;  ils 
s'armdrent,  ils  aoconrorent,  mai«  tn>p  tard;  et  Ies 
cohortes  da  pape  lepooasdrent,  avec  leum  lances, 
eeoxqoi,  n'ayant  pu  saaver  Amand,  vooloiedtdu 
moins  lecneillir  ses  ^cndies  eoomie  de  pr^cisoses 
ssii^oes." 

Note  6,  page  128,  coL  3. 
I^ike  wMi  tbt  Tsiesofaios  iwt. 
"Posterity  will  eompaie  the  irlrtoes  and  ISuKjags 
of  this  extraordiAtf y  man ;  bott  in  a  long  period 
of  anaiehy  and  servitnde  ^  name  of  Rie»d  has 
often  been  eeiebrated  as  the  delivever  of  hSs  eoon- 
try,  and  the  last  of  the  Roman  patdets.'-^OiMon's 
Decline  and  FaU^  4^.  «ol.  xii.  p.  36S. 

No^7,pacsl98,oQLa 
Godda  gsat  oe  EoBie— yet  not  deapalr. 
*Le  consul  Terentius  Varron  avoit  fui  hon- 
teuseraent  jnsqo'a  Venoose:  cet  homme  de  ia 
plus  basse  naissanoe,  n'avait  6t6  6lev6  ao  eonsulat 
qoe  pour  mortifier  la  noUesn:  mab  le  s6nat  ne 
yoolot  pas  jooir  de  «b  nalbenmux  naoBybe ;  il  vit 
combten  il  6toit  n^cessaiie  qn'ils'attir&tdans  cette 
•eeasioa  ia  conlUnce  d«  people,  il  alia  ai>dsirant 
Vairsn,  et  le  resMtcia  de  oe  fuHf  a'amiT  jpos 

dfw  et  Dtndtnte  dee  iBMuilvs. 


IMe8,p^g0lS9;iX)l.2* 


Of  the  sacred  badden,  or  artdNs  of  Rone, 
viiHch  were  kept  in  the  temple  of  Mara,  Plotarefa 
gives  the  following  acooant  "  In  tbe  eighth  year 
of  Noma's  reign  a  peslienee  prsvailed  in  Italy; 
Rome  also  felt  its  .ravages.  While  the  peo^ 
were  greatly  deject,  wo  aie  told  that  a  brazen 
buckler  fell  from  heaven  into  the  hands  of  Noma. 
Of  this  he  gave  a  very  wonderfol  aocoont,  re- 
ceived frofn  &eria  and  the  Moses:  that  the  bock- 
lei  was  sent  down  for  the  pmervition  of  the  city, 


and  shoold  be  kept  with  great  caie:  that  eleven 
othen  should  be  maile  at  like  it  as  possibb 
in  size  and  fashion,  in  order  that  if  any  penon 
were  disposed  to  steal  it,  he  might  not  be  able  to 
distinguish  that  which  fell  from  heaven  fWim  the 
rest.  He  further  declared,  that  the  phu:e^  and  the 
meadows  about  it,  wiwie  he  frequently  converMd 
with  the  Moses,  shoold  be  oonsecnUed  to  those 
divinities;  and  that  the  spring  which  watered  the 
groond  shoold  be  sacred  to  the  use  of  the  Vealal 
Virgins,  daily  to  sprinkle  and  porify  their  temple. 
The  immediate  cessation  of  the  pestilence  m  said 
to  have  confirmed  the  troth  of  this  aeooant"-^ 
lA/e  qfNuma, 

Note  9,  page  199;  col  9L 

Chink  lithe creiminselty% tfaBOML " 

"Who  hath  taken  coonsel  against  Tyre,  the 

crowning  city,  whose   merchants   are   princes, 

whose  trafiicker^  are  the  honooraUe  of  the  ear^l** 

— Isaiak,  chap,  xxiii 

Note  10,  page  199,  ool.  9. 

Their  gusidlBA  apeUi  |)avB  long  been  peA 
"  Un  melange  Uzam  de  grandeor  d*&me,  et  de 
foiblease  entroit  dte  oette  6poque  (ronzi&me  sidele) 
dans  le  caract^re  des  Raniains.-^Uo  moovemeol 
g6n6Teox  vera  Ies  giandes  cboees  faisoit  place 
toot-arooop  k  Tabattement;  ils  passoient  de  h 
libeitd  la  plos  orageOss,  a  la  servitude  la  pins 
avilieiante.  On  aoroit  dit  qoe  Ies  ruines  tenoient 
ses  habitaos'dans  Ies  sentiment  de  leur  impossei 
Ies  portiqoes  ddserts  de  la  capitale  do  monde,  en- 
tresance;  ao  miUeo  de  ces  monotnens  de  ]ear 
donunation  passie,  lea  dtoyens  6proavoient  d'ont 
manidre  trap  d6ooorageante  leor  propre  nullity 
Le  nom  des  Rom'ains  qulls  portoiont  ranimoil 
fr6quemment  leor  entbouoasme,  oomme  il  le  ra- 
nime  encore  aojoord'boi ;  mais  bientdt  la  voe  de 
Rome,  do  Forom  desert,  des  sept  oollines  de  noo- 
vero  rendoes  an  p&turage  des  troupeaux,  des  tem- 
ples diefAiSf  des  monomens  tombant  en  mine,  Ies 
ramenoii  &  oantir^*ils  ii*6teient  ptoi  Ies  Ranaina 
d*aiitrefoM.^*-^awmaw{i  iRiAptrv  dee  H^pi^ 
^ilgifeff  ilMenJMi^  vpl  i  p.  179.      . 

NotflU,jpei0ldacpL9, 
UsfffBi  As  iBlof  dsqwnssf 

As  for  Ofeeso,  he  was  carried  to  Astyra,  where, 
finding  a  vesnl,  he  hnmediately  went  on  board, 
coasted  along  to  Circaam  with  a  favourable  vrind. 
The  pilots  were  preparing  immediately  tosail  #imi 
tiience,  but  whether  it  was  that  be  feared  the  sei^ 
or  had  not  yet  given  up  all  hopes  inCosiir,  he  dis- 
embariied,  and  travelled  a  hundred  forltfip  on 
foot,  as  if  Rome  had  been  the  pUbOe  of  bis  desti* 
natbn.  Repenting,  however,  afterwards,  be  Ml 
that  road  and  made  aguB  for  the  sea.    HepaMsd 
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ilie  nigM  ui  the  ooafc  peri)lezing  and  horrid  thooght^ 
OMmoch,  thtX  he  was  ■ometunea  inclined  to  go 
prirately  into  Caasar's  house  and  irtab  himoelf  up- 
on the  altar  of  his  domestic  gods,  to  bring  the  di- 
vine vengeance  vpon  his  betrayer.  But  he  waa 
deterred  from  Usis  by  the  fear  (if  torture.  Other 
alternatives  equally  distrcasftil  presented  them- 
selves. At  last  he  put  himself  in  the  hands  of  his 
servants,  and  ordered  them  to  carry  him  by  ssa  to 
CajeCa,  where  he  had  a  deOghtful  retreat  in  the 
summer,  when  the  Etesian  winds  set  in.  There 
was  a  temple  of  ApoBo  on  that  coast,  from  which 
a  flight  of  crows  came  with  great  noise  towards 
Cicen/s  vessel  as  it  vras  making  land.  They  perch- 
ed on  both  ndes  the  sail-yard,  when  some  sat 
croaking,  and  others  pecking  the  ends  of  the  ropes. 
All  looked  upon  thb  as  an  ill  omen ;  yet  Cicero 
went  on  shore,  apd,  entering  his  house,  lay  down 
to  repose  himself.  In  the  mean  time  a  number  of 
crows  settled  in  the  chamber-window,  and  croak- 
ed in  the  most  doleful  manner.  One  of  them  even 
entered  it,  and  alighting  on  the  bed,  attempted, 
with  fts  beak,  to  draw  off  (he  clothes  with  which 
he  had  covered  his  &oe.  On  nght  of  this,  the 
servants  began  to  reproach  themselves.  '  Shall 
we,'  said  they,  *  remain  to  be  spectators  of  our 
nMSter's  murder?  Shall  we  not  protect  him,  so 
innecent  and  so  great  a  sufferer  as  he  is,  when  the 
brats  creatuKSfive  him  marks  of  their  care  and 
attention  V  Then,  partly  by  entreaty,  partly  by 
face,  they  got  him  into  hu  litter,  and  parried  him 
towards  the  sea."— P/Worc^    Ij{fe  qf  Cicero, 

Note  13,  page  130,  col.  9. 

Balm  fiv  an  ndnan  bat  despalrt 
"  Now  purer  air 
Meets  his  approach,  and  to  the  heart  Inspires 
YemaT  delight  and  joy,  able  tp  drive 
AH  sadness  but  despair."— IfiUon. 

Note  13,  page  130,  col.  8. 
O'er  bending  oaks  the  narth-wind  sweltaL 
Mount  Gargano.  "  This  ridge  of  mountains 
forms  A  very  large  promontory  advancing  into  the 
Adriatic,  and  separated  from  the  Apennines  on 
the  west  by  the  plains  of  Lucera  and  San  Severo. 
We  took  la  ads  into  the  heart  of  the  mountains 
through  shady  deUs  and  noble  woods,  which  brought 
to  our  minds  the  venerable  groves  that  in  ,ancient 
times  bent  with  the  loud  winds  sweeping  along  the 
nagged  skies  of  Owsanuai 

'AqnlkHilbui 
OuBresca  Oei|ssl  Mboian^ 
Bl  iblOs  tkhnntur  ocnU— Jftraee. 

'  **  There  is  a  respectable  forest  of  evergreen  and 
eommon  oak,  phie,  hornbeam,  chestnut,  and  manna- 
Mth.  The  sbelterod  valleys  are  industriously  cnl« 
tivated^  and  seem  to  be  blest  with  luxuriant  reg^ 


Note  14,  page  13Q,  coL  ^ 
Tbmn  "  bright  appaaruiees^hafns 
"In  yonder  nether  worid  where  sfaaB  I  seek 
Hisbrightappearances,  or  footstep  traoel'*—ilfZ{foii 


THE  LAST  BANaUET  OP  ANTONY 
AND  CLEOPATRA. 

**  Antont,  concluding  that  he  could  not  die  mor« 
honourably  tban  in  battle,  deterouned  to  attack 
Cesar  at  the  same  time  both  by  sea  and  land.  The 
night  preceding  the  exeeution  of  tfiis  design,  be 
ordered  hb  servants  at  sapper  to  fender  him  tiietr 
best  sernces  that  evening,  and  £11  the  ^ine  round 
plentifully,  for  the  day  fdlowlng  they  might  belong 
to  another  master,  whilst  he  lay  extended  on  the 
ground,  no  longer  of  consequence  either  to  them 
or  to  himselC  His  friends  wen  affected,  and  wept 
to  hear  him  talk  thus ;  which  when  he  perceived, 
he  encouraged  them  by  assurances  that  hb  expect 
tations  of  a  glorious  victory  were  at  least  equal  to 
those  of  an  honounible  death.  At  the  dead  of 
night,  when  umversal  silence  reigned  through  the 
city,  a  sDence  that  was  deepened  by  the  awfui 
thought  of  the  ensuing  day,  on  a  sodden  was  heard 
the  sound  of  musical  instruments,  and  a  noise  which 
resembled  the  exclamations  of  Bacchanals.  This 
tumultuous  procession  seemed  to  pass  through  the 
whole  dty,  and  to  go  out  at  the  gate  which  led  ie 
the  enemy's  camp.  Those  who  reflected  on  this 
prodigy  eondoded  that  Bacchus^  the  god  whom 
Antony  afiected  to  imitate,  had  then  fi)naken 

XL^'^LoM^uime^t  Plutarch. 

Tht  foes  had  girt  thee  with  their  dread  array, 

O  stately  Alexandria! — ^yet  the  sound 
Of  mirth  and  mUsic,  at  the  dose  of  day, 

Swelled  from  thy  splendid  fabrics  far  around 
O'er  camp  and  wave.    Within  the  royal  hall, 

In  gay  magnificence  the  feast  was  spread ; 
And,  brightly  streaming  from  the  pictured  wall, 

A  thousai^  tamps  their  trembling  lustre  shed 
O'er  many  a  column  rich  with  precious  dyes, 
That  tinge  the  marble's  vein,  *neath  Aine's  bum* 
ingskies. 

And  soft  and  dear  that  wavering  radiance  played 
O'er  seulptpred  forme,  that  round  the  piUaied 


Calm  and  majestic  rose,  by  art  arrayed 
In  godlike  beauty^  awfully  serencp 

Oh  1  how  unlike  the  troubl«l  guests,  reclined 
Round  that  luxurious  board ! — in  every  face, 

Some  shadow  fnm  the  tempest  o(  the  miiid 
Rising  by  fits,  the  searching  eye  might  trace, 
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Though  vainly  mukcd  in  smiles  which  are  not 

mirth, 
But  the  pcouil  ajHiit's  veil  thrown  o'er  the  woea  of 

earth. 

Their  brows  are  bound  with  wreaths  whose  tran- 
sient bloom 

Maj  still  survive  the  wearera^and  the  rose 
Perchance  may  scarce  be  withered,  when  the  tomb 

Receives  the  mighty  to  its  dark  repose ! 
The  day  must  dawn  on  battle-— and  may  set 

In  death— but  fill  the  mantling  wine-cup  high ! 
Despair  is  fearless,  and  the  Fates  e!en  yet 

Lend  her  one  hour  for  parting  revelry. 
They  who  the  empire  of  the  world  possessed, 
Would  tasteiU  joys  again,  ere  all  exchanged  for  rest. 

Its  joys !  oh !  mark  yon  proud  triumvir's  mien, 

And  read  their  annals  on  that  brow  of  care  I 
"Midst  pleasure's  lotUB-b9wers  his  steps  have  been ; 

Earth's  brightest  pathway  led  him  to  despair. 
Trust  not  the  glance  that  fain  would  yet  Inspire 

The  buoyant  energies  of  days  gone  by  j  . 
There  is  delusion  in  its  meteor-fire, 

And  all  within  is  shame,  is  agony  I 
Away !  the  tear  in  bitterness  may  flow, 
Butthere  are  smiles  which  bearastampofdeeper  wo. 

Thy  cheek  is  sunk,  and  faded  as  thy  fame, 
O  lost, devoted  Roman!  yet  thy  brow 

To  that  ascendant  and  undying  name, 
Pleads  with  stem  loftiness  thy  right  e'en  now. 

Thy  glory  is  departed— but  hath  left 
A  lingering  light  around  thee— in  decay 

Not  less  than  kingly,  though  of  all  bereft. 

*  Thou  seem'st  as  empire  had  not  passed  away. 

Supreme  in  ruin !  teaching  hearts  elate, 

A  deep,  prophetic  dread  of  still  mysterious  fate ! 

*But  thou,  enchantralfr^ueen !  whose  love  hath 
made 

Ills  desolation— thou  art  by  his  side, 
In  all  thy  sovereignty  of  charms  arrayed. 

To  meet  the  storm  with  still  unconquered  pride. 
Imperial  being !  e'en  though  many  a  stain 

Of  error  be  upon  thee,  there  is  power 
In  thy  commanding  nature,  which  shall  reign 

O'er  the  stem  genius  of  misfortune's  hour 
And  the  dark  beauty  of  thy  troubled  eye 
G'en  now  is  all  Ulumed  with  wild  sublimity. 

Thine  aspect,  all  impassioned,  wears  a  light 

Inspiring  and  inspired— thy  cheek  a  dye. 
Which  rises  not  from  joy,  but  yet  is  bright 

With  the  deep  glow  of  feverish  energy. 
Proud  siren  of  the  Nile !  thy  glance  is  fraught    . 

With  an  immortal  fire — in  every  beam 
It  darts,  then  kindles  some  heroic  thought, 

But  wild  and  awful  as  a  sibyl's  dream ; 


For  thou  with  death  hut  communed,  to  attain 
Dread  knowledge  of  the  pangs  that  ransom  tmm 
thecbain.(l) 

And  the  stern  courage  by  such  musings  lent, 

Daughter  of  Afric !  o'er  thy  beauty  throws 
The  grandeur  of  a  regal  spirit,  blent 

With  all  the  majesty  of  mighty  woes ! 
While  he,  so  fondly,  fatally  adored. 

Thy  fallen  Roman,  gaaes  on  thee  yet, 
Till  scarce  the  soul,  that  once  exulting  soarod| 

Can  deem  the  day-star  of  its  glory  set; 
Scarce  his  diarmed  heart  believes  that  power  can  be 
In  sovereign  fate,  o'er  him,  thus  fondly  loved  by 
thee. 

But  there  is  sadness  in  the  eyes  around, 

Which  mark  that  ruined  leader,  and  survey 
HiB  changeful  mien,  whence  oft  the  gloom  profound 

Strange  triumph  chases  haughtily  away. 
"  Fill  the  bright  goblet,  warrior  guests !"  he  cries, 

"  Gtuaff,  ere  we  part,  the  generous  nectar  deepl 
Ere  sunset  gild  once  more  the  western  skies, 

Your  chief,  in  cold  forgetfulness,  may  sleep, 
While  sounds  of  revel  float  o'er  shore  and  sea, 
And  the  red  bowl  again  is  crowned-^ut  not  for 
me. 

"  Yet  weep  not  thus— the  struggle  is  not  o'er! 

O  victors  of  Philippi !  many  a  fieU 
Hath  yicklcd  palms  to  us : — one  effort  more, 

By  one  stern  conflict  must  our  doom  be  sealed  J 
Forget  not,  Romans  I  o'er  a  subject  world 

How  royally  your  eagle's  wing  hsth  spread, 
Though  from  his  eyrie  of  dominion  hurled, 

Now  burst  the  tempest  on  his  crested  head; 
Yet  sovereign  still,  if  banished  from  the  sky, 
The  sun*s  indignant  bird,  he  must  not  droop — ^bat 
.     die." 

The  feast  is  o'er.    »T  is  night,  the  dead  of  night- 
Unbroken  stillness  broods  o'er  earth  And  deep; 

From  Egypt's  heaven  of  soft  and  starry  light 
The  moon  looks  cloudless  o'er  a  world  of  sleep: 

For  those  who  wait  the  morn's  {^wakening  beamS| 
The  battle  signal  to  decide  their  doom. 

Have  sunk  to  feverish  rest  and  troubled  dreams; 
Rest,  that  shall  soon  be  calmer  in  the  tomb, 

Dreams,  dark  and  ominous,  but  there  to  cease. 

When  sleep  the  lords  of  war  in  solitude  and  peooai 

Wake,  slumberers,  wakel  Htakl  hsazd  ye  not « 
*  sound 
Of  gathering  tumult  7 — near  and  nearer  stiU 
Its  murmur  swells.    Above,  bebw,  around. 
Bursts  a  strange  chorus  forth,  confused  and 
shriU. 
Wake,  Alexandria!  through  thy  streets  the  tresi^ 
Of  steps  unseen  b  hurrying,  and  the  note 
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Of  pipe,  and  lyre,  and  trumpet,  wild  and  dread, 

la  heard  upon  the  midnight  air  to  -float ; 
And  voices,  clamorous  as  in  phrenzied  mirth, 
Mingle  their  thousand  tones  which  are  not  of  the 
earth. 

These  an  no  mortal  sounds— their  thrilling  strain 

Hath  more  mysterious  power,  and  birth  more 
high ; 
And  the  deep  horror  chilling  every  vein 

Owns  them  of  stern  terrific  augury. 
Beings  of  worlds  unknown !  ye  pass  away, 

O  ye  invisible  and  awful  throng ! 
Your  echoing  footsteps  and  resounding  lay 

To  Cminr^B  camp  exulting  move  along. 
Thy  gods  forsake  thee,  Antony  I  the  sky 
By  that  dread  sign  reveals— thy  doom—"  Despair 
anddier(2) 


NOTES. 

Note  1,  page  136,  col.  % 
Draad  knowledse  of  tha  pongithat  ranaom  from  the  chain. 

Cleopatra  made  a  collection  of  poisonous  drugs, 
and  being  desirous  to  know  which  was  least  pain* 
ful  in  the  operation,  she  tried  them  on  the  capital 
convicts.  Such  poisons  as  were  quick  in  their 
operation,  she  found  to  be  attended  with  violent 
pain  and  convulstons ;  such  as  were  mildest  were 
slow  in  their  eflbct:  she  therefore  applied  herself 
to  the  examination  of  venomous  creatures;  at 
length  she  iuund  that  the  bite  of  the  asp  was  the 
most  eligible  kind  of  death,  for  it  brought  on  a 
graaiiM  kuid  of  lethargy.— See  PhU^rc/u 

NoteS,  page  137,  col.  1. 

Despair  and  die! 

"TonMinm  la  Uis  battle  think  on  nm, 
MmUHlhj  Dds^emwrnxdi  despair  and  die !" 
^  JtiehardUL 


ALARIC  IN  ITALY. 


After  describing  the  conquest  of  Greece  and 
Italy  by  the  German  and  Scythian  hordes,  united 
under  the  ootemand  of  Alaric,  the  historian  of 
'*  The  Decline  and  Fall  of  the  Roman  Empire," 
thus  proceeds:-*"  Whether  fame,  or  conquest,  or 
ncnet,  were  the  object  of  Alaric,  he  pursued  that 
object  with  an  Indefatigable  ardor,  which  couU 
neither  be  quelled  by  adversity,  nor  satiated  by 
success.  No  sooner  had  he  reached  the  extreme 
land  of  Italy  than  be  was  attracted  by  the  neigb- 
booring  prospect  of  a  lair  and  peaceful  island. 
Yet  even  the  possession  of  Sicily  he  considered 
•nlr  w  iin  intermediate  step  to  the  important  ez- 
L  ir 


pedition  which  he  already  meditated  against  the 
continent  of  Africa.  The  straits  of  Rhegium  and 
Messina  are  twelve  miles  in  length,  and,  in  the 
narrowest  passage,  about  one  mile  and  a  half 
broad;  and  the  fabulous  monsters  of  the  deep,  the 
rocks  of  Scylla,  and  the  whirlpool  of  Charybdis, 
could  terrify  none  but  the  most  timid  and  unskil- 
ful mariners:  yet,  as  soon  as  the  first  division  of 
the  Goths  had  embarked,  a  sudden  tempest  arose, 
which  sunk  or  scattered  many  of  the  transports : 
their  courage  ,was  daunted  by  the  terrors  of  a  new 
element ;  and  the  whole  design  was  defeated  by 
the  premature  death  of  Alaric,  which  fixed,  alter 
a  short  illness,  the  fatal  term  of  his  conquests 
The  ferocious  character  of  the  barbarians  was  dis- 
played in  the  funeral  of  a  hero,  whose  valor  and 
fortune  they  celebrated  with  mournful  apphiuse. 
By  the  labour  of  a  captive  multitude  they  forcibly 
diverted  the  course  of  the  BusentlnuS)  a  small  river 
that  washes  the  walls  of  Consentia.  The  royal 
sepulchre,  adorned  with  the  splendid  spoils  and 
trophies  of  Rome,  was  constructed  in  the  vacant 
bed;  the  waters  were  then  restored  to  their  natu- 
ral channel,  and  the  seeret  spot,  where  the  re- 
mains of  Alaric  had  been  deposited,  was  for  ever 
concealed  by  the  inhuman  massacre  of  the  prison- 
ers who  had  been  employed  to  execute  the  work.** 
-See  The  Decline  and  Fall  qfthe  Soman  Em- 
pire^  vol  v.  p.  32D, 


Heard  ye  the  Gothic  trumpet's  blaitl 
The  march  of  hosts,  as  Alaric  passed? 
His  steps  have  tracked  that  gk»iou0  diffi% 
The  birth^plaoe  of  heroic  time; 
But  he,  in  twrthem  deserts  bred, 
Spared  not  the  living  for  the  dead,(l) 
Nor  heard  the  voice,  whose  pleading  cries 
From  temple  and  from  tomb  arisen 
He  passed— the  light  of  burning  fkmt 
Hath  been  his  torch  o'er  Grecian  plaioa; 
And  woke  they  not— the  brave,  the  free, 
To  guard  their  own  Thennopyl»7 
And  left  they  not  their  ailettt  dwelling. 
When  ^ythia's  note  of  war  was  sweHiag  1 
No!  where  the  bold  Three  Hundred  slept, 
Sad  freedom  battled  not— bat  wepti 
For  nerveless  then  the  Spartan's  hand, 
And  Thebes  could  rouse  no  Sacred  Band^ 
Nor  one  high  soul-firom  slumber  broke. 
When  Athena  owned  the  northern  j^kjk. 

But  was  there  none  for  <Am  Io  daaa 
The  conflict,  scomii^  to  deepair? 
O  city  of  t|ie  seven  proud  hills  1 
Whose  name  e'en  yet  the  spirit  tball% 
As  doth  a  clarbn's  battleHsall, 
Didst  thou  too,  ancient  emprasi,  lalll 
Did  not  Camillus  from  tha  ebaili 
Ransom  ihy  Capitol  a^il 
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Oh!  who  shall  tcll  the  days  to  he^ 
^0  patriot  rose  to  bleed  for  thee*? 

Heard  ye  the  Gothic  trumpet*!  blast? 
The  inarch  of  hosts,  as  Alaric  passed  1 
Tliat  fearful  sound,  at  midniglit  deep»(2} 
Burst  on  th'  eternal  city's  sleep: 
How  woke  the  mighty?  She,  whose  will 
8o  long  had  bid  the  world  be  sdll. 
Her  sword  a  sceptre,  and  her  eye 
Th'  ascendant  star  of  destiny! 
She  woke — to  view  the  dread  array 
Of  Scythians  rushing  to  their  prey, 
To  hear  her  streets  resound  the  cries 
Ponnjd  from  a  thousand  agonies! 
While  the  strange  light  of  flames,  that  gave 
A  ruddy  glow  to  Tiber's  wave, 
Bursting  in  that  terrific  hour 
From  fane  and  i)alace,  dome  and  tower, 
Refealed  the  throngs,  for  aid  divine 
Clinging  to  many  a  worshipped  shrine ; 
Fierce,  fitful  radiance  wildly  shed 
O'er  spear  and  sword  with- carnage  red. 
Shone  o'er  the  suppliant  and  the  fiying, 
And  kindled  pyres  for  Romans  dyin^. 

Weep,  Italy!  alas!  that  e'er 
bnoidd  tears  alone  thy  wrongs  declare! 
The  time  hath  lieen  when  thy  distress 
Had  roused  up  empires  for  redress ! 
Now,  her  long  race  of  glory  run, 
Without  a  combat  Rome  is  won, 
And  from  her  plundered  temples  forth 
Rush  the  fierce  children  of  the  north, 
To  shar»  beneath  more  genial  skies 
Each  joy  their  own  rude  dime  denies.  , 

Ye  who  on  bright  Campania's  shore. 
Bade  your  fair  villas  rise  of  yore, 
With  all  their  graceful  colonnades, ' 
And  crystal  baths  and  myrtle  shades, 
Along  the  blue  Hesperian  deep, 
Whose  glassy  waves  in  sunshine  sleep; 
Beneath  your  olive  and  your  vine 
Far  other  inmatte  now  recline, 
And  the  tall  plane,  whose  roots  ye  fed 
With  rich  libations  duly  sh6d,(3) 
O'er  guests,  unlike  your  vanished  friends, 
Its  bowery  canopy  extends : 
For  them  the  eouthem  heaven  is  glowing, 
The  bright  Falemian  nectar  flowing; 
For  thenvthe  marble  haUs  unfold, 
Where  nobler  beings  dwelt  of  old, 
iVhoee  childten  for  barbarian  lords 
Touch  the  sweet  lyre's  resounding  chords. 
Or  wreaths  of  Pastsn  roses  twine,    ■ 
To  crown  the  sons  of  Elbe  and  Rhine. 
ITeC  though  luxurious  they  repose 
Beneath  Corinthian  porflooes. 
While  rinmd  tfaem  into  being  stan 
The  marveb  of  triuiDphant  ait : 


Oh!  not  for  them  hath  Genius  given 
To  Parian  stone  the  fire  of  heaven, 
Enshrining  in  the  forms  he  wrought 
A  bright  eternity  of  thought. 
In  vain  the  natives  of  the  skies 
In  breathing  marble  round  them  rise. 
And  sculpkred  nymphs,  of  fount  or  glatl^ 
People  the  dark -green  laurel  shade ; 
Cold  are  the  conqueror*s  heart  and  eye 
To  visions  of  divinity ; 
And  rude  his  hand  which  dares  defiioe 
The  models  of  immortal  grace. 

Arouse  yc  from  your  soft  delights ! 
Chieilaina!  the  war-note's  call  invites; 
And  other  lands  must  yet  be  won, 
And  other  deeds  of  havoc  done.' 
Wannors !  your  flowery  bondage  break, 
Sons  of  the  stormy  north,  awake  I 
The  barks  are  launching  firom-the  steep, 
Soon  shall  the  Isle  of  Ceres  weep,(4) 
And  Afric's  burning  winds  afar 
Waft  the  shrill  sounds  of  Alaric's  war. 
Where  shall  his  race  of  victoiy  dosfrl 
When  shall  the  ravaged  earth  repose  1 
But  hark !  what  wildly  mingling  cries 
From  Scythia's  camp  tumultuous  rise? 
Why  swells  dread  Alaric's  name  on  air? 
A  sterner  conqueror  hath  been  there  I 
A  conqueror-*yet  his  paths  are  peace. 
Ho  comes  to  bring  the  worid's release; 
He  of  the  sword  that  knows  no  sheath, 
Th'  avenger,  the  deliverer — Death  I 

Is  then  that  daring  spirit  fledl 
Doth  Alaric  slumber  with  the  dead? 
Tamed  are  the  warriors  pride  and  strengtH 
And  he  and  earth  are  calm  at  length. 
The  land  where  heaven  unclouded  shines. 
Where  sleep  the  sunbeams  on  the  vines; 
The  land  by  conquiest  made  his  own, 
Can  yield  him  now— a  grave  aUme.  g>t 

But  his—her  lord  from  Alp  to  sea — 
No  common  sepulchre  shall  be  1 
Oh,  make  his  tomb  where  mortal  eye 
Its  buried  wealth  may  ne'er  descry  I 
Where  mortal  foot  may  never  tread 
Above  a  victor-monarch's  bod. 
Let  not  his  royal  dust  be  hid 
'Neath  star-aspiring  pyramid ; 
Nor  bid  the  gathered  mounc}  arise. 
To  bear  his  memory  to  the  skie«. 
Years  roll  away-— oblivion  claims 
Her  triumph  o'er  heroic  names; 
And  hands  profane  disturb  the  c!ay 
That  once  was  fired  with  gbry's  ray! 
And  Avarice,  from  their  secret  gloom, 
Drags  e'en  the  treasures  of  the  tomK 
But  thou,  O  leader  of  the  free  I 
Thai  genera  doom  awaits  iMt  Iheei 
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"Fhoa,  where  no  step  may  e*er  intrude, 
Shalt  rest  in  regal  mlitude, 
Till,  bursting  on  thy  sleep  prorounJ, 
The  Awal(ener's  final  trumpet  sound. 
Turn  ye  the  waters  from  their  ooune, 
Bid  Nature  yield  to  human  force, 
And  hollow  in  the  torrent's  bed, 
A  chamber  for  the  niighty  dead. 
The  work  is  done — the  captive's  hand 
Hath  well  obeyed  hie  lord's  comioand. 
Within  that  royal  tomb  are  cast 
The  richest  trophies  of  the  past, 
The  wealth  of  many  a  stately  dome. 
The  gold  and  gems  of  plundered  Rome: 
And  when  the  midnight  stars  are  beaming, 
And  ooean-waves  in  stillness  gleaming, 
Stem  in  their  grief,  his  warriors  bear 
The  Chastener  of  the  Nations  there; 
To  rest  at  length  from  victoiy's  toil, 
Alone,  with  all  an  empire's  spoil  I 

Then  the  fireed  current's  nwlfing  ware 
Rolb  o'er  the  secret  of  the  grave ; 
Then  streams  the  martyred  captives'  blood 
To  crimson  that  sepulchral  flood. 
Whose  conscious  tide  alone  ahail  keep 
The  mystery  in  its  bosom  deep. 
Time  halh  past  on  since  then — and  swept 
From  earth  the  urns  where  heroes  slept; 
Temples  of  gods,  and  domes  of  kings. 
Are  mouliff  ring  with  forgotten  things ; 
Yet  shall  hot  ages  e*er  molest 
The  viewless  home  of  Alaric's  rest; 
Still  rolls,  like  them,  th'  unfailing  river, 
The  guardians  of  his  dust  for  ever. 


silently  openaJ,  and  the  inhabitants  were  awaken- 
ed by  the  tremendous  sound  of  the  Gothic  trumpet. 
Eleven  hundred  and  sixty-three  years  after  the 
foundation  of  Rome,  the  impenal  city,  which  had 
subdued  and  civiliied  so  oonsidettble  a  portion  of 
mankind,  was  delivered  to  tke  Reentioos  fury  of 
the  tribes  of  Germany  and  Scythia." — Deduieand 
Full  qflhe  Boman  Empire,  vol  v.  p.  aU. 

Note  3,  page  138,  ool.  1. 

Wlih  rich  Ubadonddljriisd. 

The  plane-tree  was  much  cultivated  among  tha 

Romans,  on  aeooant  of  its  extraordinary  shade ; 

and  they  used  to  nourish  it  with  wine  instead  of 

water,  believing  (as  Sir  W.  Temple  observes)  that 

this  tree  loved  that  liquor  as  well  as  thoee  who 

used  to  drink  under  its  shade.**-  See  the  nolee  0 

Melmolh^e  Pliny, 

Note  4,  page  138,  col.  a 
flooo  shaBUie  Wsof  Oanswaepi 
Sicily  was  anciently  considered  as  the  fitvoored 
and  peculiar  dominion  of  Ceres. 


NOTES. 

Note  l,|iage  137,  ool  S. 
flpared  not  th*  Svlag  fcr  ihs  aasd. 
After  the  taking  of  Athens  by  Sylla,  "  though 
such  nnmbeis  were  put  to  the  sword,  there  were 
as  many  who  laid  violent  hand  upon  themselves  in 
grief  fortheir  sinking  country.  What  reduced  the 
best  men  among  them  to  this  despair  of  finding 
any  mercy  or  moderate  terms  lor  Athens,  was  the 
well*known  cruelty  of  Sylla ;  yet  partly  by  the  in- 
teTCession  of  Midias  and  Calliphon,  and  the  exiles 
who  threw  themselves  at  his  feet,  partly  by  the 
entreatiies  <^  the  senators  who  attended  him  in  that 
expedition,  and  being  himself  satiated  with  blood 
besides,  he  was  at  last  prevailed  upon  to  stop  his 
hand,  and  in  compliment  to  the  ancient  Athenians, 
he  said, '  he  forgave  the  many  for  the  sake  of  the 
few,  the  living  far  the  dead.*'^PtutareJu 

Note9,|Migsl38,eoi.l. 
Thai  ftssMsomid*  at  oOdolght  daspb 
^  At  the  hour  of  mldnighl»  tha  Salarkn  gOe  WM 


THE  WIPE  OP  ASDRUBAL. 


"  This  governor,  who  had  braved  death  when 
it  was  at  a  distance,  and  protested  that  the  smi 
should  never  see  him  survive  Carthage,  this  fierce 
Asdrubal,  was  so  mean-spirited,  as  to  come  alone, 
and  privately  throw  himself  at  the  conqueror's  feet. 
The  general,  pleased  to  see  his  proud  rival  humbled^ 
granted  his  life,  and  kept  him  to  grace  his  triumph. 
The  Carthaginians  in  the  citadel  no  sooner  under- 
stood that  their  commander  had  abandoned  the 
place,  than  they  threw  open  the  gates,  and  put  the 
proconsul  in  possession  of  Byrsa.  The  Romans 
had  now  no  enemy  to  contend  with  but  the  nine 
hundred  deserters,  who,  being  reduced  to  despair, 
retired  into  the  temple  of  Esculapius,  which  was  a 
second  citadel  within  the  first:  tiiere  the  proconsul 
attacked  them ;  and  these  unhappy  wretches,  find- 
ing there  was  no  way  to  escape,  set  fire  to  the  tem- 
pie.  As  the  flames  spread,  they  retreated  fifom  one 
part  to  another,  till  they  got  to  the  roof  of  the 
building :  there  Asdrubal's  wife  appeared  in  her 
best  apparel,  as  if  this  day  of  her  death  had  been  a 
day  of  triumph ;  and  after  having  uttered  the  most 
bitter  imprecations  against  her  hosband,  whom  she 
saw  standing  below  with  Emilianns,— *  Base  cow* 
jard!*  said  she, '  the  mean  things  thou  hast  done  to 
save  thy  life  shall  not  avail  thee;  thou  shalt  & 
thu  instant,  at  least  in  thy  two  children.'  Having 
thus  spoken,  she  drew  out  a  dagger,  stahbefl  them 
both,  and  while  they  were  yet  struggliog  fer  U^ 
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ihrcw  them  from  the  top  of  llie  temple,  and  leaped 
down  after  them  iato  the  flames." — Ancicril  UrU- 
vcrtal  History. 


Thb  ran  sets  bi%fatl}r--4Nit  a  ruddier  glow 
O'er  Afric's  havren  the  flames  of  Carthage  throw ; 
Her  walls  have  sank,  and  pyramids  of  fire 
In  lurid  splendor  from  her  domes  aspire; 
Swayed  by  the  wind,  they  wave— while  glares  the 

As  when  the  desert's  red  Simoom  is  nigh : 
The  sculptured  altar,  and  the  pillarad  haU, 
Shine  out  in  dreadful  brightness  ere  they  fall; 
Far  o'er  the  seas  the  light  of  ruin  streamsi 
Rock,  wave,  and  isle  are  crimsoned  by  its  beams; 
While  captive  thousands,  boundjn  Roman  chains, 
Gase  in  mute  horror  on  their  burning  fanes ; 
And  shouts  of  triumph,  echoing  far  around. 
Swell  from  the  victor's  tents  with  ivy  crowned  * 
But  maitl  from  yon  fair  temple's  loftiest  height 
What  towering  tbrm  burrts  wildly  on  the  sight, 
AU  ngtd  in  magnificent  attire, 
And  sternly  beauteous  in  terrific  ire) 
She  might  be  deemed  a  Pythia  in  the  hour 
Of  dread  communion  and  delirious  power; 
A  being  more  than  earthly,  in  whose  eye 
There  dwells  a  strange  and  fierce  ascendancy. 
The  flames  are  gathering  round — intensely  bright, 
Full  on  her  features  glares  their  meteor-light, 
But  a  wild  courage  sits  triumphant  there, 
The  stormy  grandeur  of  a  proud  despiur; 
A  daring  spirit,  in  its  woes  elate, 
Mightier  than  death,  untameable  by  fate. 
The  dark  profusion  of  her  locks  unbound, 
Waves  like  a  warrior's  floating  plumage  round ; 
Flushed  is  her  cheek,  inspired  her  haughty  mien, 
She  seems  th'  avenging  goddess  of  the  scene. 

Are  those  Aer  infants,  that  with  suppliant  cry 
Cling  round  her,  shrinking  as  the  flame  draws 

nigh. 
Clasp  with  their  feeble  hands  her  gorgeous  vest. 
And  fain  would  rush  for  shelter  to  her  breast? 
Is  that  a  mother's  glance,  where  stem  disdain, 
And  passion  awfully  vindictive,  reign  1 

Fixed  is  her  eye  on  Asdrubal,  who  stands, 
Ignobly  safe,  amidst  the  conquering  bands; 
On  him,  who  lefl  ber  to  that  burning  tomb, 
Alone  to  share  her  children's  martyrdom; 
Who  when  .as  country  perished,  fled  the  strife, 
And  knelt  to  win  the  worthless  boon  of  life. 
"  Livob  traitor,  live  t"  she  cries,  **  since  dear  to  thee, 
iS'en  in  thy  fetters  can  existence  be ! 
Scorned  and  dishonored  live  I— with  blasted  name, 
The  Roman's  triumph  not  to  grace,  but  shame. 
O  slave  in  spirit  I  bitter  bo  thy  chain 
Willi  tenfi>ld  anguish  to  avenge  my  painl 

*  liirai  a  KAmaa  esitom  to  sdom  Um  teoti  of  victon  wifli 


Still  may  the  mands  of  thy  children  riso 

To  chase  calm  slumber  from  thy  wearied  eyes. 

Still  may  their  voices  on  the  haunted  air 

In  fearful  whispers  tell  thee  to  despair. 

Tin  vain  remorse  thy  withered  heart  contiume, 

Scourged  by  relentless  shadows  of  the  tomb ! 

E'en  now  my  sons  shall  dic^and  thou,  their  sirs^ 

In  bondage  safe,  shalt  yet  in  them  expire. 

Think'st  thou  I  bve  them  not!— -Twas  thine  to 

fly- 
'Tis  mine  with  these  to  sufller  and  to  die. 
Behold  their  fatel—the  arms  that  can  not  save 
Have  been  their  cradle,  and  shall  he  their  grave.' 

Bright  in  her  hand  the  lifted  dagger  gleams. 
Swift  from  her  children's  hearts  the  life-blood 

streams; 
With  frantic  laugh  she  clasps  them  to  the  breast 
Whose  woes  and  passions  soon  shall  be  at  reft ; 
Lifts  one  appealing,  frenzied  glance  on  high, 
Then  deep  'midst  rolling  flames  is  lost  to  mortal 

eye. 


HELIODORUS  IN  THE  TEMPLE. 


From  Maccabees,  book  3,  chapter  iii.  21.  "  Then 
it  would  have  pitied  a  roan  to  see  the  faUing  down 
of  the  multitude  of  all  sorts,  and  the  fear  of  the 
high  priest,  being  in  such  an  agony. — 2d.  They 
then  called  upon  the  Almighty  Lord  to  keep  the 
things  committed  of  trust  safe  and  sure,  for  those 
that  had  committed  them. — ^23.  Kevertbelesa 
Heliodorus  executed  that  which  was  decreed  .•» 
24.  Now  as  he  was  there  present  himself  with  his 
guard  about  the  treasury,  the  Lord  of  Spirits,  and 
the  Prince  of  all  Power,  caused  a  great  apparition, 
so  that  all  that  presumed  to  come  in  with  him 
were  astonished  at  the  power  of  God,  and  fainted, 
and  were  sore  afraid.-~5S5.  For  there  appeared 
unto  them  a  horse  with  a  terrible  rider  upon  him, 
and  adortaed  with  a  very  feir  covering,  an^l  he  Tan 
fiercely,  and  smote  at  Heliodorus  with  his  fore* 
feet,  and  it  seemed  that  he  that  sat  upon  the  horn 
had  complete  harness  of  gold.— ^26.  Moreover,  two 
other  young  men  appeased  befers  him,  notable  io 
streqgth,  excellent  in  beauty,  and  comely  in  appa- 
rel, who  stood  by  him  on  either  side,  and  scourged 
him  49ontimially,  and  gave  him  many  sore  stripes. 
— ^.  And  Heliodorus  fell  suddenly  to  the  ground, 
and  was  compassed  with  great  darkness ;  but  thej 
that  were  with  him  took  him  up  and  put  him 
into  a  litter.— 28.  Thus  him  that  lately  came  with 
groat  train,  ai^  with  all  his  guard  into  the  said 
treasury,  they  carried  out,  being  unable  to  he^ 
himself  with  his  weapons,  and  manifestly  they 
acknowledged  the  power  of  God.— 29.  For  he  by 
the  hand  sf  God  was  oast  down,  and  lay  speech- 
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I  Ib  a  meteor— ardent  with  disdain 
A  8O0ND  of  wo  in  Salem!— moumfui  cries  Hig  glance— his  gesture,  fierce  in  majesty  I 

Roee  from  her  ^weUings— youthful  cheeks  were !  Instinct  with  light  he  seems,  and  formed  to  bear 


pale, 

Tears  flowing  fitft  from  dim  and  aged  eyes, 
And  veioes  mingling  in  tumukoous  wail ; 
Hands  raised  to  heaven  in  agony  of  prayer, 
And  powerless  wrath,  and  terror,  and  despair. 

Th  J  daoghteni,  Judah !  weeping,  laid  aside 
The  regal  splendour  of  their  fair  array, 

With  the  rude  sackcloth  girt  their  beauty's  pride, 
And  thronged  the  streets  in  hurrying,  wild  dis- 
may; 

While  knelt  thy  priests  before  his  awful  shrine, ' 

Who  made,  of  old,  renown  and  empire  thine. 

But  on  the  spoiler  moves — the  temple's  gate, 
The  bright,  the  beautiful,  his  guards  unfold, 

And  all  the  scene  reveals  its  solemn  state. 

Its  courts  and  pillan^  rich  with  sculptured  gold; 

And  man,  with  eye  unhallowed,  views  th'  abode. 

The  severed  spot,  the  dwelling-place  of  God. 

Where  art  thou,  Mighty  Presence!  that  of  yore 
Wert  wont  between  the  cherubim  to  rest. 

Yelled  in  a  cloud  of  glory,  shadowing  o'er 
Thy  sanctuary  the  chosen  and  the  blest  1 

Thou!  that  didst  make  fair  Sion's  ark  thy  thtone, 

And  call  the  oracle's  recess  thine  own  I 

Angel  of  God !  that  through  th'  Assyrian  host, 
Clothed  with  the  darkness  of  the  midnight  hour. 

To  tame  the  proud,  to  hush  th'  invader's  boast, 
Didst  pass  triumphant  in  avenging  power, 

Till  burst  the  day-spring  on  the  silent  scene. 

And  death  alone  revealed  where  thou  hadst  been. 

Wilt  thou  not  wake.  O  Chastener!  in  thy  might, 
To  guard  thine  ancient  and  majestic  hill, 

Where  oft  from  heaven  the  full  Shechinah's  light 
Hath  streamed  the  house  of  hdincss  to  fiUI 

Oh!  yet  once  more  defend  thy  Ibved  domain, 

Eternal  one !  Deliverer  1  rise  again  I 

Fearless  of  thee,  the  plunderer,  undisroayed. 
Hastes  on,  the  sacred  chambers  to  expbra 

Where  the  bright  treasures  of  the  fane  are  laid^ 
The  orphan's  portion,  and  the  widow's  store ; 

What  recks  hia  heart  though  age  unsuccoured  die, 

And  want  consume  the  cheek  of  infancy  1 

/Iway,  intruders! — harkl  a  mighty  sound ! 

Behold  a  Durst  of  light  I— away,  away! 
A  fearfid  glory  fills  the  temple  round.  • 

A  vision  bright  in  terrible  array  I 
And  lo!  a  steed  of  no  terrestrial  frame^ 
Uispath  a  whiilvrind,  and  his  breath  a  flame  1 

His  neck  is  ciMlied  with  thunder*-^-and  his  mane 
Seems  waving  fire — the  kindling  of  his  eye' 


***ItaiaOira  given  ihe  hone  arengtht  Bait  thou  clothed 
stoneik  with  thumlm  V*— /sA^  saalz.  19l 


Some  dread  archangel  through  the  fields  of  air. 

But  who  is  he,  in  panoply  of  goM, 

Thfooed  on  that  bamtiig  chajgert— Mght  his 
form. 
Yet  in  its  brightness  awful  to  behoM, 

And  girt  with  all  the  terrNs  of  the  sterml 
Lightning  is  on  his  helmet's  enst--HLnd  fear 
Shrinks  from  the  splendour  of  his  blow  severe. 

And  by  his  side  two  radiant  warriors  stand 
All  armed,  and  kingly  in  commanding  grace— 

Oh!  more  than  kingly,  godlike  I— sternly  grand 
Their  port  indignant,  and  each  dasding  face 

Beams  with  the  beauty  to  immortals  given. 

Magnificent  in  all  the  wrath  of  heaves.  . 

Then  sinks  each  gazer's  heart— each  knee  is  bowed 
In  trembling  awe— but,  as  to  fields  of  fight, 

Th*  unearthly  war-steed,  rushing  through  th» 
erowd, 
Bursts  on  their  leader  in  terrific  might; 

And  the  stem  angels  of  that  dread  abode' 

Punue  its  plunderer  with  the  scourge  of  God. 

Darkness— thick  darkness  i-Jow  oa  earth  he  Hes, 

Rash  Heliodoms— motionless  and  pale- 
Bloodless  his  cheek,  and  o'er  his  shrouded  eyes 

Mistsi  as  of  death,  suspend  their  shadowy  veil ; 
And  thus  th'  oppressor,  by  his  fear-stmck  train, 
Is  borne  from  that  inviolable  fane. 

The  light  returns— the  warrion  of  the  sky 
Have  passed,  with  all  their  dreadful  pomp,  away  | 

Then  wakes  the  timbrel,  swells  the  song  on  h%h 
Triumphant,  as  in  Judah's  elder  day; 

Rejoice,  O  city  of  the  sacred  hill! 

Salem,  exult!  thy  God  is  with  thee  stilL 


NIGHT-SCENE  IN  GENOA 


FROM  SISMONDl's  "  lUCPUBLiaDES  ITALIENNEA," 

*'  En  m«me  temps  que  les  G6nols  pottisuiyment 
aveo  ardour  la  guern  eontro  Pise,  ils  Moient  d6« 
chiles  euxm^mes  par  une  discorde  civile.  Les 
consuls  de  I'ann^e  1109,  pour  ^tablir  la  paix  dans 
lour  patrie,  au  milieu  des  fiustbns  sourdes  k  leur 
voiz  et  plus  puissantes  qu'  euz,  furent  obfigbb 
d'ourdir  en  quelque  sorte  une  conspiration.  lis 
oommencdrent  par  s'assurer  seerltement  des  dis- 
positions pacifiques  de  plusleurs  des  cit»yens,  qui 
cependant  iUAnkt  entra!n6s  dans  les  6meutes  par 
leur  parents  avec  les  ehefii  de  faction ;  puis,  se  con- 
oertant  avec  le  v6n6nble  vieillard,  Hugucb,  jeor 
aiGhevdque,  ils  firent,  long-temps  a^ant  le  lever  du 
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Holeil,  appeler  au  ton  des  clochefl  ks  citojens  au 
liarlement;  ils  ae  flattoient  que  la  surprisa  et 
ralarme  de  cetto  convocation  inattendue,  au  milieu 
de  I'obecuritc  de  la  nuit,  rendroit  I'aaeemblee  et 
plus  compute  et  plus  docile.  Les  citoyens,  en 
acoourant  au  parlement  g6n6ral,  virent,  au  milieu 
de  la  place  pubhque,  le  vieil  archev^ue,  entourd 
de  son  clerg6  en  habit  de  cer6monies,  et  portant 
des  torches  aUum^es,  tandis  que  les  reliqucs  de 
Saint  Jean  Baptiste,  le  piotecteur  de  (xdnes,  6toi- 
ent  exposdes  devant  lui,  et  que  les  citoyens  les 
plus  respectables  portoient  a  leurs  mains  des  croiz 
suppUantes.  D6s  que  Passembl^e  fut  form6e,  le 
Tieillard  se  leva,  et  de  sa  voiz  ca8s6e  il  conjura  les 
chefr  de  parti,  au  nom  du  Dieu  de  paix,  au  nom 
du  salut  de  leurs  &mes,  an  nom  de  leur  patrie  et  de 
la  Iibert6,  dont  leurs  discordcs  entraineroient  la 
nine,  de  jurer  sur  Tevangile  Touhli  de  leurs  que- 
lelles,  et  la  paix  k  venir. 

**  Les  herauts,  d^  qu'il  eut  fint  de  parler,  s'avan- 
cdrent  aussit6t  vers  Roland  Avogado,  le  chef  de 
Tune  des  factions,  qui  6toit  present  a  I'aasemblde, 
et,  secondes  paries  acclamations  de  tout  le  peuple, 
et  par  les  pridres  de  ses  parens  euz-m6mes,  ils  le 
sommdrent  de  se  coztformer  au  vceu  des  consuls  et 
de  la  nation. 

"  Roland,  k  leur  approche,  dechira  ses  habits, 
et,  s'asseyant  par  terre  en  versant  des  larmes,  il 
appela  k  haute  voix  les  moils  qu'il  avoit  jur6  de 
venger,  et  qui  ne  loi  penhettoient  pas  de  pardon- 
^ner  leurs  vieilles  offenses.  Comme  on  ne  pouvoit 
le  d6terminer  6  s'avanoer,  les  consuls  eux-mdmes, 
rarchevdque  et  le  clerg6  s'appnchirent  de  lui,  et, 
renouvelant  leurs  pri^res,  ils  I'entraindrent  enfin, 
et  lui  firent  juror  sur  I'dvangile  I'oubli  de  ses  ini- 
miti6s  pasB^es. 

'*  Les  chefs  du  parti  contraire,  Foulques  de  Cas- 
tro, et  Ingo  de  Yolta,  n'6toient  pas  pr66ens  a  Fa*- 
sembl6e,  mais  le  peuple  et  le  clergd  se  port5rent  en 
foule  k  leurs  maisons;  Us  les  troovdrent  deja 
6branl«s  par  ce  quHls  venoient  d'apprendre,  et, 
profitant  de  leur  6motion,  ils  leur  firent  jurer  une 
reconciliation  sinodre,  et  donner  le  baiser  de  paix 
aux  chefe  de  la  faction  oppes^e.  Alors  les  cloches 
de  la  ville  sonndrent  en  t6moignage  d'all^gresse, 
et  rarcher^ne  de  letour  sur  la  place  publique 
entonna  un  Te  Deum  avec  toute  le  peuple,  en 
honneur  du  Dieu  de  paix  qui  avoit  8aav6  leur 
petrie." — Hutoire  du  RipiMiquea  JUdietme;  vol. 
u.  p.  149^1da 

1    Genoa,  when  the  sunset  gave 
Its  last  warm  purple  to  the  wave, 
No  sound  of  war,  no  voice  of  fear. 
Was  heard,  announcing  danger  near: 
Thougn  deadliest  foes  were  there,  whose  httte 
But  slumbered  till  iU  hour  of  fete. 
Yet  calmlj,  at  the  twilight's  close, 
6ank  'he  wide  city  to  re|KMe. 


But  when  deep  midnight  reigned  around, 
All  sudden  woke  the  alarm-beirs  8oun<lt 
Full  swelling,  while  the  hollow  breeze 
Bore  its  dread  summons  o'er  the  seas. 
Then,  Genoa,  from  their  slumber  started . 
Thy  sons,  the  free,  the  fearless-hearted; 
Then  mingled  with  th'  awakening  peal 
Voices,  and  steps,  and  clash  of  steel 
"  Arm,  warriors,  arm !  for  danger  calls. 
Arise  to  guard  your  native  walls!** 
With  breathless  haste  the  gathering  throng 
Hurry  the  echoing  streets  along ; 
Through  darkness  rushing  to  the  scene 
Where  their  bold  councils  still  convene. 
— But  there  a  blaze  of  torches  bright 
Pours  its  red  radiance  on  the  night. 
O'er  fane,  and  dome,  and  column  playinig, 
With  every  fitful  night-wind  swaying, 
Now  floating  o'er  each  tall  arcade, 
Around  the  pillared  scene  displayed, 
In  light  relieved  by  depth  of  shade; 
And  now,  with  ruddy  meteor-glare, 
Full  streaming  on  the  silvery  hair 
And  the  bright  cross  of  iiim  who  stands, 
Rearing  that  sign  with  suppliant  hands,  ^ 
Girt  with  his  consecrated  train, 
The  hallowed  servants  of  the  fane. 
Of  life's  past  woes  the  fading  trace 
Hath  given  that  aged  patriarch's  faco 
Expression  holy,  deep,  resigned. 
The  calm  sublimity  of  mind. 
Years  o'er  his  snowy  head  had  passed, 
And  left  him  of  his  race  the  last ; 
Alone  on  earth — yet  still  his  mien 
Is  bright  with  majesty  serene ; 
And  those  high  hopes,  whose  guiding-sts& 
Shines  from  th'  eternal  worlds  afar, 
Have  with  that  light  illumed  his  eye, 
Whose  fount  is  immortality. 
And  o'er  his  features  poured  a  ray 
Of  gldiry,  not  to  pass  away. 
He  seems  a  being  who  hath  known 
Communion  with  his  God  alone, 
On  earth  by  nought  but  pity's  tie 
Detained  a  moment  from  on  high ! 
One  to  sublimer  worlds  allied. 
One,  from  all  pas^n  purified. 
E'en  now  half  mingled  with  the  sky. 
And  all  prepared— noh!  not  to  die^ 
But  like  the  prophet,  to  aspire, 
In  heaven's  triumphal  car  of  fire. 
He  speaks — and  from  the  throngs  arunud 
Is  heard  not  e'en  a  whispered  sound ; 
Awe-struck  each  heart,  and  fixed  each  glance, 
They  stand-  as  in  a  spell  bound-trance : 
He  speaks— oh !  who  can  hear  nor  own 
The  might  of  each  prevailing  tone? 

"  Chieftains  and  warriors!  ye,  so  loiig 
Aroused  to  strife  by  mutual  wrong,     . 
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Whoat  fierce  and  far-transmitted  hate 
Hath  made  your  country  desolate ; 
Now  by  the  love  ye  bear  her  namei 
By  that  pure  spark  of  holy  flame 
On  freedom's  altar  briglitly  burning, 
But,  once  extinguished — ne'er  returning ; 
By  all  your  hopes  of  bliss  to  oome 
When  bunt  the  bondage  of  the  tomb ; 
By  him,  the  God  who  bade  us  live 
To  aid  each  other  and  Ibrgive; 
I  call  upoq  ye  to  resign 
Your  diKords  at  your  country's  shrine, 
Elach  ancient  feud  in  peajce  atone, 
Wield  your  keen  swords  for  her  alone, 
And  swear  upon  the  cross  to  cast. 
Oblivion's  mantle  o'er  the  past." 

Nn  voice  replies — the  holy  hands 
Advance  to  where  yon  chieftain  stands. 
With  folded  arms  and  brow  of  gloom 
O'ershadowed  by  his  floating  plume 
To  him  they  lift  the  cross — ^in  vain 
He  turns — oh !  say  not  with  disdiun, 
But  with  a  mien  of  haughty  grief. 
That  seeks  not  e'en  from  heaven  relief: 
He  rends  his  robes — he  sternly  speak»— 
Yet  tears  are  on  the  warrior's  clieeks. 

*'  Father!  not  thus  the  wounds  may  close 
Inflicted  by  eternal  foes. 
Deem'st  thou  thi/  mandate  can  eflace 
The  dread  volcana's  burning  trace? 
Or  bid  the  earthquake's  ravaged  scene 
Be,  smiling,  as  it  once  hath  been  1 
No  !^ — for  the  deeds  the  sword  hath  done 
Forgiveness  is  not  lightly  won ;   . 
The  words,  by  hatred  spoke,  may  not 
Be,  as  a  summer  breeze,  forgot ! 
'Tie  Tain — we  deem  the  war-feud's  rage 
A  portion  of  our  heritage.  . 
Leaders,  now  slumbering  with  their  fiune. 
Bequeathed  us  that  undying  flame; 
Hearts  that  have  long  been  still  and  cold 
Yet  rule  us  from  their  silent  mould, 
And  voices,  heard  on  earth  np  more, 
Speak  te  our  spirits  as  of  yore. 
Talk  not  of  mercy— blood  alon« 
The  stain  of  bkwdshed  may  atone ; 
Nought  else  can  pay  that  mighty  debt, 
The  dead  ibrbid  us  to  forget." 

He  pauses— from  the  patriarch's  brow 
There  beams  more  lofty  grandeur  npw; 
His  reverend  form,  his  aged  iiaod^ 
Assume  a  gestuire  of  command,    . 
His  voice  b  awful,  and  his  eye 
Filled  with  prophetic  majesty. 

"  The  dead !— and  deem'st  thou  they  retain 
Aught  of  temstrial  paesbn's  stain? 
Of  guilt  incurred  in  days  gone  by, 
Aught  of  the  fearful  penalty? 


And  say'st  thou,  mortal  1  bkK)d  alone 

For  deeds  of  slaughter  may  atone  1 

There  tialh  been  blood— by  HIM  'twas  shed 

To  expiate  every  crime  who  bled ; 

Th'  absolving  God  who  died  to  save^ 

And  rose  in  victory  from  the  grave  1 

And  by  that  stainless  offering  given 

Alike  on  all  on  earth  to  heaven; 

By  that  inevitable  hour 

When  death  shall  vanquish  pnde  and  powvi, 

And  each  departing  passion's  force 

Concentrate  all  in  late  remorse ; 

And  by  the  day  when  doom  shall  bo 

Passed  en  earth's  millions,  and  on  thee, 

The  doom  that  shall  not  be  repealed. 

Once  uttered,  and  for  ever  sealed; 

I  summon  thee,  O  child  of  clay ! 

To  cast  thy  darker  thoughts  away 

And  meet  thy  foes  in  peace  and  love, 

As  thou  wouldst  join  the  blest  above." 

Still  as  he  speaks  unwonted  feeling 
Is  o'er  the  chieftain's  bosom  stealing ; 
Oh !  not  in  vain  the  pleading  cries 
Of  anxious  thousands  round  him  rise, 
He  yields— devotion's  mingled  sens9 
Of  faith,  and  fear,  and  pemtence, 
Pervading  all  his  soul,  he  bows 
To  offer  on  the  cross  his  vows, 
And  that  best  incense  to  the  skies, 
Each  evil  passion's  sacrifice. 

Tlien  tears  from  warriors'  eyes  were  flowing,     ' 
High  hearts  with  soft  emotions  glowing, 
dtem  foes  as  long-loved  brothers  greeting. 
And  anient  throngs  in  transport  meeting. 
And  eager  footsteps  forward  pressing 
And  accents  loud  in  joyous  blessing; 
And  when  their  first  wild  tumults  cease, 
A  thousand  voices  echo  **  Peace  !*' 

Twilight's  dim  mist  hath  rolled  away 
And  the  rich  Orient  bums  with  day; 
Then,  as  to  greet  the  sunbeam's  birth. 
Rises  the  choral  hy nm  of  earth ; 
Th'  exulting  strain  through  Gknoa  swelling. 
Of  peace  and  holy  rapture  telling. 
Far  float  the  sounds  o'er  vale  and  steep, 
The  seaman  hears  them  on  the  deep, 
So  meUowed  by  the  gale,  they  seem 
As  the  wiki  music  of  a  dream; 
But  not  on  mortal  ear  alone 
Peals  the  triumphant  anthem's  tone. 
For  beings  of  a  purer  sphere 
Bend  with  celestial  joy,  to  hear 


THE  TROUBADOUR  AND  RICHARD 
CCEUR  DE  LION* 


"Not  only  the  place  of  Richard's  confinement 
(when  thrown  into  prison  by  the  Duke  of  Austria,; 
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"  if  we  believe  the  literaiy  histoiy  of  the  times,  but 
even  the  drcumstance  of  hie  captivity,  was  care- 
fally  concealed  by  his  vindictive  enemies :  and  both 
Tnight  have  remained  unknown  but  for  the  grate- 
ful atUchment  of  a  Provencal  baid,  or  minstrel, 
named  Blondel,  who  had  shared  that  pence's 
friendship  and  tasted  his  bounty.  Having  travel- 
led over  all  the  European  continent  to  learn  the 
destiny  of  his  beloved  patron,  Blondel  accidentally 
got  intelligence  of  a  certain  castle  in  Germany, 
where  a  prisoner  of  distinction  was  confined,  and 
guarded  with  great  vigilance.  Persuaded  by  a  se- 
cret impulse  that  this  prisoner  was  the  King  of 
England,  the  minstrel  repaired  to  the  place;  but 
the  gates  of  the  castle  were  shut  against  him,  and 
he  could  obtain  no  information  relative  to  the  name 
or  quality  of  the  unhappy  person  it  secufod.  In 
this  extremity,  he  bethought  himself  of  an  expe- 
dient for  making  the  desired  discovery.  He  chant- 
ed, with  a  loud  voice,  some  verses  of  a  song  which 
had  been  composed  partly  by  himself,  partly  by 
Richard ;  and,  to  his  unspeakable  joy,  on  making 
a  pause,  he  heard  it  re-echoed,  and  continued  l^ 
the  royal  captive."— (flw/.  Troubadours.)  To 
this  discovery  the  English  monarch  is  said  to  have 
eventually  owed  his  release." — See  Russeltg  Mo- 
dem Europe^  vol.  i.  p.  369. 


The  Troubadour  o^er  many  a  plain 
Hath  roamed  unwearied,  but  in  vain. 
O'er  many  a  rugged  mountain-scene, 
And  forest^wild,  his  track  hath  been ; 
Beneath  Calabria's  glowing  sky 
He  hath  sung  the  songs  of  chivalry, 
His  voice  hath  swelled  on  the  Alpine  breeas. 
And  rung  through  the  snowy  Pyrenees; 
From  Ebro's  banks  to  Danube's  wave, 
He  hath  sought  bis  prince,  the  loved,  the  brave. 
And  yet,  if  still  on  earth  thou  art, 
O  monarch  of  the  lion-heart  I 
The  faithful  spirit,  which  distrea 
But  heightens  to  devotedness, 
By  toil  and  trial  vanquished  not, 
Shall  guide  thy  minstrel  to  the  spot 

He  hath  reached  a  mountain  hung  with  vine. 
And  woods  that  wave  o'er  the  lovely  Rhine; 
The  feudal  towers  that  crest  its  height 
Frown  in  unconquerable  might ; 
Dark  is  their  aspect  of  sullen  state, 
No  helmet  hangs  o'er  the  massy  gate(l) 
To  bid  the  wearied  pilgrim  rest, 
At  the  chieftain's  board  a  wekx>me  guest ; 
VairAy  rich  evening's  parting  smile 
Would  chase  the  gloom  of  the  haughty  pile, 
That  'midst  bright  sunshine  lowers  on  high, 
Like  a  thunder-cloud  in  a  summer-sky. 

Not  these  the  halls  where  a  child  of  song 
Awhile  may  sneed  the  hours  along : 


Their  echoes  should  repeat  alone 

The  tyrant's  mandate,  the  prisoner's  mofii, 

Or  the  wild  huntsman's  bugle-blast, 

When  his  phantom-train  are  hurrying  past.    ) 

The  weary  minstrel  paused — his  eye 

Roved  o'er  the  scene  despondingly : 

Witliin  the  lengthening  shadow,  cast 

By  the  fortress-towers  and  ramparts  vast. 

Lingering  he  gazed — the  rocks  around 

Sublime  in  savage  grandeur  frowned ; 

Proud  guardians  of  the  regal  flood, 

In  giant  strength  the  mountains  stood; 

By  torrents  cleft,  by  tempests  riven. 

Yet  mingling  vrith  the  calm  blue  heaven. 

Their  peaks  were  bright  vrith  a  sunny  glow, 

But  the  Rhine  all  shadowy  rolled  below ; 

In  purple  tints  the  vineyards  smiled, 

But  the  woods  beyond  waved  dark  and  wild; 

Nor  pastoral  pipe,  nor  convent's  bell, 

Was  heard  on  the  sighing  breeze  to  swell, 

But  all  was  lonely,  silent,  rude 

A  stem,  yet  gk>rious  solitude. 

But  hark !  that  solemn  stillness  breaking. 
The  Troubadour's  wild  song  is  waking. 
Full  oft  that  song,  in  days  gone  by. 
Hath  cheered  the  sons  of  chivalry ; 
It  hath  swelled  o'er  Judah's  mountains  lone, 
Hermon !  thy  echoes  have  learned  its  tone ; 
On  the  Great  Plain(3)  its  notes  have  rung, 
The  leagueil  Crusader's  tents  among ; 
*T  was  loved  by  the  Lion^eart,  who  won 
The  palm  in  the  field  of  Ascalon ; 
And  now  afar  o'er  the  rocks  of  Rhine 
Peals  the  bold  strain  of  Palestine. 

THE  TBOOBAOOUr's  BONO. 

"  Thine  hour  is  come,  and  the  stake  is  set," 
The  soldan  cried  to  the  captive  knight, 

"  And  the  sons  of  the  Prophet  in  throngs  ofe  i  4 
To  gaze  on  the  fearful  sight. 

*'  But  be  our  faith  by  thy  lips  professedl, 

The  fiiith  of  Mecca's  shrine, 
Cast  down  the  red-cross  that  marks  thy  ve#, 

And  life  shaU  yet  be  thine." 

"  I  have  seen  the  flow  of  my  bosom's  blood. 

And  gazed  with  undaunted  eye ; 
I  have  borne  the  bright  cross  through  fire  and  flood, 

And  thinkest  thou  I  fear  lo  die  1 

"  I  have  stood  where  thousands  by  Salem's  towers, 

Have  fallen  ibr  the  name  divine ; 
And  the  faith  that  cheered  their  closing  hotov 

Shall  be  the  light  of  mine." 

<'  Thus  wilt  thou  die  in  the  pride  of  health, 
And  the  glow  of  youth's  fresh  bloom  1 

Thou  art  offered  life,  and  pomp^  and  wealtli. 
Or  torture  and  the  tomb." 
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'  I  haw  been  where  the  crown  of  thoms  was  twined ,'  invited  to  enter,  and  partake  of  hospitality.    So  itf 


Fur  a  dying  Saviour's  brow ; 
Be  spurned  the  treasures  that  luie  mankind, 
And  I  reject  them  now  T* 

*  Art  thou  the  son  6f  a  nobto  Km 

In  a  land  that  is  fair  and  Uerti 
And  doth  not  thy  spirit,  proud  captive !  pina^ 
Again  on  its  shorai  to  ml  1 

"  Thine  own  is  the  choice  to  hail  once  more 

The  soil  of  thy  fathers'  birth, 
Or  to  sleep  when  thy  lingering  pangs  are  o^er, 

Foigotten  in  fore^n  earth." 

■■  Oh !  fiur  are  the  vine-clad  hills  that  rise 

In  the  country  of  my  love ; 
But  yet,  though  cloudless  my  native  skies, 

There's  a  brighter  clime  above !" 

The  bard  hath  paused-*for  another  tone 
Blends  with  the  mosic  of  hb  own ; 
And  his  heart  beats  high  with  hope  again, 
Am  a  well-known  iroioe  prolongs  the  strain. 

*<  Are  there  none  within  thy  Other's  hall, 

Far  o'er  the  wide  blue  main, 
Yonng  Christian !  left  to  deplore  thy  fall, 

With  sorrow  deep  and  vatnl" 

"  There  are  hearts  that  still,  through  all  the  past, 

Unchanging  have  loved  me  welt ; 
There  are  eyes  whose  tears  were  streaming  fast 

When  I  bade  my  home  fSuewelL 

*  Better  they  wept  o'er  the  warrior's  bier, 

Than  th'  apoitate's  living  sUui ; 
There's  a  land  where  those  who  loved,  when  here, 
Shall  meet  to  kyve  again." 

'T  is  he !  ihy  prince— long  eonght,  k>ng  loet, 
The  leader  of  the  red-cross  host ! 
T  is  he !— to  none  thy  joy  betray, 
Yooi%  Troubadonr !  away,  away  I 
Away  to  the  island  of  the  brave, 
The  gem  on  the  bosom  of  the  wave,(4) 
Arouse  the  sons  of  the  noble  soil. 
To  win  their  lion  fiom  the  toil; 
And  iree  the  wassail-cup  shall  flow, 
Bright  in  each  hall  the  hearth  shall  glow } 
The  festal  board  shall  be  richly  crown^, 
While  knights  and  chieftains  revel  round, 
And  a  thousand  harps  with  joy  shall  ting, 
When  merry  England  hails  her  king. 


the  romance  of  '  Perceforest,*  •*  lis  fasoinet  mettrtt 
au  plus  hault  de  leur  hostel  un  heaulme^  en  Bi^n# 
que  toos  les  gentils  hommes  et  gentilles  femmev 
entrasscnt  haidiment  en  leur  hostel  comme  en  lew 
'propre.* 


KoCeS,  pagel44,«ol.  3l 

Or  the  wild  huntAnan*s  bugleblaA, 
When  hb  jdwmom-tndn  an  hurrying  paM. 

Popular  tradition  has  made  several  mountains  in 
'.Germany  the  haunt  of  the  tnld  Jager^  or  super* 
natural  huntsman— the  superstitious  tales  relating 
to  the  Unterburg  are  recorded  in  Eustace*  Clas- 
sical Tour ;  and  it  is  still  believed  in  the  romantic 
district  of  the  Odcnwald,  that  the  knight  of  Roden- 
stein,  issuing  from  his  ruined  castle,  announces 
the  approach  of  war  by  traversing  the  air  with  a 
noisy  armament  to  tlie  opposite  castle  of  Schnel- 
lerts. — See  the  Manuel  pour  les  Voyageurt  aw  1$ 
Rhin^  and  Autumn  on  the  Rhine, 

Note  3,  ipagp  144,  col  3. 
Oa  the  Great  Plain  Its  ooieB  have  rung. 
The  plain  of  Eadraelon,  called  by  way  of  emi- 
nence the  *'  Great  Plain ;"  in  Scriptuie,  and  else- 
where,  the  "field  of  Megiddo^"  the  "Galilan 
PUin."  This  plain,  the  most  fertile  of  all  the  land 
at  Canaan,,  has  been  the  scene  of  many  a  memor- 
able contest  in  the  first  ages  of  Jewish  history,  a» 
well  as  during  the  Roman  empire,  the  Crusadeii 
and  even  in  later  timesi.  It  has  been  a  chosen 
plaoe  lor  encampment  in  every  contest  earned  oa 
in  this  country,  from  the  days  of  Nabuchodonosor, 
king  of  the  Assyrians,  until  the  diastrous  march 
of  Bonaparte  from  Egypt  into  Syria.  Warrion 
out  of  '*  every  nation  which  is  under  heaven  "  havt 
pitched  their  tents  upon  the  Plain  of  EsdraekMi, 
and  have  beheld  the  various  banners  of  their  na- 
tions wet  with  the  dews  of  Hermon  and  Thab6r. 
— i>r.  ClaTke*9  TraveU, 

Note  4,  page  145,  coL  1. 
TbsfBinon  the  bosom  of  the  wava 
*<  This  predoos  stone  set  in  Om  silver  sea." 
Skak$ptaNfM  Skkard  iU 


NOTES. 

Note  1,  page  144,  col  1. 


No  helmet  hangs  o'er  the  maaBjrgata. 
It  was  a  custom  in  feudal  times  to  hang  out  a 
helmet  on  a  castle,  as  a  token  that  strangers  were 
16 


THE  DEATH  OF  CONRADIN. 

FROM  8IiMONDl*8  "SEPOBLiavn  irALIBNlin.'* 

"  La  ddfaite  de  Conradin  ne  devoit  mettre  une 
terme  ni  &  ses  malheurs,  ni  aux  vengeances  do  roi 
(Charles  d'Anjou).  L'amour  du  pen  le  pour  Th^ 
ritier  legitime  do  trdne,  avoit  6clat#  i^nne  maniir* 
effrayante ;  il  pouvoit  causer  de  nouvelles  revolu- 
tions, si  Conradin  demcnroit  et  vie;  et  Charloi 
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levdtant  sa  defiance  etM.  cniaut^  des  formes  de  la 
justice,  rdsolut  de  fairo  p6rir  sur  Tdchafaud  le  der- 
nier n^jcton  de  la  Maison  de  Souabe,  I'uoique  es- 
p6rance  de  son  partL  Un  seul  juge  Provenfal  et 
fcujet  de  Charles,  dont  les  historiens  n'ont  pas  voulu 
oonserver  ie  nom,  osa  voter  pour  la  roort,  d'autres 
se  reniermdrent  dans  un  timide  etcoupable silence; 
et  Charles,  sur  i'autorit6  de  ce  seul  juge,  fit  pro- 
nouncer,  par  Robert  de  Bari,  protonotaire  du  roj- 
aume,  la  sentence  de  niert  contre  Conradin  et  tons 
ses  campagnons.  Cette  sentence  fut  commnni- 
qu6e  a  Conradin,  comme  il  jouoit  auz  6chec8 ;  on 
?ui  laissa  pen  de  temps  poar  se  pr6parer  k  son  ex6- 
cution,  et  le  26  d'Octobre,  il  fut  conduit,  avec  tous 
ses  amis,  sur  la  Place  du  March6  de  Naples,  la 
long  du  rivage  de  la  mer.  Charles  6taii  present, 
avec  toutf  sa  cour,  et  une  foule  immense  entouroit 
le  roi  vainqueur  et  le  roi  condamn6.  Conradin 
6toit  entre  les  mains  des  bourreaux ;  il  d^tacba  lui- 
m6me  son  manteauj  et  8'6tant  mis  a  genouz  pour 
prier,  il  se  releva  en  s'dcriant :  *  Oh,  ma  mdre, 
quelle  profonde  douleur  te^causera  la  nouvelle  qu'on 
va  te  porter  de  moi  1 '  Puis  il  tourna  les  yeuz  sar 
la  foule  qui  I'entouroit ;  il  vit  les  larmes,  il  enten- 
dit  les  sanglotsde  son  peuple;  alors,  ddtachantson 
gant,  il  jeta  aa  milieu  de  ses  sujets  ce  gage  d*un 
combat  de  vengeance,  et  rendit  sa  tdte  au  bourreaa. 
Apr6s  lui,  sur  le  m4me  6chafand,  Charles  fit 
trancher  le  tSte  au  Doc  d'Autriche,  auz  Comtcs 
Gualferanoet  Bartolommeo  Lancia,  et  aux  Comtes 
€lerard  de  Qalvano  Donoratico  de  Pise.  Par  une 
lafinement  de  cruaul6,  Charles  voulut  que  le  pro- 
mier,  fils  da  tecond,  pr6ced&t  son  pdre,  et  mourOt 
«ntre  ses  bras.  Les  cadavres,  d'aprds  ses  ordres, 
furent  ezclus  d*une  terre  sainte,  et  inhumds  sans 
pompe  sur  le  rivage  de  la  mer.  Charles  IL  cepen* 
dant  fit  dans  la  suite  batir,  sur  le  mftme  lieu,  une 
6glise  de  CarmeHtes,  eomme  pour  appaiser  ces  om- 
oreo  irrities." 


No  cloud  to  dim  the  splendour  of  the  day 
Which  breaks  o'er  Naples  and  her  lovely  bay, 
And  lights  that  brilliant  sea  and  magic  shore 
With  every  tint  that  charmed  the  great  of  yore ; 
Th'  imperial  ones  of  earth — who  pioudly  bada- 
Thdr  marble  domes  e'en  ocean's  realm  invade. 

That  race  is  gone — ^but  glorious  Nature  here 
Maintains  unchanged  her  own  sublime  caDeer, 
And  bids  these  regions  of  the  sun  display 
Bright  hues,  surviving  empires  past  away. 

The  beam  of  heaven  expands — its  kindling  smfle 
Reveals  each  charm  of  many  a  fairy  isle, 
Whose  image  floats  in  softer  colouring  drest, 
With  all  ix.*  rocks  and  vines  on  ocean's  breast. 
Misenum'sv^pe  hath  caught  the  vivid  ray. 
Or  Roman  sL'oamers  there  no  more  to  play ; 
Stall  as  of  old,  unalterably  bright, 
I/uvely  it  sleeps  on  Posilippo's  height, 


With  all  Italia's  sunshine  to  illfimio 
The  ilex  canopy  of  Virgil's  tomb. 
Campania's  plains  rejoice  in  light,  and  spread 
Their  gay  luxuriance  o'er  the  mighty  dead; 
Fair  glittering  to  thine  own  transparent  skies^ 
Thy  palaces,  exulting  Naples  1  rise; 
While,  far  on  high,  Vesuvius  rears  his  peak, 
Furrowed  and  dark  with  many  a  lava  streak. 

O  ye  bright  shores  of  Circe  and  the  Muse  1 
Rich  with  all  nature's  uid  all  fiction's  hues ; 
Who  shall  explore  your  regions,  and  declare 
The  poet  erred  to  paint  Elysium  there? 
Call  up  his  spirit,  wanderer!  bid  him  guide 
Thy  steps,  those  siren-haunted  seas  beside, 
And  all  the  scene  a  lovelier  light  shall  wear, 
And  spells  more  potsnt  shall  pervade  the  air. 
What  though  his  dust  be  scattered,  and  his  urn 
Long  from  its  sanctuary  of  slumber  tom,(l) 
Still  dwell  the  beings  of  his  verse  around, 
Hovering. in  beauty  o'er  the  enchanted  ground; 
His  lays  are  murmured  in  each  breeze  that  rovea 
Soft  o'er  the  sunny  waves  and  orange-groves. 
His  memory's  charm  is  spread  o'er  shore  and  sea. 
The  soul,  the  genius  of  Parthenope; 
Shedding  o'er  myrtle-shade  and  vin^ad  hill 
The  purple  radiance  of  Elysium  still. 

Yet  that  fair  soil  and  calm  resplendent  sky 
Have  witnessed  many  a  dark  reality. 
Oft  o'er  those  bright  blue  seas  the  gale  hath  borne 
The  sighs  of  exiles  never  to  return.(2) 
There  with  the  whisper  of  Campania's  gale 
Hath  mingled  oft  affection's  funeral  wail. 
Mourning  for  buried  heroes — while  to  her 
That  glowing  land  was  but  their  sepulchre.(3) 
And  there  of  old,  the  dread,  mysterious  moan 
Swelled  from  strange  voices  of  no  mortal  tone; 
And  that  wild  trumpet,  whose  unearthly  note 
Was  heard  at  midnight  o'er  the  hills  to  ^oat 
Around  the  spot  where  Agrippina  died. 
Denouncing  vengeance  on  the  matricide.(4) 

Past  are  those  ages — ^yet  another  crime. 
Another  wo  must  stain  th'  Elysian  clime. 
There  stands  a  scaffold  on  the  sunny  shore—* 
It  must  be  crimsoned  e'er  the  day  is  o'erl 
There  is  a  throne  in  regal  pomp  arrayed, — 
A  scene  of  death  from  thence  must  be  surveyed. 
Marked  ye  the  rushing  throngs  l^each  mien  k 

pale, 

Each  hurried  glance  reveals  a  fearful  tale; 
But  the  deep  workings  of  th*  indignant  breast, 
Wrath,  ha^ed,  pity,  must  be  all  suppressed : 
The  burning  tear  awhile  must  check  its  course, 
Th'  avenging  thought  concentrate  all  its  force, 
For  tyranny  is  near  and  will  not  brook 
Aught  but  submission  in  each  guarded  look. 

Girt  with  his  fierce  Provenfals,  and  with  mien 
Austere  in  triumph,  gazing  on  the  soene,(5) 
And  in  his  eye  a  keen  suspicious  glanc« 
Of  jealous  pride  and  restless  vigilai 
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BielioM  the  conqueror  I — ynvfj  in  hw  face, 
Of  gentler  feeling  hope  wou      ^k  a  trace; 
Cold,  pioad,  wYere,  the  spirit  wuich  hath  lent 
Its  baoghty  etamp  to  each  dark  lineament; 
And  pleading  mercy,  in  the  Memncai  there, 
May  read  at  once  her  sentence — to  despair! 

But  thou,  fidr  boy!  the  beautiful,  the  brave, 
Thus  passing  from  the  dungeon  to  the  grave, 
While  all  b  yet  around  thee  which  can  give 
A  charm  to  earth,  and  make  it  bliss  to  live ; 
Thou,  on  whose  form  hath  dwelt  a  mother's  eye, 
TiU  the  deep  love  that  not  with  thee  shall  die 
Math  grown  too  full  for  utteranco— can  it  bet 
And  is  this  pomp  of  death  prepared  lor  thee? 
Young,  royal  Conradin  t  who  shoukl'st  have  known 
<>f  life  as  yet  the  sunny  smile  alone! 
Oh !  who  can  view  thee,  in  the  prkleand  bloom 
Of  youth,  arrayed  thus  richly  for  the  tomb, 
Nor  ieel,  deep-swelling  in  his  inmost  soul, 
Emotions  tyranny  may  ne'er  controll 
Bright  victim!  to  ambition's  altar  led. 
Crowned  with  all  flowers  that  heaven  and  earth 

c^n  shed,  « 

Who,  from  th'  oppressor  towering  in  his  pride. 
May  hope  for  mercy— if  to  thee  denied  1 
There  is  dead  silence  in  the  breathless  throng,— 
Dead  silence  all  the  peopled  shore  along, 
As  on  the  captive  moves — tlie  only  sound, 
To  break  that  calm  so  fearfully  profound. 
The  low  sweet  murmur  of  the  rippling  wave. 
Bait  as  it  glides  the  smiling  shore  to  lave; 
While  on  that  shore,  his  own  fair  heritage, 
The  youthful  martyr  to  a  tjrrant's  rage 
Is  passing  to  his  ftte — the  eyes  are  dim 
Wliich  gaze,  through  tears  that  dare  not  flow,  on 

him: 
de  mounts  he  scaflbld— doth  his  footstep  fail? 
Doth  his  lip  quiverl  doth  hie  cheek  turn  pale? 
Oh  I  it  may  be  forgiven  him,  if  a  thought 
Clung  to  that  world,  for  him  with  beauty  fraught. 
To  all  the  hopes  that  promised  Glory's  meed, 
And  jJ]  th'  aflections  that  with  bun  shall  bleed ! 
If  in  his  life's  young  day-«pring,  while  the  rose 
Of  boyhood  on  his  check  yet  freshly  glows. 
One  human  fear  convulse  his  parting  breath. 
And  riirink  from  all  the  bitterness  of  death! 

But  no !— the  spirit  of  his  royal  race 
Bits  brightly  on  his  brow — that  youthful  face 
Bcims  with  heroic  beauty — and  his  eye 
Is  eloquent  with  injured  majesty. 
He  kneel*— but  not  to  man — ^his  heart  shall  own 
Such  deep  submission  to  his  God  alone  I 
And  who  can  tcU  with  what  sustaining  power 
That  God  may  visit  him  in  fate's  dread  hour? 
How  the  still  voice,  which  answen  every  moan, 
May  speak  of  hope,-— when  hope  on  earth  is  gone? 

That  solemn  pause  is  o'er — ^the  youth  hath  given 
One  glance  of  parting  love  to  earth  and  heaven; 


The  sun  rejoices  in  th'  unclouded  sky, 

Life  all  around  him  gbws— >and  he  must  diol 

Yet  'midst  his  people,  undismayed,  he  throws 

The  gage  of  vengeance  for  a  thousanti  woes ; 

Vengeance,  that  like  their  own  volcano's  fire. 

May  sleep  suppressed  awliile — but  not  expire* 

One  softer  image  rises  o'er  his  breast^ 

One  fond  regret,  and  all  shall  be  at  rest  I 

**  Alas^  for  thee,  my  mother!  who  sliall  bear 

To  thy  sad  heart  the  tidings  of  despair. 

When  thy  UjA  child  is  gone?"— that  thought  ntn 

thriU 

His  soul  with  pangs  one  moment  more  shall  stiH 
The  lifted  axe  is  glittering  in  the  sun- 
It  falls— the  race  of  Conradin  is  run  I 
Yet  fiom  the  Uood  which  flows  that  shore  to  stain, 
A  Toioe  shall  cry  to  heaven^and  not  in  vain  I 
Gaze  thou,  triumphant  from  thy  goigeous  throne, 
In  proud  supremacy  of  guilt  alone, 
Charies  of  Anjoo !— but  that  dread  voice  shall  \m 
A  fearful  summoner  e'en  yet  to  thee ! 

The  scene  of  death  is  ckised— the  throngs  depait| 
A  dq^p  stem  lesson  graved  on  every  heart 
No  pomp,  no  funeral  rites,  no  streaming  eyes. 
High-minded  boy!  may  grace  thine  obsequies. 
O  vainly  royal  and  beloved !  thy  grave, 
Unsanctified,  b  bathed  by  ocean's  wave^ 
Marked  by  no  stone,  a  rude,  neglected  spot, 
Unhonoured,  unadorned — ^but  unforgot: 
FV>r  thy  deep  wrongs  in  tameless  hearts  shall  Uve^ 
Now  mutely  suflTering — ^never  to  foi^ive ! 

The  sunset  fades  from  purple  heavens  away,— 
A  bark  hath  anchored  in  th'  unruffled  bay; 
Thence  on  the  beach  descends  a  female  lbrm,(6) 
Her  mien  with  hope  and  tearful  transport  warm; 
But  life  hath  left  sad  traces  on  her  cheek. 
And  her  soft  eyes  a  chastened  heart  bespeak, 
Inured  to  woes — ^yet  what  were  all  the  post ! 
She  sunk  not  feebly  'neath  affliction's  bUst, 
While  one  bright  hope  remained — who  now  shall 

tell 
Th'  uncrowned,  the  widowed,  how  her  loved  on* 

fell? 
To  clasp  her  child,  to  ransom  and  to  save. 
The  mother  came — ^and  she  hath  found  his  grave! 
And  by  that  grave,  transfixed  in  speechless  grie( 
Whose  deatli-Iike  trance  denies  a  tear's  relief. 
Awhile  she  kneels — till  roused  at  length  to  know. 
To  fell  the  might,  the  fulness  of  her  wo, 
On  the  still  air  a  voice  of  anguish  wild, 
A  motlier's  cry,  is  heard — "My  Conradin!  mv 

chUd!" 


NOTES. 

Notel,^ageI46,coL2. 
Long  fioin  Its  mnctuary  ofiduniber  tan. 
The  urn,  supposed  to  contain  the  aalies  o^  Vlr- 
gil,  has  bug  since  been  lost. 
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Note  2,  page  146,  eol.  3. 
Thd  sighs  of  exiles  nbver  lo  return. 
Many  Rooians  of  exalted  rank  were  formerly 
banished  to  some  of  the  small  islands  in  the  Medi* 
tcrranean,  on  the  coast  of  Italy.  Julia,  the  daugh- 
ter of  Augustus,  was  confined  many  years  in  the 
isle  of  Pandataria,  and  her  daughter,  Agrippina, 
the  widow  of  Germanicus,  afterwards  died  in  exile 
on  the  same  desolate  spot. 

Note  3,  page  146,  col.  t. 
That  glowing  land  was  but  iheir  aepulchiB. 
*  dnelqucs  souTenirs  do  ccsur,  quelqnes  noma 
do  fcmmes,  r^clament  aussi  vos  pleura.  C'est  a 
Misine,  dans  le  lieu  ro^me  oik  nous  sommes,  que  la 
▼euro  de  Pompde,  Comclie,  conserva  jusqu'li  la 
roort  son  noble  deuil ;  Agrippine  pleura  long-temps 
(jermanicuB  sur  ces  bords.  Un  jour,  le  mdme  as- 
■aasin  qui  lui  ravit  son  ^pouz  latroova  digne  dele 
suivre.  Ui\e  do  Nisida  fat  t6moin  dcs  adieuz  de 
Brutus  et  de  ¥0106,**— Madame  de  Stail—Cth 
rinne. 

Note  4,  page  146,  col.  3.  ^ 
Denouncing  rengeanoe  on  the  matricide. 
The  sight  of  that  coast,  and  those  shores  where 
the  crime  had  been  perpetrated,  filled  Nero  with 
continual  honors;  besides,  there  were  some  who 
imagined  they  heard  horrid  shrieks  and  cries  finom- 
Agrippina's  tomb,  and  a  mournful  sound  of  trum- 
pets from  the  neighbouring  clifiTs  and  hills.  Nero, 
therefore,  flying  from  such  tragical  scenes,  with- 
drew to  Naples. — See  Ancient  Universal  History. 


Note  5,  page  146,  col.  3. 

AiMlerB  io  triumph,  guii«  oa  the 

"Ce  Gharies,"  dit  Giovanni  Villani,  "fut  sage 
et  prudent  dans  les  eonseils,  preux  dans  les  armcs, 
apre  et  fort  iedoat6  de  tous  les  rois  da  monde, 
magQanime  et  de  haates  pens£es  qoi  Tdgaioient 
aux  plus  grandee  entrcprises;  ia^branlable  dant 
I'adveraite,  fernie  et  fid^fe  dans  tootes  oes  prome»- 
ses,  parlant  pea  et  agtssant  beaacoup,  ne  riant 
preeque  jamais^  decent  comme  un  religieux,  x614 
calholique,  &pre  a  rendre  justice,  f6rooe  dans  set 
regards:  Sa  taille  6toit  grande  et  nerveose,  aa 
coulcer  olivatre,  son  nez  fort  grand.  U  paroissoil 
plus  fiut  qu'aucun  autre  chevalier  pour  la  majesty 
royale.  II  ne  dormoit  presque  point  Jamais  ii  oe 
prit  de  phusir  aax  mimes,  aux  troubadours,  et  auj 
gens  de  oour." — Siemondu  Republiquee  Jlaliennee^ 
vol.  iii. 

Note  6)  page  147,  coL  2. 

Thence  on  the  beach  descends  a  female  ibrm. 

'The  Carmine, (at  Naples)  calls  to  miqd  th» 
bk)ody  catastrophe  of  those  royal  youths,  Conradin 
and  Frederick  of  Austria,  butchered  before  its  door« 
Whenever  I  traversed  that  square,  my  heart  yearn- 
ed at  the  idea  of  their  premature  fiUe,  and  at  th# 
deep  distress  of  Conradin's  mother,  who,  landing 
on  the  beach  with  her  son's  ransom,  found  only  a 
lifeless  trulik  to  redeem  from  the  fangs  of  hid  bav» 
barous  conqueror." — SwinhwriWe  TVaveU  in  thM 
Two  SicUiee. 


Stir  Sbttptit. 


A  POEM. 


"  Leur  raison,  qulls  prcnnent  pour  guide,  ne 
pr6sente  a  leur  esprit  que  des  conjectures  et  des 
embarras ;  les  absurditds  ou  ils  tombent  en  niant 
la  Religion  deviennent  plus  insoutenables  que  les 
v6rit68  dont  la  hauteur  les  ctonne ;  et  pour  ne  vou- 
lobr  pad  croire  des  mystdres  incompr^hensibles,  ils 
suivent  I'une  apres  I'autre  d'incomprehensibles 
eneun.^—BoonLet,  Oraisons  Punebrea, 


When  the  young  Eagle,  with  exulting  eye, 
Has  learned  to  dare  the  splendour  of  the  sky, 
Aud  leave  the  Alps  beneath  him  in  his  course, 
To  bathe  his  crest  in  morn's  empyreal  Source, 
Will  his  free  wing,  from  that  majestic  height, 
Descend  to  follow  some  wild  veteor's  light, 
Wtuch  far  below,  with  evanescent  fire, 
Shines  to  delude,  and  dazzles  to  expire  1 

No  I  still  through  clouds  he  wins  liis  upward  way, 
Aiid  proudly  ckdma  nis  heriti^  of  day  I 


— And  shall  the  spirit  on  whose  ardent  gaze, 
The  dayspring  from  on  high  hath  poured  its  \A$a\ 
Turn  fh>m  that  pure  effulgence,  to  the  beam 
Of  earth-bom  light,  that  sheds  %  treacherous  gleam, 
Luring  the  wanderer  from  the  star  of  faith. 
To  the  deep  valley  of  the  shades  of  death  1 
What  bright  exchange,  what  treasure  shall  te 

given, 
For  the  high  birth-right  of  its  hope  in  Heaven  1 
If  lost  the  gem  which  empires  could  not  buy^ 
What  yet  remains  ? — a  dark  eternity  i 

Is  earth  still  Eden !— might  a  seraph  goest, 
Still,  'midst  its  chosen  bowen  delighted  festi 
Is  all  so  cbudleas  and  so  cahn  bekyw, 
We  seek  no  fairer  scenes  than  life  eafi  riMWt 
That  the  cokl  Sceptic  in  his  pride  elate, 
Rejects  the  promise  of  a  brighter  state. 
And  leaves  the  rock,  no  tempest  shall  displaoe^ 
To  rear  his  dwelling  on  the  quicksand's  base  ? 
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YoCary  of  doubt !  then  joio  the  fostd  throngi 
Bask  in  the  sunbeam,  listen  to  the  aong. 
Spread  the  rich  board,  and  fill  the  wine-cup  high. 
And  bind  the  wreath  ere  yet  the  roses  die  1 
'Tis  weU,  thine  eye  is  yet  undunmed  by  time, 
And  thy  heart  bounds,  exulting  in  its  prime; 
Smile  then  vmrnoved  at  Wisdom's  warning  voice, 
And,  in  the  gloiy  of  thy  strength,  rejoice ! 

Bnt  life  hath  sterner  tasks ;  e'en  youth's  brief  hours 
Snrvive  the  beauty  of  their  loveliest  flowers ; 
The  founts  of  joy,  where  pilgrims  rest  from  toil, 
Are  few  and  distant  on  the  desert  soil ; 
The  soul's  pure  flame  the  breath  of  storms  must  fan, 
And  pain  and  sorrow  claim  their  nursling — Man  I 
Eartti's  noblest  sons  the  bitter  cup  have  shared — 
Pronnd  child  of  reason  1  how  art  Ihou  prepa!^  1 
When  years,  with  silent  might,  thy  frame  have  bow- 
ed. 
And  o'er  thy  spirit  cast  thy  wintry  cloud, 
Will  Memory  sooth  thee  on  thy  bed  of  pain, 
With  the  bright  images  of  pleasure's  train  1 
Yes !  as  the  sight  of  some  far  distant  shore, 
Whose  well-known  scenes  his  loot  shall  tread  no 

more^ 
Would  cheer  the  seaman,  by  the  eddying  wave 
Drawn,  vainly  struggling,  to  th'  unfathomed  grave ! 
Shall  Hope,  the  faithful  cherub,  hear  thy  call, 
She,  who  like  heaven's  own  sunbeam,  smiles  for  all  1 
Will  ahe  speak  comfort  1 — Thou  hast  shorn  her 

plume, 
That  might  have  raised  thee  far  above  the  tomb, 
And  hushed  the  only  voice  whose  angel  tone 
Soothes  when  aU  melodies  of  joy  are  flown  I 

For  she  was  born  beyond  the  stars  to  soar, 
And  kindling  at  the  source  of  life,  adore ; 
Thott  oouldst  not,  mortal  1  rivet  to  the  earth 
Her  eye,  whose  beam  is  of  celestial  birth ; 
She  dwells  with  those  who  leave  her  pinion  free, 
And  sheds  the  dews  of  heaven  on  all  but  thee. 

Yet  few  theie  are,  so  lonely,  so  bereft, 
Bnt  some  true  heart,  that  beats  to  theirs,  is  left, 
Apd,  haply,  one  whose  strong  afibction's  power 
Unchanged  may  triumph  thiough  misfortune's 

hour, 
Still  with  fond  oaM  supports  thy  languid  head, 
And  keeps  unwearied  vigils  by  thy  bed. 

But  thou  1  whose  thoughts  have  no  blest  home 
above, 
Captive  of  eaith  1  and  canst  thou  dare  to  hoe  7 
To  rauw  sQch  leelings  a»  delight  to  rest. 
Within  that  hallowed  shrin»--a  parent's  breast, 
To£x.eaeh  hope,  concentrate  every  tie, 
On  one  frail  idol,— destined  but  to  die, 
Yet  mock  the  hixh  thai  points  to  worlds  of  light, 
When  seMVsd  aonls,  made  perfect,  r»-uqite  1 
Then  tiemble  1  cling  to  every  passing  joy. 
Twined  with  the  iifea  momsnt  may  dsstnoy ! 
If  these  be  aonow  in  a.  parting  tear, 
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If  some  bright  boor  on  rapture's  wing  hath  flown, 
Find  more  than  anguish  in  the  thought — 't  is  gone 
Go  1  to  a  voice  such  magic  influence  give, 
Thou  canst  not  lose  its  melody,  and  live ; 
And  make  an  eye  the  lode-star  of  thy  soul, 
And  let  a  gLuice  the  springs  of  thought  control ; 
Gaze  on  a  mortal  form  with  fond  delight, 
Till  the  fair  vision  mingles  with  thy  sight ; 
There  seek  thy  blessings,  there  repose  thy  trust, 
Lean  on  the  willow,  idolize  the  dustl 
Then,  when  thy  treasure  best  repays  thy  care, 
Think  on  that  dread  "for  ever'*— and  despair  I 

And  oh !  nostntnge,  unwonted  storm  there  needs, 
To  wreck  at  once  thy  fragile  ark  of  reeds. 
Watch  well  its  course— explore  with  anxious  eye 
Each  little  cloud  that  floats  along  the  sky«- 
Is  the  blue  canopy  serenely  feir  ? 
Yet  may  the  thunderbolt  unseen  be  there, 
And  the  bark  ^nk,  when  peace  and  sunshine  sleep 
On  the  smooth  bosom  of  the  wavelese  deep ! 
Yes !  ere  a  sound,  a  sign  announce  thy  fate, 
May  the  blow  fall  which  makes  thee  desolate ! 
Not  always  Heaven's  destroying  angel  shrouds 
His  awful  form  in  tempests  and  in  clouds ; 
He  fills  the  summer-air  with  latent  power, 
He  hides  bis  venom  in  the  scented  flower, 
He  steals  upon  thee,  in  the  Zephyr's  breath, 
And  festal  garlands  veil  4he  shafts  of  death  7 

Where  art  thou  then,  who  thus  didst  rashly  caat 
Thine  all  upon  the  mercy  of  the  blast, 
And  vainly  hope  the  tree  of  lifelK)  find 
Rooted  in  sands  that  flit  before  the  wind  1 
Is  not  that  earth  thy  spirit  bved  so  well, 
It  wished  not  in  a  brighter  sphere  to  dwell, 
Become  a  desert  now,  a  vale  of  gloom, 
O'ershadowed  with  the  midnight  of  the  tomb  1 
Where  shalt  thou  turn?— it  is  npt  thine  to  raise^ 
To  yon  pure  heaven  thy  calm  confiding  gaze, 
No  gleam  reflected  from  that  realm  of  rest 
Steals  on  the  darkness  of  thy  troubled  breast. 
Not  for  thine  eye  shall  faith  divinely  shed 
Her  gbry  round  the  imi^e  of  the  dead ; 
And  if,  when  slumbey's  lonely  couch  is  prest, 
The  form  departed  be  tJtky  spirit's  guest, 
It  bears  no  light  from  purer  worlds  to  this; 
The  future  lends  not  e'en  a  dream  of  bliss. 

But  who  shall  dare  the  Gate  of  Life  to  doeey 
Or  say,  thus  far  the  stream  of  mercy  flows  1 
That  fount  unsealed,  wboee  boundless  waves  em- 
brace 

Each  distant  isle  and  visit  every  race. 
Pours  from  tli»  Throne  of  God  its  current  free, 
Nor  yet  denies  th'  immortal  draught  to  thee. 
Oh !  while  the  doom  impends,  not  yet  decreed. 
While  yet  th'  Atonec  hath  not  ceased  to  plead, 
While  still,  suspended  by  a  single  hair. 
The  sharp  bright  sword  hangs  quivering  in  the  ui, 
Bow  down  thy  heart  to  Him,  who  will  not  bnak 
The  bruised  feed  i  •'fa  J«i«  ^walbp.  asttkel 
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Patient,  because  Eternal,(l)  He  may  hear 
Thy  prayer  of  agony  with  pitying  ear, 
And  send  his  ehasteninv  spirit  from  above, 
OVr  the  deep  chaoe  of  thy  soul  to  move. 

But  seek  thoa  mercy  through  His  name  alone, 
To  whose  unequalled  sorrows  none  was  shown. 
Through  Him,  who  here  in  mortal  garb  abode, 
As  man  to  sufier,  and  to  heal  as  God ! 
And,  bom  the  sons  of  utmost  time  to  bless, 
Endured  all  scorn,  and  aided  all  distress. 

Call  thou  on  Him — for  He,  in  human  form, 
Hath  walked  the  waves  of  Life,  and  stilled  the 

storm. 
He,  when  her  hour  of  lingering  grace  was  past, 
O'er  Salem  wept,  relenting  to  the  last, 
Wept  with  such  tears  as  Judah's  monarch  poured 
O'er  his  lost  child,  ungrateful,  yet  deplored ; 
And,  offering  guiltless  blood  that  guilt  might  live, 
Taught  from  his  Cross  the  lesson — to  forgive! 

Call  thou  on  him — ^his  prayer  e'en  then  arose, 
Breathed  in  un pitied  anguish,  for  his  foes. 
And  haste !— ere  bursts  the  Hghtning  from  on  high. 
Fly  to  the  City  of  thy  Refuge,  fly  1(2) 
Bo  shall  th'  Avenger  turn  his  steps  away. 
And  sheath  hb  falchion,  baffled  of  its  prey. 

Yet  must  long  days  roll  on,  ere  peace  shall  brood, 
As  the  soft  Halcyon,  o'er  thy  heart  subdued ; 
Ere  yet  the  dove  of  Heaven  descend,  to  shed 
Irspiring  influence  o'er  thy  fallen  head. 
—He  who  hath  pined  in  dungeons,  *midst  the 

shade 
Of  such  deep  night  as  man  for  man  hath  made, 
Through  lingering  years;  if  called  at  length  to  be 
Once  more,  by  nature's  boundless  charter,  free, 
Shnnks  feebly  back,  the  blaze  of  noon  to  shun, 
Fainting  at  day,  and  blasted  by  the  sun! 
Thus,  when  the  captive  soul  hath  long  remained 
In  its  own  dread  abyss  of  darkness  chained, 
If  the  Deliverer,  in  his  might,  at  last, 
Its  fetters,  bom  of  earth,  to  earth  should  cast, 
The  beam  of  truth  o'erpowers  its  dazzled  sight. 
Trembling  it  sinks,  and  finds  no  joy  in  light 
But  this  will  pass  away — that  spark  of  mind. 
Within  thy  frame  unquenchabiy  enshrined, 
Shall  live  to  triump  in  its  brightening  ray, 
Born  to  be  fostered  with  ethereal  day. 
Thfin  wilt  thou  bless  the  hour,  when  o'er  thee 

passetl, 
f  >n  wing  of  flame  the  purifying  blast, 
And  sorrow's  voice,  through  paths  before  untrod, 
JJke  Smai's  trumpet,  called  thee  to  thy  QodI 

But  hopest  thou,  in  thy  panoply  of  pride, 
Heaven's  messenger,  affliction,  to  deride  1 
111  thine  own  strength  unaided  to  defy, 
With  Stoic  smile,  the  arrows  of  the  skyi 
Tom  by  the  vulture,  fettered  to  the  rock, 
Still,  Demigod  1  the  tempest  wilt  thoo  mockl 
Alasii  the  tower  tbat  erests  the  mountain  brow 
A  thousand  years  may  awo  the  Tale  below, 


Yet  not  the  less  be  shattered  on  its  height. 
By  one  dread  moment  of  the  earthquake's  might 
A  thousand  pangs  thy  bosom  may  have  home, 
In  silent  fortitude,  or  haughty  scorn, 
Till  comes  tht  one,  the  master-anguish,  sent 
To  break  the  mighty  heart  that  ne'er  was  bent 

Oh!  what  is  nature's  strength  1  the  vacant  eye^ 
By  mind  deserted,  hath  a  dread  reply! 
The  wild  delirious  laughter  of  despair. 
The  nurth  of  fren-zy — seek  an  answer  there! 
Turn  not  away,  though  pity's  cheek  grow  pale, 
Close  not  thine  ear  against  their  awful  tale. 
They  tell  thee,  reason,  wandering  from  the  ray 
Of  Faith,  the  blazing  pillar  of  her  way. 
In  the  mid-darkness  of  the  stormy  wave, 
Forsook  the  straggling  soul  she  could  not  save  I 
Weep  not,  sad  moralist !  o'er  desert  plains. 
Strewed  with  the  wrecks  of  grandeur — mouldei^ 

ing  fanes, 
Arehes  of  triumph,  long  vrith  weeds  o'ergrown 
And  regal  cities,  now  the  serpent's  own: 
Earth  has  more  awful  ruins—one  lost  mind. 
Whose  star  is  quenched,  hath  lessons  for  mankind 
Of  deeper  import  than  each  prostrate  dome. 
Mingling  its  marble  with  the  dust  of  Rome. 

But  who  with  eye  unshrinking  sliaH  explore 
That  waste,  illumed  by  reason's  beam  no  more  1 
Who  pierce  the  deep,  mysterious  clouds  that  ruU 
Around  the  shattered  temple  of  the  soul, ' 
Curtained  with  midnight  1 — ^low  its  columns  lie, 
And  daric  the  chambers  of  its  imagery  1(3) 
Sunk  are  its  idols  now — and  God  alone 
May  rear  the  fabrk:  by  their  fkll  o'erthrown! 
Yet  from  its  inmost  shrine,  by  storms  laid  bare, 
Is  heard  an  oracle  that  cries — "  Beware  I 
Child  of  the  dust!  but  ransomed  of  the  skies! 
One  breath  of  Heaven — and  thus  thy  glory  diet 
Hast,  ere  the  hour  of  doom,  draw  nigh  to  Him 
Who  dwells  above  between  the  cherubim  I" 

Spirit  dethroned!  and  checked  in  mid  career, 
Son  of  the  miming  1  exiled  from  the  sphere, 
TeU  tis  thy  tale ! — Perchanee  thy  race  was  ran 
With  sdenoe,  in  the  chariot  of  the  sun ; 
Free  as  the  winds  the  paths  of  space  to  sweep, 
Traverse  the  untrodden  kingdoms  of  the  deep. 
And  search  the  laws  that  Nature's  springs  oott 

trot. 

There  tracmg  all— save  Him  who  guide*  tlw 
whole. 

Haply  thine  eye  its  ardent  gfanoe  bad  east 
Through  the  dim  shades,  the  peftals  of  the  past ; 
By  the  bright  lamp  of  thought  thy  care  had  ftd 
From  the  far  beaeon-hghts  of  ages  fled, 
The  depths  of  time  exploring,  to  vetraoe 
The  glorious  maich  of  many  a  vanished  ibm. 

Or  did  thy  power  pervade  the  living  lym, 
Tin  its  deep  chords  became  instinct  with  Are, 
Silenced  all  nMiier  notes,  and  swelled  on  high, 
Foil  and  alone,  thstr  mighty  harmenyt 
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While  woke  each  paaiion  from  its  cell  profound^ 
And  natioiu  started  at  th'  electric  sound  1 

Lord  of  th'  Ascendant!  what  avails  it  now, 
rhough  bright  the  laurels  waved  upon  thy  brow? 
What,  though  tbj  name  through  distant  empires 

heard. 
Bade  the  heart  bound  as  doth  a  battle-word? 
Was  it  for  this  thy  still  unwearied  eye 
Kept  vigil  with  the  watch-fires  of  the  sky, 
To  make  the  secrets  of  all  ages  thine, 
And  coounune  with  majestic  thoughts  that  shine 
O'er  Time's  long  shadowy  pathway?— hath  thy 

mind 
Severed  its  lone  dominions  from  mankind, 
For  this  to  woo  their  homage  7 — Thou  hast  sought 
AU,  save  the  wisdom  with  salvation  fraught^ 
Won  every  wreath — ^but  that  which  will  not  die, 
Nor  aught  neglected — save  eternity! 

And  did  all  fail  thee,  in  the  hour  of  wrath, 
When  burst  th'  o'erwhelming  vials  on  thy  pathi 
Could  not  the  voice  of  Fame  inspire  thee  then, 
O  spirit!  sceptred  by  the  sons  of  men, 
With  an  Immortal's  courage  to  sustain 
The  transient  agonies  of  earthly  paini 
— One,  one  there  was,  all-powerful  to  have 
saved, 
When  the  loud  fuiy  of  the  billow  raved; 
But  Him  thou  knewest  not — and  the  light  he  lent 
Hath  vanished  from  its  ruined  tenement. 
But  left  thee  breathing,  moving,  lingering  yet, 
A  tlung  we  shrink  from — vainly  to  forget ; 
Lift  the  dread  veil  no  further — hide,  oh !  hide 
The  bleeding  form,  the  couch  of  suicide! 
The  dagger  grasped  in  death — the  brow,  the  eye. 
Lifeless,  yet  stamped  with  rage  and  agony; 
The  souVs  dark  traces  left  in  many  a  line 
Graved  on  hU  mien,  who  died, — "  and  made  no 

sign!" 
approach  not,  gase  not— lest  thy  fevered  brain 
Too  deep  that  image  of  despair  retain; 
Angels  of  slumber!  o'er  the  midnight  hour. 
Let  not  such  visions  daim  unhallowed  power, 
Let  the  mind  sink  with  terror,  and  above 
See  but  th'  Avenger's  arm,  forgot  th'  Atoner's 

love! 
O  Thou  I  th'  unseen,  th'  all-seeing!— >Thou 
whose  ways 
Mantled  with  darkness,  mock  all  finite  gaze, 
Before  whose  eyes  the  creatures  of  Thy  hand, 
Seraph  and  man,  alike  in  weakness  stand. 
And  coontleas  ages,  trampling  into  day 
Earth's  empires  on  their  march,  are  but  a  day; 
Father  of  worlds  unknown,  unnumbered  1 — Thou, 
With  whom  all  time  is  one  eternal  now, 
Who  know'st  no  past,  no  future — ^Thou  whose 

breath 
Goes  forth,  and  bean  to  myriads,  life  or  death  t 
Look  on  Qs^  guide  us! — wanderers  of  a  sea 
WiU  and  obacnie,  what  are  we,  left  of  Thao  1 


A  thousand  rocks,  deep-hid,  elude  oui  sight, 
A  star  may  set — and  we  are  lost  in  night; 
A  breeze  may  waft  us  to  the  whirlpool's  brink, 
A  treach'rous  song  allure  us — and  we  nnk! 

Oh !  by  fiw  love,  who,  veiling  Godhead's  Kghl, 
To  moments  drcumscrilied  the  Infinite, 
And  Heaven  and  Earth  disdained  not  to  ally 
By  that  dread  union — Man  with  Deity; 
Immortal  tean  o'er  mortal  woes  who  shed, 
And,  ere  he  raised  them,  wept  above  the  dead ; 
Save,  or  we  perish ! — let  thy  word  control 
The  earthquakes  of  that  universe— the  soul ; 
Pervade  the  depths  of  passion — speak  once  more 
The  mighty  mandate,  guard  of  eveiy  shore^ 
"  Here  shall  thy  waves  be  stayed" — ^in  grief,  in  pda. 
The  fearful  poise  of  reason's  sphere  maintain. 
Thou,  by  whom  suns  are  balanced! — thus  secura 
In  Thee  shall  Faith  and  Fortitude  endure; 
Consdons  of  Thee,  unfaltering  shall  the  just 
Look  upward  still,  in  high  and  holy  trust. 
And,  by  affliction  guided  to  Thy  shrine. 
The  first,  last  thought  of  suffering  hearts  be  Thine. 

And  oh !  be  near,  when  dothed  with  conquer 
ing  power. 
The  King  of  Terrors  claims  his  own  Iread  hour; 
When  on  the  edge  of  that  unknown  abges, 
Which  darkly  parts  us  from  the  realm  of  bliss. 
Awe-struck  alike  the  timid  and  the  brave, 
Alike  subdued  the  monarch  and  the  slave. 
Must  drink  the  cup  of  trembling(4) — ^when  we  see 
Nought  in  the  universe  but  death  and  Thee, 
Forsake  us  not; — ^if  still,  when  life  was  young. 
Faith  to  Thy  bosom,  as  her  home,  hath  sprung. 
If  Hope's  retreat  hath  been,  through  all  the  past. 
The  shadow  by  the  Rock  of  Ages  cast, 
Father,  forsake  us  not!— when  tortures  urge 
The  shrinking  soul  to  that  mysterious  verge. 
When  from  Thy  justice  to  Thy  love  we  fly, 
On  Nature's  conflict  look  with  pitying  eye. 
Bid  the  strong  wind,  the  fire,  the  earthquake  cease, 
Come  in  the  still  small  voice,  and  whispers- 
peace  !(5) 

For  oh  I  't  is  awful— He  that  hath  beheld 
The  parting  spirit,  by  its  fears  repelled. 
Cling  in  weak  terror  to  its  earthly  chain. 
And  from  the  dizzy  brink  recoil,  in  vain; 
He  that  hath  seen  the  last  convulsive  throe 
Dissdve  the  union  formed  and  closed  in  wo, 
Wdl  knows,  that  hour  is  awful. — In  the  pride 
Of  youth  and  health,  by  sufferings  yet  untried, 
We  talk  of  Death  as  something,  which  't  west 

sweet 
In  Glory's  arms  eztdtingly  to  meet, 
A  dosing  triumph,  a  majestic  scene, 
I  Where  gazing  nations  watch  the  hero's  nuen 
As,  undismayed  amidst  the  tears  of  all, 
He  folds  his  mantle,  regally  to  foil ! 
I     Hush,  fond  enthusiast !— still,  obsruie.  and  Xotm 
i  Yet  not  less  terrihle  becawse  vakiiown. 
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b  the  last  boar  of  thousands — they  retire 
From  life's  thronged  path,  unnoticed  to  expire, 
As  the  light  leaf,  whose  fall  to  ruin  bears 
Some  trembling  insect's  little  world  of  cares, 
Descends  in  silence-— while  around  waves  on 
The  migl)ty  forest,  reckless  what  is  gonel 
Such  is  man's  doom — and,  ere  an  hour  be  flown, 
— Start  not,  thou  UrlSer ! — such  may  be  thine  own. 

But  as  life's  current  in  its  ebb  draws  near 
The  shadowy  gulf,  tliere  wakes  a  thought  of  fear, 
A  thrilling  thought,  which,  haply  mockctt  before, 
We  fain  would  stifle — ^but  it  sleeps  no  more  I 
There  are,  who  fly  its  murmuri  'midst  the  throng, 
That  join  the  masque  of  revelry  and  song, 
Yet  still  Death's  image,  by  its  power  restored, 
Frowns  'midst  the  roses  of  the  festal  board. 
And,  when  deep  shades  o'er  earth  and  ocean 

brood, 
And  the  heart  owns  the  might  of  solitude. 
Is  its  low  whisper  heard — a  note  profound. 
But  wild  azul  startling  as  the  trumpet-sound, 
That  bursts,  with  sudden  blast,  the  dead  repose 
Of  some  proud  city,  stormed  by  midnight  foes ! 

Oh!  vainly  reason's  scornful  voice  would  prove 
That  life  bath  nought  to  claim  such  lingering  love, 
And  ask,  if  e'er  the  captive,  half  unchained. 
Clung  to  the  links  which  yet  his  step  restrained. 
In  vain  philosophy,  with  tranquil  pride, 
Would  mock  the  feelings  she  perchance  can  hide, 
Call  up  the  countless  armies  of  the  dead, 
Point  to  the  pathway  beaten  by  their  tread, 
And  say—"  What  wouldst  thoul  Shall  the  flzed 

decree, 
Made  for  creation,  be  reveried  for  thee  ?" 
—Poor,  feeble  aid ! — proud  Stoic !  ask  not  why 
It  is  enough,  that  nature  shrinks  to  die  I 
Enough,  that  horror,  which  thy  words  upbraid, 
Is  her  dread  penalty,  and  must  be  paid  I 
—Search  thy  deep  .wisdom,  solve  thjB  scarce  de- 
fined 
And  mystic  questions  of  the  parting  mind, 
Half  checked,  half  uttered— Icll  her,  wliat  shall 

burst 
In  whelming  grandeur,  on  her  vision  first. 
When  freed  from  mortal  films  1 — what  viewless 

world 
Shall  first  receive  her  wing  but  half  unfurled  1 
What  awful  and  unbodied  beings  guide 
Her  timid  flight  through  regions  yet  untried] 
Say  if  at  once,  her  final  doom  to  hear, 
^elbre  her  God  the  trembler  must  appear, 
Or  wait  that  day  of  terror,  when  the  sea 
Sludl  yield  its  hidden  dead,  and  heaven  and  earth 

shall  flee) 
Hast  thou  no  answer  1 — then  deride  no  more 
The  thoughts  that  shrink,  yet  cewse  not  to  explore 
Th'  unknown,  th'  unseen,  the  future— though  the 

heart 
Af  at  uneiothly  iowidv^  befi^re  tbon  ftart, 


Though  the  frame  shudder,  and  the  spirit  sigh. 
They  have  their  source  in  immortality ! 
Whence,  then,  shall  strength,  which  reason's  aid 

denies. 
An  equal  to  the  mortal  conflict  nse  7 
When,  on  the  swift  pale  horae,  whose  lightning 

pace. 
Where'er  we  fly,  still  wins  the  dreadful  race. 
The  mighty  rider  comes — oh !  whence  shall  aid 
Be  drawn,  to  meet  their  rushing,  undismayed  1 
— Whence, but  from  thee,  Messiah! — thou  hast 

drained 

The  bitter  cup,  till  not  the  dregs  remained ; 
To  thee  the  struggle  and  the  pang  were  known, 
The  mystic  horror — all  became  thine  own ! 

But  did  no  hand  celestial  succour  bring, 
Till  scorn  and  anguish  haply  lost  their  sting  1 
Came  not  th'  Archangel,  in  the  final  hour, 
To  arm  thee  with  invulnerable  power! 
No,  Son  of  God !  upon  thy  sacred  head. 
The  shafts  of  wrath  their  tenfold  fufy  shed, 
From  man  averted — and  thy  path  on  high 
Passed  through  the  strait  of  fiercest  agony; 
For  thus  th'  Eternal,  with  propitious  eyes, 
Received  the  last,  th'  almighty  sacrifice  I 

But  wake!  be  glad,  ye  hations!  from  the  tomb 
Is  won  the  victory,  and  is  fled  the  gloom  I 
The  vale  of  dci^h  in  conquest  hath  been  trod. 
Break  forth  in  joy,  ye  ransomed !  saith  your  God  I 
Swell  ye  the  raptures  of  the  song  afar. 
And  bail  with  harps  your  bright  and  morning  star 

He  rose !  the  everlasting  gates  of  day 
Received  the  King  of  Glory  on  his  way ! 
The  hope,  tite  comforter  of  those  who  wept, 
And  the  first-fruits  of  them,  in  Him  that  slept 
He  rose,  he  triumphed  !  he  will  yet  sustain 
Frail  nature  sinking  in  the  stnfe  of  jKiin. 
Aided  by  Him,  around  the  martyr's  frame 
When  fiercely  blazed  a  living  shroud  of  flame^ 
Hath  the  firm  soul  exulted,  and  the  voice 
Raised  the  victorious  hymn,  and  cried,  "  Rejoice !* 
Aided  by  Him,  though  none  the  bed  attend, 
Where  the  lone  sufferer  dies  without  a  friend, 
He,  whom  the  busy  world  shall  miss  no  more 
That  morn  one  dew-drop  from  her  countless  storey 
Earth's  most  neglected  child,  with  trusting  heart, 
Called  to  the  hope  of  glory,  shall  depart ! 

And  say,  cold  Sophist !  if  by  thee  bereft 
Of  that  high  hope,  to  misery  what  were  left? 
But  for  the  vision  of  the  days  to  be, 
But  for  the  Comforter,  despised  by  thee. 
Should  we  not  wither  at  the  Chastener's  look. 
Should  we  not  sink  beneath  our  GKxI's  rebuke. 
When  o  er  our  heads  the  desolating  blast, 
Fraught  with  inscrutable  decrees,  hath  passed, 
And  the  stern  power  who  seeks  the  noblest  prey,       ' 
Hath  called  our  fairest  and  our  best  away?  i 

Should  we  not  madden,  when  our  eyes  behold  | 

All  that  we  loved  ui  marble  stillness  C0I4, 
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Ko  more  responsive  to  our  smile  or  sigh, 
Fixed — frozen — silent — all  mortality  1 
But  for  the  promise,  all  shall  yet  be  wcl]| 
Would  not  the  spirit  in  its  pangs  rebel, 
Beneath  such  clouds  as  darkened,  when  the  hand 
Of  wrath  lay  heavy  on  our  prostrate  land, 
And  thou,  just  lent  thy  gladdened  islos  to  bless, 
Then  snatched  from  earth  with  all  thy  bvelincss, 
With  all  a  nation's  blessings  on  thy  head, 
O  England's  flower !  wcrt  gathered  to  the  dead  1 
But  thou  didst  teach  us.    .Thou  to  every  heart, 
Faith's  lofty  lesson  didst  thyself  impart ! 
When  fled  the  hope  through  all  thy  pangs  which 

smiled, 
When  thy  young  bosom,  o'er  thy  lifeless  cliild, 
Vearned  with  vain  longing— still  thy  patient  eye, 
To  its  last  light,  beamed  holy  constancy! 
Tom  from  a  lot  in  cloudless  sunshine  cast, 
Amidst  those  agonies — thy  first  and  last. 
Thy  pale  lip,  quivering  with  convulsive  throes, 
Breathed  not  a  plaint — and  settled  in  repose ; 
While  bowed  thy  royal  head  to  Him,  whose  power 
Spoke  in  the  fiat  of  that  midnight  hour, 
Who  from  the  brightest  vision  of  a  throne, 
Love,  glory,  empire,  claimed  thee  for  his  own, 
And  spread  such  terror  o'er  the  sea-girt  coast. 
As  blasted  Israel,  when  her  ark  was  loal ! 

"  It  is  the  will  of  God !"— yet,  yet  we  hear 
The  words  which  closed  thy  beautiful  career, 
Tet  should  we  mourn  thee  in  thy  blest  abode, 
But  for  that  thought—"  It  is  the  will  of  God  V 
Who  shall  arraign  th'  Eternal's  dark  decree, 
If  not  one  murmur  then  escaped  from  thee? 
Oh !  still,  though  vanbhing  without  a  trace. 
Thou  hast  not  left  one  scbn  of  thy  race. 
Still  may  thy  memory  bloom  our  vales  among, 
Halbwed  by  freedom,  and  enshrined  in  song ! 
Still  may  thvipure,  majestic  spirit  dwell, 
Bright  on  the  isles  which  loved  thy  name  so  well, 
E'en  as  an  angel,  with  presiding  care, 
To  wake  and  guard  thine  own  high  virtues  there. 

For  lo  t  tin  hour  when  storm  presaging  skies 
Call  on  the  watchers  of  the  land  to  rise, 
To  set  the  sign  of  fire  on  every  height,(6) 
And  o'er  the  mountains  rear,  with  patriot  might, 
Prepared,  if  summoned,  in  its  cause  to  die, 
The  banner  of  our  faith,  the  Cross  of  victory! 

By  this   hath  England  conquered— >field  and 
flood 
Have  owned  her  sovereignty — alone  she  stood, 
When  chains  o'er  all  the  sceptred  earth  were 

thrown, 
In  high  and  holy  nngleness,  alone, 
But  mighty  in  her  God — and  shall  she  now 
Forget  before  th'  Omnipotent  to  bow  7 
From  the  bright  fountain  of  her  gk>ry  turn, 
Or  ou  strange  fire  upon  his  altars  bum  1 
No  1  severed  land,  midtt  rocks  and  billows  rade. 
Throned  in  thy  majesty  of  solitude^ 


Still  in  the  deep  asylum  of  thy  breast 

Shall  the  pure  elements  of  greatness  rest, 

Virtue  and  faith,  the  tutelary  powers, 

Thy  hearths  that  hallow,  and  defend  thy  tovi*ersl 

Still,  where  thy  hamlet-vales,  O  chosen  isle  1 
In  the  soft  beauty  of  their  verdure  smile, 
Where  yew  and  elm  o'ershade  the  lowly  fanes, 
That  guard  the  peasant's  records  and  remains, 
May  the  blest  echoes  of  the  Sabbath-bell 
Sweet  on  the  quiet  of  the  woodlands  swell, 
And  from  each  cottage-dwelling  of  thy  glades, 
When  startight  glimmers  through  the  deepening 


Devotion's  voice  in  choral  hymns  arise. 

And  bear  the  Land's  warm  incense  to  the  skies. 

There  may  the  mother,  as  with  anxious  joy 
To  Heaven  her  lessons  consecrate  her  boy, 
Teach  his  young  accents  still  the  immortal  lays 
Of  Zion's' bards,  in  inspiration's  days. 
When  Angels,  whispering  through  the  cedar's 

shade. 
Prophetic  tones  to  Judah's  harp  conveyed ; 
And  as,  her  soul  all  glistening  in  her  eyes. 
She  bids  the  prayer  of  infancy  arise, 
Tell  of  his  name,  who  left  his  throne  on  high, 
Earth's  lowliest  lot  to  bear  and  sanctify,  • 

His  love  divine,  by  keenest  anguish  tried. 
And  fondly  say—"  My  child,  for  thee  He  died  I'* 


NOTES. 

Note  1,  page  150,  col.  1. 

Pailent,  because  Eienul 

**  He  is  patient,  because  He  is  eternal/ 

St.  Augustine, 

Note  2,  page  150,  col  1. 
Fly,  to  the  ClQr  of  thy  Rd^gs,  fly! 
"  Then  ye  shall  appoint  yon  cities,  tr  he  dUe« 
of  refuge  for  you ;  that  the  slayer  may  flee  thither 
which  killeth  any  person  at  unawares. — And  they 
shall  be  unto  ycfa  cities  for  refuge  from  the  aven- 
ger."— aVixwiiers,  chap.  xxxv. 

Note  3,  page  150,  col  3. 

And  dark  the  chambeis  of  hs  Imagoiy. 
"  Every  man  in  the  chambers  of  his  imagery." 
EzeJciel,  chap.  viii. 

Note  4,  page  151,  col  3. 
MnsL  drink  the  cup  of  oembllo^ 
"  Thou  hast  drunken  the  dregs  of  the  cup  of 
trembling,  and  {wrung  them  ouf— liaiaA,  chap.  tL 

Nolo  ft,  page  151,  coL  2. 
Obom  in  ihs  silO  smaU  foieo^  and  whlspw— 9«sik 
"  And  behold,  the Iiord  passed  fay,  and  agiMt 
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and  strong  wind  rent  the  mountains,  ahd  brake  in  |  not  in  the  fire :  and  after  the  fire  a  still  small 
|iieccs  the  rocks  before  ,the  Lonl ;  but  the  Lord  voice."— 1  Kingt^  chap.  xix. 


was  not  in  the  wind :  and  after  the  wind  an  earth- 
quake; but  the  Lord  was  not  in  the  earthquake: 


Note  G,  page  153,  col.  1. 
To  set  the  sign  of  fire  oa  every  height 


and  after  the  earthquake  a  fire ;  but  the  Lord  was  i "  And  set  up  a  sign  of  fire.**— JcrenuoA,  chap,  iv 


SbUm^tm  to  tfir  ifKrin ots  of  tfir  UXt  H^itifi* 


*  Amoog  many  natione  was  (hen  no  king  like  him.'*->AeA«miaA. 

"  KiK>w  ye  not  thst  there  ta  a  prince  and  a  grast  msn  fidleo  thb  day  In  taaalt'^-.AMUMf. 


Another  warning  souud  1  the  funeral  bcll, 

Startling  the  cities  of  the  isle  once  more, 
With  measured  tones  of  melancholy  swell, 

Strikes  on  th'  awakened  heart  from  shore  to 
shorK 
-He,  at  whose  coming  monarchs  sink  to  dust, 

The  chambers  of  our  palaces  hath  trod,     , 
And  the  long-sufiering  spirit  of  the  just, 

Pure  from  its  ruins,  hath  returned  to  God  1 
Yet  may  not  England  o*er  her  Pathor  weep ; 
Thoughts  to  her  bosom  crowd,  too  many,  and  too 
deep. 

Vain  Toioe  of  Reason,  hush !— they  yet  must  flow, 

The  unrestrained,  involuntary  tears 
A  thousand  feelings  sanctify  the  wo, 

Roused  by  the  glorious  shades  of  vanished  years. 
Tell  us  no  more  't  is  not  the  time  for  grief, 

Now  that  the  exile  of  the  soul  is  past, 
And  Death,  blest  messenger  of  HeaTen's  relief, 

Hath  borne  the  wanderer  to  his  rest  at  last; 
For  him.  Eternity  hath  tenfold  day, 
We  feel,  we  know,  't  is  thus— yet  Nature  will 
have  way. 

What  though  amidst  us,  like  a  blasted  oak. 
Saddening  the  scene  where  once  it  nobly  rdgn- 

A  dread  memorial  of  the  lightning-stroke, 
Stampec*  with  its  fiery  record,  he  remained ; 
Around  that  shattered  tree  still  fondly  clung 

Th'  undying  tendrils  of  our  love,  vrliich  drew 
Fresh  nurture  from  its  deep  decay,  and  sprung 

Luxuriant  thence,  to  Glory's  ruin  true ; 
While  England  hung  her  trophies  on  the  stem, 
That  desolately  stood,  unconscious  e'en  o(  them, 

Oi  them  unconscious  I  Oh  mysterious  doom! 

Who  shall  unfold  the  counsels  of  the  skies? 
His  was  the  voioe  which  rounod,  as  from  the  tomb. 

The  realms  high  soul  to  loftiest  energies  1 
Tlis  was  the  spirit,  o'er  the  isles  which  threw 

The  mantld  of  ils  fortitude ;  and  wrought 
In  vntf  boMoa,  fomtrhd  to  renew 

Eac^  ipo^  ^*'^^  '^*  vn^  an<1  jpnnpoiis  thoiurht : 


The  star  of  tempest  I  beammg  on  the  mast,* 
The  seamen's  torch  of  Hope,  'midst  perils  deep- 
^ing  fest. 

unslumbering  influence  of  his 


Then 


from  th' 
worth, 

Strength,  as  of  inspiration,  filled  the  land ; 
A  young,  but  quenchless,  flame  went  brightly 
forth, 

Kindled  by  him — ^who  saw  it  not  expand  I 
Such  was  the  will  of  Heaven,— the  gifted  seer, 

Who  with  hb  God  had  communed,  face  to  face, 
And  from  the  house  of  bondage,  and  of  fear, 

In  faith  victorious,  led  the  chosen  race ; 
He,  through  the  desert  and  the  waste  their  guide. 
Saw  dimly  from  afar,  the  promised  land — and  died 

O  full  of  days  and  virtues!  on  thy  hesd 

Centred  the  woes  of  many  a  bitter  lot; 
Fathers  have  sorrowed  o'er  their  beauteous  dead, 
Eyes,  quenched  in  night,  the  sun  beam  have 
forgot; 
Minds  have  striven  buoyantly  with  evil  years, 
And  sunk  beneath  their  gathering  weight  at 
Ungth; 
But  Pain  for  thee  had  filled  a  cup  of  tears, 

Where  eveiy  anguish  mingled  all  its  strength ; 
By  thy  lost  child  we  saw  thee  weeping  stand, 
And  shadows  deep  around  fell  from  th'  Eternal's 
hand. 

Then  came  the  noon  of  glory,  which  thy  dreams, 

Perchance  of  yore,  had  faintly  prophesied; 
But  what  to  thee  the  splendor  of  its  beams  1 

The  ice-rock  glows  not  'midst  the  summer's 
pride! 
Nations  leaped  up  to  joy^as  streams  that  burst 

At  the  warm  touch  of  spring,  their  frozen  chain, 
And  o'er  the  plains,  whose  ▼erduvs  once  they 
nursed, 

Roll  in  exulting  melody  again; 


The  glittering  meteor,  like  a  alar,  wnich  oAeo  appeait 
aboot  a  Mp  during  lempeiH  If  smo  Bpoo  the  m^kt-mmm.  Is 
oomidend  by  the  eailon  as  an  oii»a  of  g« 
lkminier*9  Kevorce. 
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And  brii^ht  o'er  earth  Uie  long  majettic  line 
Of  England's  triumphs  swept,  to  rouse  all  hearts 
but  thine. 

Oh !  what  a  dazzling  vision,  by  the  ml 

That  o'er  thy  spirit  hung,  was  shut  from  thee, 
When  sceptred  chieftains  thronged,  with  palms, 
to  hail 

The  crowning  isle,  the  anointed  of  the  sea  t 
Within  thy  palaces  the  lords  of  earth 

Met  to  rejoice, — ^rich' pageants  glittered  by, 
A.nd  stately  revels  imaged,  in  their  mirth, 

The  old  magnificence  of  chivaliy. 
They  reaohed  not  thee,— «midst  them,  yet  aloae, 
8tiUoess  and  gloom  b^prt  one  dim  and  shadowy 
throne. 

Yet  was  there  mercy  still— 4f  joy  no  more 

Within  that  blasted  circle  might  intrude, 
Earth  had  no  grief  whose  footstep  might  pass  o'er 

The  silent  limits  of  its  solitude ! 
If  all  unheard  the  bridal  song  awoke 

Our  hearts'  full  echoes,  as  it  swelled  on  high ; 
Alike  unheard  the  sudden  dirge,  that  broke 

On  the  glad  strain,  with  dread  solemnity  1 
If  the  land's  rose  unheeded  wore  its  bloom, 
Alike  unfelt  the  storm,  that  swept  it  to  the  tomb. 

And  she,  who,  tried  through  all  the  stormy  past, 

Severely,  deeply  proved,  in  many  an  hour. 
Watched  <yer  thee,  firm  and  faithful  to  the  last, 

Sustained,  inspired,  by  strong  affection's  power ; 
if  to  thy  soul  her  voice  no  music  bore, 

If  thy  closed  eye,  and  wandering  spirit  caught 
Ko  hght  from  looks,  that  fondly  would  explore 

Thy  mien,  for  traces  of  responsive  thought ; 
Ob!  thou  wert  spared  the  pang  that  would  have 

thrilled 
Thine  inmost  heart,  when  Dealh  that  anxioiM 
bosom  stilled. 

Thy  loved   ones   fell  around   thee— manhood's 
prime, 
Youth,  with  its  glory,  in  its  fulness.  Age, 
An  at  the  gates  of  their  eternal  dime 

Lay  down,  and  dosed  thdr  mortal  pilgrimage; 
The  land  wore  ashes  for  ita  perished  flowers, 
The  grave's  imperial  harvest.    Thou,  mean- 
while. 
Didst  walk  unconscious  through  thy  royal  towers, 

The  one  that  wept  not  in  ihe  tearftd  ide  1 
Ail  a  tired  wsirior,  on  hia  battle-plain, 
Breathes  deep  in  dreams  amidst  the  moamen  and 
the  slain. 

And  who  e«n  tell  what  Hrfons  m%ht  bs  thhieT 
Tb0  ■tweam  of  thought,  though  bmkea,  ilifl  was 
porat 

Still  o'er  that  wave  the  itan  of  heawn  night  shine, 
Wbsfe  ctftUy  fanage  w^M  ao  mon  ondnm  t 


Though  many  a  step^  of  onee  frmiliar  sound, 
Came  as  a  stnager'a  o'er  thy  closing  ear, 

And  vdoes  breathed  forgotten  tonea  around. 
Which  that  paternd  heart  once  thrilled  to  hear. 

The  min4  hath  senses  of  its  own,  and  powers 

To  people  boundleos  worlds,  in  its  most  wander- 
ing hours. 

Nor  might  the  pihantoms  to  thy  spirit  known 

Be  dark  or  wild.  Creations  of  reroone ; 
Unstained  by  thee,  the  blameless  past  had  thrown 

No  fearful  shadows  o'er  the  future's  course ; 
For  thee  no  ck>ud,  from  memory's  dread  abyss, 

Might  shape  such  forms  as  haunt  the  tyrant's 
•yo; 
And  ckMtng  up  each  avenue  of  "bliss. 

Murmur  their  summons,  to  "despair  and  die *** 
No !  e'en  though  joy  depart,  tnough  reason  ceaaOi 
StiO  virtue's  ruined  home  is  redolent  of  peace. 

Tkey  might  be  with  thee  still-^he  toved,  the  tried, 

The  fair,  the  lost^they  might  be  with  thee  stilU 
More  softly  seen,  in  radiance  purified 

From  eaeh  dim  vapour  of  terrestrial  iU; 
Long  after  earth  reeeived  them,  and  the  noto 

Of  the  last  requiem  o'er  their  dust  was  poured, 
As  passing  aunbeams  o'er  thy  soul  might  doat 

Thoie  forms,  fiom  us  withdrawn— to  thee  ra* 
stored! 
Spirits  of  hdineSH,  in  light  rMid^ed, 
To  oommune  with  a  mind  whose  source  of  tears 


Came  diey  with  tidings  from  the  worlds  above. 

Those  viewless  regions,  where  the  weary  rest  7 
Severed  from  earth,  estranged  from  mortal  love. 

Was  thy  mysterious  converse  with  the  blest  1 
Or  shone  their  visionary  presence  bright 

With  human  beauty  Y---did  their  smiles  renew 
Those  days  of  sacred  and  serene  delight, 

When  ftirest  beings  in  thy  pathway  grewl 
Oh !  Heaven  hath  balm  for  every  wound  it  makes, 
Heafing  the  broken  heart;  it  smite»-  but  ne'er 
forsakes. 

These  ma?  he  phantasies    and  this  alonb, 
Of  alt  we  picture  in  our  dreams,  is  sure ; 

That  rest,  made  perfect,  is  aft  length  thine  own. 
Rest,  in  thy  God  immortdly  secure  I 

Enough  for  tranquil  faith ;  released  from  all 
The  woes  that  graved  Heaven's  lessons  oa  thy 


No  doud  to  dim,  no  fetter  to  intliral. 

Haply  thine  eye  is  on  thy  people  now , 
Whose  k>ve  around  thee  still  its  offerings  shed. 
Though  vainly  sweet  as  flowers,  giiers  tribqCe  to 
the  dead. 


Bui  If  «V  I 
Bo«M  M  the  inlnge  of  M<Min|f ,  to  tht  dbM, 
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May  cast  one  glance  of  tendenieM  behind, 
On  scenes,  once  hallowed  by  its  mortal  ties, 

How  much  hast  thoa  to  ^aze  on !  all  that  lay 
By  the  dark  mantle  of  thy  soul  concealed. 

The  might,  the  majesty,  the  piDud  array 
Of  England's  march  o'ermany  a  noble  field, 

All  spread  beneath  thee,  in  a  blaze  of  light. 

Shine  like  some  glorious  land,  viewed  from  an  Al- 
pine height  / 

Away  presumptuous  thought  I — departed  saint  1 

To  thy  freed  vision  what  can  earth  display 
Of  pomp,  of  royalty,  that  is  not  faint, 
-  Seen  from  the  birth-|dace  of  celestial  day  7 
Oh  1  pale  and  weak  the  sun's  reflected  rays, 

"E'en  in  their  fervour  of  meridian  heat, 
To  him,  who  in  the  sanctuary  may  gaze 

On  the  bright  doud  that  fills  the  meicy-seat ! 
And  thou  mayest  view,  from  thy  divine  abode, 
The  dust  of  empires  flit,  before  the  breath  x>f 
Go(). 

And  yet  we  mouni  thee  I  yesi  thy  place  is  void 
Within  our  hearts — there  veiled  thine  image 
dwelt, 
But  cherished  still ;  and  o'er  that  tie  destroyed, 
Though  Faith  rejoice,  fond  Nature  still  must 
melt. 
Beneath  the  long-k>fed  sceptre  of  thy  sway. 

Thousands  were  bom,  who  now  in  dust  repose, 
And  many  a  head,  with  years  and  sorrows  gray, 
Wore  youth's  bright  tresses,  when  thy  star 
arose; 
And  many  a  glorious  mind,  since  that  fair  dawn, 
Hath  filled  our  sphere  with  light,  now  to  its  source 
withdrawn. 


Earthquakes  have  rocked  the  nations: — things  re- 
vered, 

Th'  ancestral  fiibrics  of  the  world,  went  dovm 
In  tuins,  from  whose  stones  Ambition  reared 

His  lonely  pyramid  of  dread  renown. 
But  when  the  fires,  that  long  had  slumbered,  pent 

Deep  in  men's  bosoms,  with  volcanic  force, 
Bursting  their  prison-house,  each  bulwark  rent, 

And  swept  each  holy  barrier  fifom  their  coarse, 
Firm  and  unmoved,  amidst  that  lava-flood, 
Still,  by  thine  arm  upheld,  our  ancient  landmark* 


Be  they  eternal  (—Be  thy  children  found 

Still,  to  their  country's  altars,  true  like  thee ; 
And,  while  "  the  name  of  Briton"  is  a  sound 

Of  rallying  music  to  the  brave  and  free, 
With  the  high  feelings,  at  the  word  which  swell, 

To  make  the  breast  a  shrine  for  Freedom's  flamei» 
Be  mingled  thoughts  of  him,  who  loved  so  well, 

Who  left  so  pure,  its  heritage  of  fame ! 
Let  earth  with  trophies  guard  the  conqueror's  dust, 
Heaven  in  our  souls  embalms  the  memory  of  tli^ 
just. 

All  else  shall  pass  away — the  thrones  of  kings, 

The  very  traces  of  their  tombg  depart; 
But  number  not  with  perishable  things 

The  holy  records  Virtue  leaves  the  heart. 
Heir-looms  from  race  to  race  1 — and  oh  I  in  day^ 

When,  by  the  yet  unborn,  thy  deeds  are  blest, 
When  our  sc^s  learn,  "  as  household  words,"  thy 
praise, 

Still  on  thine  offspring  may  thy  spirit  rest  1 
And  many  a  name  of  that  imperial  line, 
Father  and  patriot  1  blend,  in  England's  songi, 
with  tiunc  I 


JKoDrrtn  ©trrtr* 


A  POEM. 


O  Groeoe  I  thoa  sai^em  nune  of  fliier  sxtM, 
llVhleh  to  bright  Science  bloomfng  Fukv  bore^ 
Be  thia  thy  praisB.  and  thou,  and  tboo  alon^ 
In  these  haot  led  the  wav,  in  (hesB  excelled, 
Cnmoed  whb  the  laorel  of  aewnting  TImo. 

7Vum9on*»  Idberty. 


I. 
Oh!  who nath  trod  thy  consecrated  clime. 
Fair  land  of  Phidias !  theme  of  lofty  strains! 
And  traced  each  scene,  that,  'midst  the  wrecks 

of  time. 
The  prmi  of  Glory's  parting  step  retains; 
Nor  for  awhile,  in  high-wrought  dreams,  forgot. 
Musing  on  yean  gone  by  in  brightness  there, 
'llie  hopes,  the  fisan,  the  sorrows  of  his  lot. 
The  hues  bis  fate  hath  worn,  or  yet  may  wear; 


As  when  from  mountain-heights,  his  ardent  eye 
Of  sea  and  heaven  hath  tracked  the  bhie  infinity  t 

n. 

Is  there  who  views  with  cold,  unaltered  mien, 
His  froeen  heart  with  proud  indiflTerence  fraught, 
Each  sacred  haunt,  each  unfbigotten  scene, 
Where  Freedom  triumphed,  or  where  Wisdom 

Uughll 
Souls  that  too  deeply  6el,  oh,  enty  not 
The  sullen  calm  your  fate  hath  never  known: 
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Through  the  dull  twilight  of  that  wintry  lot 
Genius  ne*er  pierced,  nor  Fancy's  sonlieam 

•hone, 

Nor  those  high  thoughts,  that,  hailing  Glory's 
trace, 
Glow  with  the  generous  0anies  of  every  age  and 
race. 

III. 

But  hiest  the  wanderer,  whose  enthusiast  mind 
Each  muse  of  ancient  days  hath  deep  imbued 
With  lofty  lore;  ami  all  his  thoughts  refined 
In  the  calm  school  of  silent  solitude; 
Poured  on  his  ear,  'midst  groves  and  glens  retired. 
The  mighty  strains  of  each  illnstiious  clime. 
All  that  hath  lived,  while  empires  have  expired, 
To  doat  fur  ever  on  the  winds  of  Time; 
And  on  his  soul  indelibly  portrayed 
Fair  visionary  forms,  to  fill  each  classic  shade. 

IV. 

Is  not  his  mind,  to  meaner  thoughts  unknown, 
A  sanctuary  of  beauty  and  of  light? 
There  he  may  dwell,  in  regions  all  his  own, 
A  world  of  dreams,  where  all  is  pure^and  bright 
For  him  the  scenes  of  old  renown  possess 
Romantic  charms,  all  veiled  from  other  eyes ; 
There  every  form  of  nature's  loveliness 
Wakes  in  his  breast  a  thousand  sympathies; 
As  mudc's  vMce,  in  some  lone  mountain-dell, 
From  rocks  and  caves  around  calls  forth  each 
echo's  swell. 


For  him  Italia's  brilliant  skies  illume 
The  bard's  lone  haunts^  the  warrior's  combat- 
plains, 
And  the  wild-rose  yet  lives  to  breathe  and  bloom, 
Round  Doric  Psstum's  solitary  fane8.(l) 
But  most,  fair  Greece  1  on  thy  majestic  shore 
Ho  feels  the  fervors  of  his  spirit  rite; 
Thou  Mrth'place  of  the  Muse !  whose  voice,  of 

yore, 
Breathed  in  thy  groves  immortal  harmonies; 
And  lingers  still  around  the  well-known  coast, 
Murmuring  a  wild  farewell  to  fame  and  freedom 
k)et 

VI. 

By  seas,  that  flow  in  brightness  as  they  lave 
Thy  rocks,  th'  enthusiast,  rapt  in  thought,  may 

stray, 
While  roves  his  eye  o'er  that  deserted  wave, 
Once  the  proud  scene  of  battle's  dread  array. 
— O  ye  blue  waters  1  ye,  of  old  that  bore 
The  free,  the  conquering,  hymned  by  choral 

strains, 
How  sleep  ye  now  around  the  silent  shore, 
The  kmely  realm  of  rains  and  of  chains  1 
16 


How  are  the  mighty  vanished  in  their  pride! 
E'en  as  their  baiks  have  left  no  traces  on  your  tide. 

VII. 
Hushed  are  the  Psjans  whose  exulting  tone 
Swelled  o'er  that  tide(2)— the  sons  of  battle 

sleep— 
The  wind's  wild  sigh,  the  halcyon's  voice,  alone 
Blend  with  the  plaintive  murmur  of  the  deep. 
Yet  when  those  waves  have  caught  the  splendid 

hues 
Of  mom's  rich  firmament,  serenely  bright, 
Or  seUing  suns  the  tovely  shore  sufifuse 
With  all  their  purple  mellowness  of  light, 
Oh  I  who  coukl  view  the  scene,  so  calmly  fidr, 
Nor  dream  that  peace,  and  joy,  and  liberty,  were 
there  1 

VIII. 

Where  soft  the  sonbeams  play,  the  zephyn 

.Wow, 
'T  is  hard  to  deem  that  misery  can  be  nigh; 
Where  the  clear  heavens  in  blue  transparence 

glow, 
Lift}  should  be  calm  and  cloudless  as  the  sky; 
—Yet  o'er  the  low,  dark  dwellings  of  the  dead, 
Verdure  and  flowers  in  summer-bloom  may 


And  ivy-boughs  their  graceful  drapery  spread 
In  green  luxuriance  o'er  the  mined  pile ; 
And  mantling  woodbine  veils  the  withered 
tree, — 
And  thus  it  is,  fair  land,  forsaken  Greece!  with 
thee. 

IX. 

For  all  the  loveliness,  and  light,  and  bloom, 
That  yet  are  thine,  surviving  many  a  storm, 
Are  but  as  heaven's  warm  radiance  on  the 

tomb, 
The  rose's  blush  that  masks  the  canker-worm  !^« 
And  thou  art  desolate — thy  mom  hath  passed 
So  dazzling  in  the  splendor  of  its  way. 
That  the  dark  shades  the  night  hath  o'er  thee 

cast 
Throw  tenfold  gloom  around  thy  deep  decay. 
Once  proud  in  freedom,  still  in  rain  fidr, 
Thy  fiite  hath  been  unmatched-— in  glory  and 
despair. 


For  thee,  lost  hnd!  the  hero's  blood  hath  flowed, 
The  high  in  soul  have  brightly  lived  and  dial ; 
For  thee  the  light  of  soaring  genius  glowed      * 
0*er  the  fair  arts  it  formed  and  glorified. 
Thine  were  the  minds,  whose  energies  sublime 
So  distanced  ages  in  their  lightning-race, 
The  task  they  left  the  sons  of  later  time 
Was  but  to  follow  theb  illumined  trace. 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


1S8 


MRS.  HEMANS'  WORKS. 


-«Naw,  bowed  to  eaitb,  thy  children,  to  be  free, 

Must  break  each  link  that  binds  their  filial  hearts 

tothee. 

XI. 

Lo !  to  the  soenes  of  iSctif  in's  wildest  tales, 
Her  own  bright  East,  thy  son,  Moreal  fiies,(3) 
To  seek  repose  'midst  rich,  romantic  vales, 
Whose  incense  monnts  to  Asia's  vivid  skies. 
There  shall  he  rest  7 — Alas  I  his  hopes  in  vain 
Guide  to  the  sun-dad  regions  of  the  pahn, 
Peace  dwells  not  now  on  oriental  plain. 
Though  eaith is  fmitfulnesi^  and  air  is  balm; 
And  the  sad  wanderer  finds  but  lawless  foes, 
Where  patriarchs  reigned  of  okl  in  pastoral  repose. 

XII. 
Where  Syria'smountainsTise,or  Ybmen'sgroves, 
Or  Tigris  rolls  his  genii-haunted  wave, 
Life  to  hie  eye,  as  wearily  it  roves^ 
Wears  but  two  forms — the  tyrant  and  tha slave ! 
There  the  fierce  Arab  leads  his  daring  horde, 
Where  sweeps  the  sand-storm  o'er  the  burning 

wild, 
Therestem  Oppiee«on  waves  the  wasting  sw<Nrd, 
O'er  plains  that  smiley  as  ancient  Eden  souled ; 
And  the  vale's  bosom,  and  the  desert's  gloom, 
Yield  to  the  injured  there  no  shelter  save  the  tomb. 

XIII. 
But  thou,  fair  world!  whose  fresh,  unsullied 

charms 
Welcomed  Columbus  from  the  western  wave, 
Wilt  thou  receive  the  wanderer  to  thine  4irms,(4) 
The  lost  descendant  of  the  immortal  brave  7 
Amidst  the  wild  magnificence  of  shades 
That  o'er  thy  floods  their  twilight-grandeur  cast, 
In  the  green  depths  of  thine  untrodden  glades. 
Shall  he  not  rear  his  bower  of  peace  at  last  1 
Yes !  thou  hast  many  a  lone,  majestic  scene, 
Bhrined  in  primeval  woods^  where  despot  ne'er  hath 
been. 

XIV. 

There,  by  some  lake,  whose  blue,  expansive  breast 
Bright  from  afar,  an  inland-ocean,  gleams,     > 
Girt  with  vast  solitudes,  profusely  dressed 
In  tintelike  those  that  float  o'er  poefs  dreams; 
Or  where  some  flood  from  pinoKjlad  mountain 

pours 
Its  might  of  waters,  glittering  in  their  foam, 
'Midst  the  rich  verdure  of  its  wooded  shores^ 
The  exiled  Greek  hath  fixed  his  sylvan  home : 
So  deeply  lone,  that  round  the  wild  retreat 
K'taoe  have  the  paths  been  trod  by  Indian  hunts- 
man's ieet. 

XV. 
The  forests  are  around  him  in  their  pride. 
The  green  savanmui  and  the  mighty  waves ; 


And  isles  of  flower8,bright-  floating  o'er  the  tidti,(^; 
That  images  the  fairy  world  it  laves, 
And  stillness,  and  luxuriance — o'er  his  head 
The  ancient  cedars  wave  their  peopled  bowem, 
On  high  the  palms  their  graceful  foliage  spread| 
Cinctured  with  roses  the  magnolia  towers, 
And  from  those  green  arcades  a  thousand  tones 
Wake  with  each  breeze,  whose  voice  through  Na- 
ture's temple  moans.  * 

XVI. 
And  there,  no  traces  left  by  brighter  days, 
For  glory  lost  may  wake  a  sigh  of  grief, 
Some  grassy  mound  perchance  maymeethisgaxe, 
The  lone  memorial  of  an  Indian  chief. 
There  man  not  yet  hath  marked  the  boundless 

plain 
With  marble  records  of  bis  fame  and  power; 
The  forest  is  his  everUsting  fane, 
The  palm  his  monument,  the  rock  his  tower. 
Th'  eternal  torrent,  and  the  giant  tree. 
Remind  him  but  that  they,  like  him,  are  wildly  free. 

XVII. 
But  doth  the  exile's  heart  serenely  then 
In  sunshine  dwcil? — Ah!  when  was  exile  blest  1 
When  did  bright  scenes,  clear  heavens^  or  sum 

mer-air, 
Chase  from  his  soul  the  lover  of  unrest  1 
— There  is  a  heart-sick  weariness  of  mood, 
That  like  slow  poison  wastes  the  vital  glow, 
And  shrines  itself  in  mental  solitude, 
An  uncomplaining  and  a  nameless  wo, 
That  coldly  smiles  'midst  pleasure's  brightest  ray 
As  the  chill  glacier's  peak  refiecto  the  flush  of  da} 

xvin. 

Such  grief  is  theirs,  who,  fixed  on  foreign  shore, 
Sigh  for  the  spirit  of  their  native  gales, 
As  pines  the  seaman,  'midst  the  ocean's  roar, 
For  the  green  earth,  with  all  its  woods  and  vales. 
Thus  feels  thy  child,  whose  memory  dwells  with 

thee. 
Loved  Greece!  all  sunk  and  blighted  as  thou  art : 
Though  thought  and  step  in  western  wilds  be  free, 
Yet  thine  are  still  the  day-dreams  of  his  heart; 
The  deserts  spread  between,  the  billows  foam. 
Thou,  distant  and  in  chains,  art  yet  his  spirit's  home. 

XIX. 
In  vain  for  hun  the  gay  llannes  entwine, 
Or  the  green  fire-fly  sparkles  throughthe  brakes, 
Or  summer-winds  waft  odours  from  the  pino, 
As  eve's  last  blush  is  dying  on  the  lakes. 
Through  thy  fair  vales  his  fancy  roves  the  while, 
Or  breathes  the  freshness  of  CithaBTon's  height) 
Or  dreams  how  softly  A  tbens'ioweis  would  smiley 
Or  Sunium's  ruins,  in  the  fading  light ; 
On  Corinth's  clilf  what  sunset  hues  may  sleep, 
Or,  at  that  placid  hour,  how  cahn  th'  Ggean  deep  I 
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XX. 

What  aoBBMf  what  sonbeuiK,  are  to  him  like 

thine  1 
(The  all  af  thine  no  tjnni  could  dertioj  I) 
E'en  to  the  etianger's  loving  ejo  they  shine, 
Soft  as  a  Tsnoa  of  rememberetl  joy. 
And  he  who  oomee^  the  pilgrim  of  a  day, 
A  pamng  wanderer  o'er  each  Attic  hiU, 
Sighs  as  his  IbotBteps  turn  iipoiii  thy  decay, 
To  Uugliing  climes,  where  aU  is  splendoot  still ; 
And  views  with  fond  regret  thy  lessening  riiore, 
As  he  would  watch  a  star  that  sets  to  rise  no  moce. 

XXL 
Realm  of  sad  beauty !  thou  art  as  a  shrine 
That  Fancy  visits  with  Devotion's  zeal^ 
To  catch  high  thoughts  and  impulses  divine. 
And  all  the  glow  of  soul  enthusiasts  feel 
Amidst  the  tomb  of  heroes— for  the  brave 
Whose  dust,  so  many  an  age,  hath  been  thy  soil, 
Foremost  in  honour's  phalanx,  died  to  save 
The  land  redeemed  and  hallowed  by  their  toil ; 
And  there  is  language  in  thy  lightest  gale, 
That  o'er  the  plains  they  won  seems  murmuring 
yet  their  tale. 

XXIL 
And  he,  whose  heart  is  weary  of  the  strife 
Of  meaner  spirits,  and  whose  mental  gaze 
Would  shun  the  dull,  cold  littleness  of  life, 
Awhile  to  dwell  amidst  snblimer  days, 
Must  turn  to  thee,  whose  every  valley  teems 
With  j>roud  remembrances  that  can  not  die. 
Thy  glens  are  peopled  with  inspiring  dreams. 
Thy  winds,  the  voice  of  oracles  gone  by; 
And  'midst  thy  laurel  shades  the  wanderer  hears 
The  sound  of  mighty  names,  the  hymns  of  vanish- 
ed years. 

XXIIl. 
Through  that  deep  solitude  be  his  to  stray, 
By  Faun  and  Oread  loved  in  ages  past, 
Where  clear  Peneus  winds  his  rapid  way 
Through  the  cleft  heights,  in  antique  grandeur 

vast. 
Romantic  Tempo  1  thou  art  yet  the  same — 
Wild,  as  when  sung  by  bards  of  elder  time  :(6) 
'  Years,  that  have  changed  thy  river's  classic 
name,(7) 
Have  left  thee  still  in  savage  pomp  sublime ; 
And  from  thine  Alpine  clefts,  and  marble  caves. 
In  living  lustre  still  break  forth  the  fountain-waves. 

XXIV.  • 

Beneath  thy  mountain  battlements  and  towers, 
Where  the  rich  arbute's  coral  berri^  gl<>^i(3) 
Or  'midst  th'  exuberance  of  thy  forest  bowers, 
Casting  deep  shadows  o'er  the  current's  flow, 


Oft  shall  the  pilgrim  pause,  in  lone  recessi 

As  rock  and  stream  some  glancing  light  haie 

caught, 
And  gaze,  till  Nature's  mighty  forms  impress 
His  soul  with  deep  sublimity  of  thought; 
And  linger  oft,  recaUing  many  a  tale. 
That  breeze,' and  wave,  and  wood,  seem  whispe^ 
ing  through  thy  dale. 

XXV. 

He,  thought-entranced,  may  wander  where  of 

old 
From  Delphi's  chasm  the  mystic  vapor  rose. 
And  trembling  nations  heard  their  doom  foretold, 
By  the  dread  spirit  throned  'midst  rocks  and 

snows. 
Though  its  rich  fanes  be  blended  with  the  dust, 
And  silence  now  the  hallowed  haunt  possess, 
Still  is  the  scene  of  ancient  rites  august, 
Magnificent  in  mountain  loneliness; 
Still  Inspiration  hovers  o'er  the  ground, 
Where  Greece  her  councils  held^O)  her  Pythian 
victors  crowned. 

XXVI. 

Or  let  his  stops  the  rude,  gray  cKfft  explore 
Of  that  wild  pass,  once  dyed  with  Spartan  blood. 
When  by  the  waves  that  break  on  (Eta's  simile, 
The  few,  the  fearless,  the  devoted^  stood ! 
Or  rove  where,  shadowing  Mantinea's  plain. 
Bloom  the  wild  laurels  o'er  the  warlike  dead,(10) 
Or  lone  Platsa's  ruins  yet  remain, 
To  mark  the  battle-field  of  ages  fled 
Still  o'er  such  scenes  presides  a  sacred  power. 
Though  Fiction's  gods  have  fled  fiom  Ibuitaitk, 
grot,  and  bower. 

XXVII. 

Oh !  still  unblamed  may  fancy  fondly  deem 
That,  lingering  yet,  benignant  genii  dwell, 
Where  mortal  worth  has  hallowed  grove  w 

stream. 
To  sway  the  heart  with  some  ennobling  spell^ 
For  mightiest  minds  have  felt^heir  blest  control. 
In  the  wood's  murmur,  in  the  zephyr's  sigh, 
And  these  are  dreams  that  lend  a  voice  and  soul. 
And  a  high  power,  to  Nature's  majesty! 
And  who  can  rove  o'er  Grecian  sh<»es,  nor  feel, 
Soft  o'er  his  inmost  heart,  their  secret  magic  steall 

XXVIIL 
Yet  many  a  sad  reality  is  thcM, 
That  fancy's  bright  illusiuns  can  not  veil. 
Pure  laughs  the  light,  and  balmy  breathes  tbi 

air, 
But  Slavery's  mein  will  tell  its  bitter  tale ; 
And  there  not  Peace,  but  Desolation,  throws 
Delusive  qvet  o'er  full  many  a  scone, 
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Deep  aa  the  brooding  torpor  of  repose 

That  follows  where  the  earthquake's  track  hath 

been; 
Or  solemn  calm,  on  Ocean's  breast  that  lies, 
Wlicn  sinks  the  storm,  and  death  has  hushed  the 
seaman's  cries. 

XXIX. 

Hast  thou  beheld  some  sovereign  spirit,  hurled 
Bj  Fate's  rude  tempest  from  iu  radiant  sphere, 
Doomed  to  resign  the  homage  of  a  world, 
For  Pity's  deepest  sigh,  and  saddest  tcarl 
Oh!  hast  thou  watched  the  awful  wreck  of 

mind, 
That  weareth  still  a  glory  in  decay  1 
Seen  all  that  dazzles  and  delighU  mankind — 
Thought,  science,  genius,  to  the  storm  a  prey, 
And  o'er  the  blasted  tree,  the  withered  ground, 
Despair's  wild   nighuhade  spread,  and    darkly 
flourish  jBOund  7 

XXX. 

So  mayest  thou  gaze,  in  sad  and  awe-struck 

thought, 
On  the  deep  fall  of  that  yet  lovely  clime : 
Such  there  the  rain  Time   and   Fate   have 

wrought, 
So  changed  the  bright,  the  splendid,  the  sub- 
lime 1 
There  the  proud  monuments  of  Valor's  name, 
The  mighty  works  Ambition  piled  on  high. 
The  rich  remains  by  Art  bequeathed  to  Fame- 
Grace,  beauty,  grandeur,  strength,  and  sym- 
metry. 
Blend  in  decay;  wliile  all  that  yet  is  fair 
Seems  only  spared  to  tell  how  much  hath  perished 
there! 

XXXI. 

There,  while  around  lie  mingling  in  the  dust. 
The  column's  graceful  shaft,  with  weeds  o'er- 

grown, 
The  mouldering  torso,  the  forgotten  bust. 
The  warrior's  urn,  the  altar's  mojwy  stone ; 
Amidst  the  loneliness  of  shattered  fanes, 
Still  matchless  monuments  of  other  years, 
O'er  cypress  groves,  or  solitary  plains, 
Its  eastern  form  the  minaret  proudly  rears; 
As  on  some  capave  rity's  ruined  wall 
The  victor's  banner  waves,  exulting  o'er  its  fall. 

XXXII. 

Still,  where  that  column  of  the  mosque  aspires, 
Landmark  of  slavery,  towering  o'er  the  waste, 
Thrrs  science  droops,  the  Muses  hush  their 

lyres, 
And  o'er  the  blooms  of  fancy  and  of  taste 


Spreads  the  chill  blight — as  in  thai  orient  isle, 
Where  the  dark  upas  taints  the  gale  around,(l  1) 
Within  its  precincts  not  a  flower  may  smile,    ^ 
Nor  dew  nor  sunshine  fertilize  the  ground ; 
Nor  wild  birds'  music  float  on  zephyr's  breath, 
But  all  is  sUenoe  lonnd,  and  solitude,  and  death. 

XXXIII. 

Far  other  influence  poured  the  Crescent's  light, 
O'er  conquered  realms,  in  ages  past  away; 
Full  and  alone  it  beamed,  intensely  bright. 
While  distant  dimes  in  midnight  darkness  lay. 
Then  rose  th*  Alhambra,  with  its  founts  and 

shades. 
Fair  marble  halls,  alcoves,  and  orange  bowers : 
Its  sculptured  lions,(13)  richly  wrought  arcades, 
Aerial  pillars,  and  enchanted  towgis; 
Light,  splendid,  wild  as  some  Arabian  tale 
Would  picture  fairy  domes,  that  fleet  before  the 
gale. 

XXXIV. 
Then  fostered  genius  lent  each  Caliph's  throne 
Lustre  barbaric  pomp  could  ne'er  attain ; 
And  stars  unnumbered  o'er  the  orient  shone, 
Bright   as   that   Pleiad,  shrined  in  Mecca's 

fanc.(13) 
From  Bagdat's  palaces  the  choral  strains 
Rose  and  reechoed  to  the  desert's  bound, 
And  Science,  wooed  on  Egypt's  burning  plainis 
Reared  her  majestic  head  with  glory  crowned; 
And  the  wild  Muses  breathed  romantic  lore, 
From  Syria's  palmy  groves  to  Andalusia's  shore. 

XXXV. 

Those  years  have  passed  in  radiance— ihey 

have  passed. 
As  sinks  the  day-star  in  the  tropic  main ; 
His  parting  beams  no  soft  reflection  cast. 
They  bum — are  quenched — and  deepest  sha- 
dows reign. 
And  Fame  and  Science  have  not  left  a  trace, 
In  the  vast  regions  of  the  Moslem's  power, — 
Regions,  to  intellect  a  desert  space, 
A  wild  without  a  fountain  or  a  flower. 
Where  towers  oppression  'midst  the  deepening 
glooms. 
As  dark  and  lone  ascends  the  cypress  'midst  the 
tombs. 

XXXVI. 

Alas  for  thee,  fair  Greece !  when  Asia  poured 
Her  fierce  fanatics  to  Byzantium's  wall. 
When  Europe  sheathed,  in  apathy,  her  sword, 
And  heard  unmoved  the  fated  city's  call. 
No  bold  crusaders  ranged  their  serried  line 
Of  spears  and  banners  round  a  falling  thr'tne 
And  thou,  O  last  and  noblest  Constantine  !(14) 
Didst  meet  the  storm  unshrinking  and  alone. 
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Oh !  blest  to  die  in  freedom,  though  in  vain, 
Thine  empire's  proud  exchange  the  grave,  and  not 
the  chain. 

XXXVII. 

Hushed  is  Byzantium — ^'t  is  the  dead  of  night — 
The  closing  night  of  that  imperial  race  !^15) 
And  all  is  vigil — but  the  eye  of  light 
Shall  soon  unfold,  a  wUder  scene  to  trace : 
There  is  a  murmuring  stillness  on  the  train, 
Thronging  the  midnight  streets,  at  morn  to  die; 
And  to  the  cross,  in  fiiiir  Sophia's  fane. 
For  the  lost  time  is  raised  Devotion's  eye ; 
And,  in  his  heart  while  faith's  bright  vinons 

rise. 
Then  kneels  the  high-souled  prince,  the  summoned 

of  the  skies. 

XXXVIII. 

Day  breaks  in  light  and  gloiy-^*t  is  the  hour 
Of  conflict  and  of  fate^the  war-note  calls- 
Despair  hath  lent  a  stem,  delirious  power 
To  the  brave  few  that  guard  the  rampart  walls. 
Far  over  Marmora's  waves  th'  artillery's  peal 
Proclaims  an  empire's  doom  in  every  note ; 
Tambour  and  trumpet  swell  the  clash  of  steel, 
Round  sjore  and  dome  the  clouds  of  battle  float; 
From  camp  and  wave  rush  on  the  crescent's  host. 
And  the  Seven  Towers(16)  are  scaled,  and  all  is 
won  and  lost 

XXXIX. 

Then,  Gheece !  the  tempest  rose,  that  burst  on 

thee, 
Land  of  the  bard,  the  warrior,  and  the  sage ! 
Ohl  where  were  then  thymus,  the  great,  the 

fireel 
Whose  deeds  are  guiding-stars  from  age  to  age? 
Thoogh  firm  thy  battlements  of  crags  and  snows, 
And  bright  the  memory  of  thy  days  of  pride. 
In  mountain  might  though  Corinth's  fortress 

rose. 
On,  unresisted,  rolled  th'  invading  tide  I 
Oh !  vain  the  rock,  the  rampart,  and  the  tower, 
If  Freedom  guard  them  not  with  Mind's  uncon- 

quered  power. 

XL. 

Where  were  th'  avengers  then,  whose  viewless 

might 
Preserved  Inviolate  their  awful  fane,(17) 
When  through  the  steep  defiles  to  Delphi's 

height, 
In  martial  splendor  poured  the  Persian's  train  1 
Then  did  those  mighty  and  mysterious  Powers, 
Armed  vrith  the  elements,  to  vengeance  wake, 
CaM  the  dread  storms  to  darken  round  their  tow- 

Hurl  down  thA  rocks,  and  bid  the  thunders  break; 
16« 


Till  far  around,  with  deep  and  fearful  clang. 
Sounds  of  unearthly  war  through  wild  Psmossus 
rang. 

XLI, 

Where  was  the  spirit  of  the  victor-throng. 
Whose  tombs  are  glorious  by  Scamamler's  tide, 
Whose  names  ore  bright- in  everiasting  song, 
The  lordi?  of  war,  the  praised,  the  deified  1 
Where  he,  the  hero  of  a  thousand  lays, 
Who  from  the  dead  at  Marathon  arose(16) 
All  armed ;  and  beaming  on  th'  Athenian's  gaza, 
A  battle-meteor,  guided  to  their  foesi 
Or  they  whose  forms,  to  Alaric's  awe-struck 
eye,C19) 
Hovering  o'er  Athens,  blazed,  in  airy  panoply? 

XLII. 

Ye  slept,  oh  heroes !  chief  ones  of  the  earth  !(S0) 
High  demi-gods  of  ancient  days !  ye  slept, 
Their  lived  no  spark  of  your  ascendant  worth, 
When  o'er  your  land  the  victor  Moslem  swept; 
No  patriot  then  the  sons  of  freedom  led, 
In  mountain-pass  devotedly  to  die ; 
The  martyr-spirit  of  resolve  was  fled. 
And  the  high  soul's  nnconquered  buoyancy; 
And  by  your  graves,  and  on  your  battle-plains, 
Warriors !  your  children  knelt,  to  wear  the  stran- 
ger's chains. 

XLIII. 

Now  have  your  trophies  vanished,  and  your 

homes 
Are 'mouldered  from  the  earth,  while  scarce  r»- 


E'en  the  faint  traces  of  the  ancient  tombs 
That  mark  where  sleep  the  slayers  or  the  slain. 
Your  deeds  are  with  the  deeds  of  glory  flown, 
The  lyres  are  hushed  that  swelled  your  fame 

afar, 
The  halls  that  echoed  to  their  sounds  are  gone. 
Perished    the  conquering    weapons  of    your 

war  ,(21) 
And  if  a  massy  stone  your  names  retain, 
'T  is  but  to  teD  your  sons,  for  them  ye  died  in  vain. 

XLIV. 

Yet,  where  some  lone  sepulchral  relic  stands, 
That  with  those  names  tradition  hallows  yet. 
Oft  shall  the  wandering  son  of  other  lands 
Linger  in  solemn  thought  and  hushed  regret 
And  still  have  legends  marked  the  lonely  spiil 
Where  low  the  dust  of  Agamemnon  lies ; 
And  shades  of  kings  and  leaders  unforgot, 
Hovering  around,  to  fancy's  vision  rise. 
Souls  of  the  heroes  1  seek  your  rest  again. 
Nor  mark  how  changed  the  realms  that  saw  ymir 
glory*«i  return. 
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XLV. 
Lo,  where  th*  Albanian  aprcadB  Mb  despot  eway 
O'er  The««ily'«  rich  valea  and  glowing  plaina, 
Whose  sons  in  sullen  abjectncss  obey, 
Nor  lift  the  hand  indignant  at  its  chains : 
Oh  r  doth  the  land  that  gave  Achilles  birth,  ^ 
And  many  a  chief  of  old,  illustrious  line, 
Yield  not  one  spirit  of  unconquered  worth, 
To  kindle  those  that  now  in  bondage  pinel 
No!  on  iU  mountain-air  is  slavery's  breath, 
And  terror  chills  the  hearU  whose  uttered  plaints 
were  death. 

XLVT. 
Yet  if  thy  light,  fair  Freedom,  rested  there, 
How  rich  in  cliarms  were  that  romantic  clime, 
With  streams,  and  woods,  and  pastoral  valleys 

fair. 
And  walled  with  mountains,  haughtily  sublime. 
Heights,  that  might  well  be  deemed  the  Muses* 

reign, 
Since,  claiming  proud  alliance  with  the  skies, 
They  lose  in  loftier  spheres  their  wild  domain  ; 
Meet  home  for  those  retired  divinities 
That  love,  where  nought  of  earth  may  e'er  in- 
trude, 
BrighUy  to  dwell  on  high,  in  bnely  sanctitude. 

XL  VII. 
There  in  rude  grandeur,  daringly  ascends 
Stern  Pindus,  rearing  many  a  pine-clad  height; 
He  with  the  clouds  his  bleak  dominion  blends. 
Frowning  o'er  vales,  in  woodland  verdure  bright. 
Wild  and  august  in  consecrated  pride, 
There  through  the  deep-blue  heaven  Olympus 

towers, 
Girdled  with  miste,  lightrfloating  as  to  hide 
The  rock-built  palace  of  immortal  powers; 
Where  far  on  high  the  sunbeam  finds  repose. 
Amidst  th'  eternal  pomp  of  forests  and  of  snows. 

XLVIII. 
Those  savage  cUfis  and  solitudes  might  seem 
The  chosen  haunto  where  Freedom's  foot  would 

roam; 
She  loves  to  dweU  by  glen  and  torrent-stream, 
And  make  the  rocky  fastnesses  her  home. 
And  in  the  rushing  of  the  mountain-flood, 
In  the  wild  eagle's  solitary  cry, 
In  sweeping  winds  that  peal  through  cave  aiid 

wood, 
There  is  a  voice  of  stem  sublimity. 
That  swells  her  spirit  to  a  loftier  mood 
01  solemn  joy  severe,  of  power,  of  fortitude. 

XLIX. 

But  from  those  hills  the  radiance  qi  her  smile 
Hath  vaiiishied  long,  her  step  hath  fled  afar; 


O'er  Suli's  frowning  rocks  she  paused  awhile,(5i2 
Kindling  the  watch-fires  of  the  mountain- war; 
And  brightly  glowed  her  ardeirt  spirit  there. 
Still  brightest  'midst  privation;  o'er  distresB 
it  cast  romantic  splendour,  and  despair 
But  fanned  that  beacon  of  the  wilderness; 
And  rude  ravine,  and  preciinoe,  and  dcU     ^ 
Sent  their  deep  echoes  forth,  her  rallying  voice  tc 
swell. 


Dark  children  of  the  hills !  't  was  then  ye  wronghl 
Deeds  of  fierce  daring,  rudely,  sternly  grand; 
As  'midst  your  craggy  citadels  ye  fought, 
And  woman  mingled  with  your  warrior-band. 
Then  on  the  cliff  the  frantic  mother  stood(23) 
High  o'er  the  river's  darkly-rolling-wavo. 
And  hurled,  in  dread  delirium,  to  the  flood, 
Her  free-born  infant,  ne'er  to  be  a  slave. 
For  all  was  Icetr— all,  save  the  power  to  die 
The  wild,  indignant  death  of  savage  liberty. 

LL 

Now  is  that  strife  a  tale  of  vanished  days. 
With  mightier  things  forgotten  soon  to  lie; 
Yet  oft  hath  minstrel  sung,  in  lofty  lays, 
Deeds  less  adventurous,  energies  less  high. 
And  the  dread  struggle's  feariiil  memory  still 
O'er  each  wild  rock  a  vrilder  aspect  throws ; 
Sheds  darker  shadows  o'er  the  frowmng  hill, 
More  solemn  quiet  o^er  the  glen's  repose ; 
Lends  to  the  rustling  pines  a  deeper  moan, 
And  the  hoarse  river's  voice  a  murmur  not  its  own. 

UL 
For  stillness  now— the  stillness  of  the  dead, 
Hath  wrapt  that  conflict's  lone  and  awful  see 
And  man's  forsaken  homes,  in  ruin  spread, 
Tell  where  the  storming  of  the  clifft  hath  been. 
And  there,  o'er  wastes  magnificently  mde,  ^ 
What  race  may  rove,  unconscious  of  the  chain  1 
Those  realms  have  now  no  desert  unsubdued, 
Where  Freedom's  banner  may  be  reared  again. 
Sunk  are  the  ancient  dwellings  of  her  fame, 
,  The  children  of  her  sons  inherit  but  their  name, 

LIII. 
Go,    seek   proud    Sparta's    monuments   and 

fanes! 
In  scattered  fragments  o^er  the  vale  they  lie! 
Of  all  they  were  not  e'en  enough  remains 
To  lend  their  fall  a  mournful  majesty.(24) 
Birth-plnce  of  those  whose  names  we  first  re 

vered 
In  song  and  story— temple  of  the  freel 
Oh  thou,  the  stem,  the  haughty,  and  the  feand 
Are  such  thy  relics,  and  can  this  be  theel 
Thou  shouldst  have  left  a  giant-wreck  behind, 
And  e'en  in  ruin  claimed  the  wonder  of  mankinil  ^ 
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For  thine  were  epirito  cast  in  6tber  monM 
Thui  all  beaide--«nd  proved  by  ruder  teat; 
Thej  atood  aloDO-^he  proad,  ttie  firm,  the  bold, 
With  the  aaineaeal  indeliblj  impreat 
Theira  were  no  bright  varietiea  of  mind, 
One  image  atamped  the  rough,  coloaaal  race, 
In  nigged  grandeur  frowning  o'er  mankind, 
Btem,  and  disdainful  of  each  milder  grace. 
As  to  the  sky  some  mighty  rock  may  tower, 
Whose  fiont  can  brave  the  storm,  but  will  not 
rear  the  flower. 

LV. 

Such  were  thy  aons— their  life  a  battle-day ! 
Their  youth  one  lesson  how  for  thee  to  diel 
Closed  is  that  task,  and  they  have  passed  away 
Like  softer  beings  trained  to  aims  less  high. 
Yet  bright  on  earth  iheir  fiune  who  proudly  fell, 
True  to  their  shields,  the  championa  of  thy 

cauae. 
Whose  funeral  column  bade  the  stranger  tell 
How  died  the  brave,  obedient  to  thy^laws!(^) 
O  lofty  mother  of  heroic  worth. 
How  oouldst  thou  live  to  bring  a  meaner  o0spring 
Ibrthi 

LVI. 

Hadst  thou  but  perished  with  the  .free,  nor 

known 
A  second  race,  when  Glory's  noon  went  by. 
Then  had  thy  name  in  single  brightness  shoue 
A  watch-word  on  the  helm  of  liberty ! 
Thou  shouldst  have  passed  with  all  thy  light  of 

lame, 
And  proudly  sunk  in  ruins,  not  inthains. 
But  dowly  set  thy  star  'midst  clouds  of  shame, 
And  tyrants  rose  amidst  thy  falling  fanes; 
And  thou,  surrounded  by  thy  warriors'  graves, 
Halt  dnaned  the  bitter  cup  once  mincrled  for  thy 
•laves. 

LVU. 

Now  an  is  o'er—- for  thee  alike  are  flown 
Freedom's  bright  noon,  and  aUveiy's  twilight 

cloud; 
And  in  thy  fall,  as  in  thy  pride,  alone, 
Deep  solitude  is  round  thee,  as  a  shioucL 
Home  of  Leonidasl  thy  hails  are  low, 
From  their  cold  altars  have  thy  Lares  fled. 
O'er  thee  unmarked  the  sun-beams  fade  or  glow, 
And  wild  flowers  wave,  unbent  by  human  tread, 
And  'midst  thy  silence,  as  the  grave's  profound, 
A  voice,  a  step  would  sesm  as  some  unearthly 
«ound. 

LVIIL 

Taygetus  still  lifts  his  awful  brow, 
High  o'er  the  mouldering  dty  of  the  dead, 


Sternly  sublime;  while  o  er  his  robe  of  snow 
Heaven's  floating  tints  their  warm  sufiusions 

spread. 
And  yet  his  rippling  wave  Eurotas  leads 
By  tombs  and  ruins  o'er  the  silent  plain, 
While  whispering  there,  his  own  wild  graceful 

reeds 
Rise  as  of  old,  when  hailed  by  classic  strain; 
There  the  rose-laurels  still  in  beauty  wave,(26) 
And  a  frail  ahrub  survives  to  bloom  o'er  Sparta'e 
grave. 

LIX. 

Ohl  thus  it  is  with  man— 4k  tree,  a  flower, 
While  nations  perish,  still  renews  its  race, 
And  o'er  the  fallen  records  of  his  power 
Spreads  in  wild  pomp,  or  smiks  in  fairy  grace. 
The  laurel  shoots  when  those  have  passed  away 
Once  rivals  for  iU  crown,  the  brave,  the  free; 
The  rose  is  flourishing  o'er  beauty's  clay,    . 
The  myrtle  blows  when  love  hath  ceased  to  be 
Green  waves  the  hay  when  song  and  bard  art 
fled, 
And  all  that  round  us  blooms,  is  blooming  o'er  the 
dead. 

LX 
And  still  the  olive  spreads  its  foliage  round 
Morea's  fallen  aanctuaries  and  towera. 
Once  its  green  boughs  Minerva's  votaries  crown- 
ed, 
Deemed  a  meet  oflTering  for  celestial  poweni 
The  suppliant's  hand  its  holy  branches  bore;(27) 
They  waved  around  th'  Olympic  victor's  head; 
And,  sanctified  by  many  a  rite  of  yore, 
Its  leaves  the  Spartan's  honored  bier  o'enpread: 
Those  rites  have  vanished — but  o'er  vale  and  hill 
Its  fruitful  groves  arise,  revered  and  hallowed 
stiU.(28) 

LXI. 

Where  now  thy  shrines,  Eleneisl  where  thy 

fane 
Of  fearful  viabna,  mysteriea  wild  and  highl 
The  pomp  of  rites,  the  sacrifiaal  train, 
The  long  procession's  awful  pageantry? 
Gtuenched  is  the  torch  of  Ceres(29)— all  aroma 
Decay  hath  spread  the  stillness  of  her  leign, 
Thece  never  more  shall  choral  hymns  resoant^ 
O'er  the  hushed  earth  and  solitary  main ; 
Whose  wave  from  Salamis  deserted  flows, 
To  bathe  a  sOent  shore  of  desolato  repose. 

LXII. 

And  oh !  ye  secret  and  tonifie  powera, 
Dark  oracles!  in  depth  of  groves  that  dwelt, 
How  are  they  sunk,  the  altars  of  your  bowsfsi 
Where  Superstition  trembled  as  ahe  knelt  I 
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Ye,  the  unknown,  the  viewlees  ones !  that  made 
The  elements  your  voice,  the  wind  and  wave; 
Spirits !  whose  influence  darkened  many  a  shade, 
Mysterious  visitants  of  fount  and  caVe  I 
How  long  your  power  the  awe-strdck  nations 
swayed, 
flow  long  earth  dreamt  of  you,  and  shudderingly 
obeyed! 

LXIII. 

And  say,  what  marvel,  in  those  early  days^ 
While  yet  the  light  of  heaven-born  truth  was 

not, 
If  man  around  him  cast  a  fearful  gaze, 
Peopling  with  shadowy  powers  each  dell  and 

grot? 
Awful  is  Nature  in  her  savage  forms, 
Her  solemn  voice  commanding  in  its  might, 
And  mystery  then  was  in  the  rush  of  storms, 
The  gloom  of  woods,  the  majesty  of  night; 
And  mortals  heard  fate's  language  in  the  blast. 
And  reared  your  forest-shrines,  ye  phantoms  of 
the  past  I 

LXIV. 
Then  through  the  foliage  not  a  breeze  might 

sigh 
But  with  prophetic  sound — a  waving  tree, 
A  meteor  flashing  o*er  the  summer  sky, 
A  bird's  wild  flight,  revealed  the  things  to  be. 
All  spoke  of  unseen  natures  and  conveyed 
Their  inspiration ;  still  they  hovered  round, 
Hallowed  the  temple,  whispered  through  the 

shade, 
Pervaded  loneliness,  gave  soul  to  sound ; 
Of  them  the  fount,  the  forest,  murmured  8til^, 
Their  voice  was  in  the  stream,  their  footstep  on 
the  hill. 

LXV. 

Now  is  the  train  of  Superstition  flown. 
Unearthly  Beings  walk  on  earth  no  more; 
The  deep  wind  swells  with  no  portentous  tone, 
The  rustling  wood  breathes  no  fatidic  lore. 
Fled  are  the  phantoms  of  Livadia's  cave, 
There  dwell  no  shadows,  but  of  crag  and  steep; 
Fount  of  Oblivion!  in  thy  gushing  wave,(30) 
That  murmurs  nigh^  those  powers  of  terror 

sleep. 

Oh !  that  such  dreams  a1oi)e  had  fled  that  cltme. 
But  Greece  is  changed  in  all  that  could  be  changed 

by  time' 

LXVI. 

Her  skies  are  those  whence  many  a  mighty  baid 
Caught  inspiration,  glorious  as  their  beams: 
Her  hills  the  same  that  heroes  died  to  gaard. 
Her  vales,  that  fostered  art's  divinest  dreams ! 


But  that  bright  spirit  o'er  the  land  that  shone, 
And  all  around  pervading  influence  poured. 
That  lent  the  harp  of  ^schylus  its  tooe, 
And  proudly  hallowed  Lacedamon's  sword, 
And  guided  Phidias  o'er  the  yiekling  stone^ 
With  them  its  ardoros  lived — with  them  its  light  is 
flown. 

LXVII. 
Thebes,  Corinth,  Argos! — ^ye,  renowned  of  old, 
Where  are  your  chiefii  of  h^h  romantic  name  1 
How  soon  thfl  tale  of  ages  may  be  told ! 
A  page,  a  verse,  records  the  fadl  of  fame. 
The  work  of  centuries — we  gaze  on  you, 
Oh  cities !  once  the  glorious  and  the  free, 
The  lofty  tales  that  charmed  our  youth  renew, 
And  wondering  ask,  if  these  their  scenes  could 

bel 
Search  for  the  classic  fiine,  the  regal  tomb. 
And  find  the  mosque  alono--a  record  of  their 


LXVIII. 


How  oft  hath  war  his  host  of  spoilers  poured. 
Fair  EUa !  o'er  thy  consecrated  vales  1(31) 
There  have  the  sunbeams  glanced  on  spear  and 

sword. 
And  banners  floated  on  the  balmy  galea. 
Once  didst  thou  smile,  secure  in  sanctitude 
As  some  enchanted  isle  'mid  stormy  seas; 
On  thee  no  hostile  footstep  might  intrude. 
And  pastoral  sounds  alone  were  on  thy  breeae. 
,  Forsaken  hobe  of  peace !  that  spell  is  broke, 
Thou  too  ^ast  heard  the  storm  and  bowed  beneath 
the  yoke. 

LXIX. 

And  through  Arcadia's  wild  and  lone  retreats 
Far  other  sounds  have  echoed  than  the  strain 
Of  faun  and  diyad,  from  their  woodland  seats, 
Or  ancient  reed  of  peaceful  mOuntain-swain  1 
There,  though  at  times  Alpheus  yet  surveys, 
On  his  green  banks  renewed,  the  classic  dance. 
And  nymph-like  forms,  and  wild  melodious  layi^ 
Revive  the  sylvan  scenes  of  old  romance; 
Yet  brooding  fear  and  dark  suspicion  (^well, 
'Midst  Pan's  deserted  haunts,  by  fountain,  cave, 
anddelL 

LXX 

Bat  thou,  fair  Attica  1  whose  rocky  bound 
All  art  and  nature's  richest  gifts  enshrined, 
Thou  little  sphere,  whose  soul-illumined  roond 
Concentrated  each  sunbeam  of  the  mind; 
Who,  as  the  summit  of  some  Alpine  h^ht 
Glows  earliest,  latest,  with  the  blush  of  day. 
Didst  first  imbibe  the  splcndoura  of  the  light, 
And  smile  the  longest  in  its  lingering  ray;(33) 
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Oh  I  let  ju  guBB  on  thee,  and  fondly  doem 
The  pant  awhile  lettored,  the  present  but  a  dream. 

LXXI. 

Let  Fancy's  vi^id  hues  awhile  prevail — 
Woke  at  her  call — be  all^thou  wert  once  more ! 
Elark,  hvmns  of  triumph  swell  on  every  gale  I 
Lo,  bright  processions  move  along  thy  shore ! 
Again  thy  temples  'midst  the  olive-shade, 
Lovely  in  chaste  simplicity  arise ; 
And  graceful  monuments,  in  grove  and  glade, 
Catch  the  warm  tints  of  thy  resplendent  skies ; 
And  sculptured  forms,  of  high  and  heavenly 
mien, 
Id  their  calm  beanty  smile,  around  the  sun-bright 


LXXII. 

Again  renewed  by  thought's  creat&ve  spells^ 
In  all  her  pomp  thy  city,  Theseus!  towers: 
Within,  around,  the  light  of  glory  dwells 
On  art's  fair  fabrics,  wisdom's  holy  bowers. 
Their  marble  fanes  in  finished  grace  ascend, 
The  pencil's  world  of  life  and  beauty  glows ; 
Shrines,  pillars,  porticoes,  in  grandeur  blend. 
Rich  with  the  trophies  of  barbaric  foes ; 
And  groves  of  platane  wave  in  verdant  pride. 
The  sage's  blest  retreats,  by  calm  Ilissus'  tide. 

LXXIII. 
Bright  as  that  fidry  vision  of  the  wave, 
Raised  by  the  magic  of  Morgana's  wand,(33) 
On  summer  seas,  that  undulating  lave 
Romantic  Sicily's  Arcadian  strand ; 
That  pictured  scene  of  airy  ootonnadet, 
Light  palaces,  in  shadowy  gbry  drest, 
Enchanting  groves,  and  temples,  and  arcades. 
Gleaming  and  floating  on  the  ocean's  breast ; 
Athens  1  thus  fair  the  dream  of  thee  appears. 
As  Fancy's  eye  pervades  the  veiling  cloud  of  years. 

LXXIV. 

btin  be  that  cloud  withdrawn — oh!  mark  on 

high, 
Clowning  yon  hill,  with  temples  richly  graced, 
That  fane,  august  in  perfect  symmetry, 
The  purest  model  of  Athenian  taste. 
Fair  Parthenon !  thy  Doric  pillars  rise 
In  simple  dignity,  thy  marble's  hue 
Unsullied  shines,  relieved  by  brilliant  skies, 
That  round  thee  spread  their  deep  ethereal  blue; 
And  art  o'er  all  thy  light  proportions  throws 
The  harmony  of  grace,  the  beauty  of  repose. 

LXXV. 

And  lovely  o'er  thee  sleeps  the  sunny  glow, 
When  mom  and  eve  in  tranquil  splendour  reign, 
And  on  thy  sculptures,  as  they  smile,  bestow 
Hues  that  the  pencil  emulates  in  vain. 


Then  the  fair  forms  by  Phidias  wrought,  unfold 
Each  latent  grace,  developing  in  light, 
Catch  from  soft  clouds  of  purple  and  of  gold, 
Each  tint  that  passes,  tremulously  bright; 
And  seem  indeed  whate'er  devotion  deems. 
While  so  suffused  with  heaven,  so  mingling  wiiit 
its  beams. 

LXXVI. 

But  oh !  what  words  the  vision  may  portray, 
The  form  of  sanctitude  that  guards  thy  shrinol 
There  stands  thy  goddess,  robed  in  war's  amy, 
Supremely  gk>rious,  awfully  divine  1 
With  spear  and  helm  she  stands,  and  ilowitig 

vest, 
And  sculptured  agis,  to  perfectbn  wrought, 
And  on  each  heavenly  lineament  imprest, 
Calmly  sublime,  the  majesty  of  thought; 
The  pure  intelligence,  the  chaste  repose, — 
All  that  a  poet's  dream  around  Minerva  thrown 

LXXVII. 
Bright  age  of  Pericles  I  let  fancy  still 
Through  Time's  deep  shadows  all  thy  splendoui 

trace. 
And  in  each  work  of  art's  consummate  skill 
Hail  the  free  spirit  of  thy  lofty  race. 
That  spirit,  roused  by  every  proud  reward. 
That  hope  could  picture,  glory  could  bestow, 
Fostered  by  all  the  sculptor  and  the  bard 
Could  give  of  immortality  below. 
T  hus  were  thy  heroes  formed,  and  o'er  their  nami 
Thus  did  thy  genius  shed  imperishable  fame. 

LXXVIII. 

Mark  in  the  thronged  Ceramicus,  the  train 
Of  mourners  weeping  o'er  the  martyred  brave : 
Proud  be  the  tears  devoted  to  the  slain, 
Holy  the  amaranth  strewed  upon  their  grave  !(34^ 
And  hark — unrivalled  eloquence  proclaims 
Their  deed%  their  trophies,  with  triumphant 

voice  I 
Hark!  Pericles  records  their  honoured  names!(35) 
Sons  of  the  fallen,  in  their  tot  rejoice: 
What  hath  life  brighter  than  so  bright  a  doom? 
What  power  hath  fate  to  soil  the  garlands  of  the 

tomb? 

LXXIX. 

Praise  to  the  valiant  dead !  for  them  doth  art 
Exhaust  her  skill,  their  triumphs  bodying  forth, 
Theirs  are  enshrined  names,  and  every  heart 
Shall  bear  the  blazoned  impress  o(  their  wortli. 
Bright  on  the  dreams  of  youth  their  fame  shall 

rise, 
Their  fields  of  fight  shall  epic  song  record. 
And  when  the  voice  of  battle  rends  the  skies, 
Their  name  shall  be  their  country's  rallying 

word! 
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While  fane  and  column  rise  august  to  teU 
How  Athens  hmioun  thoee  for  her  who  proudly 
feU. 

LXXX. 

Citj  of  Theeeus !  bunting  on  the  mind, 
Thus  dost  thou  rise,  in  all  thy  glory  fled  J 
Thus  guarded  by  the  mighty  of  mankind, 
Thus  hallowed  by  the  memory  of  the  dead: 
Alone  hn  beauty  and  renown — a  scene 
Whose  tints  are  drawn  from  freedom's  lovefiest 

ray. 
'T  is  but  a  Tis'ion  now— yet  thou  hast  been 
More  than  the  brightest  vision  might  portray ; 
And  every  stone,  with  but  a  vestige  fraught 
Of  thee,  hath  latent  power  to  wake  some  lofty 

thought 

LXXXL 

Fallen  are  thy  fabrics,  that  so  oft  have  rung 
To  choral  melodies^  and  tragic  lore ; 
Kow  is  the  lyre  of  Sophocles  unstrung, 
The  song  that  huls  Harmodius  peals  no  more. 
Thy  proud  Pinsus  is  a  desert  strand. 
Thy  stately  shrines  are  mouldering  on  their  hill, 
Closed  are  the  triumphs  of  the  sculptor's  hand, 
The  magic  voice  of  eloquence  is  still ; 
Minerva's  veil  is  rent(3i5)— her  image  gone, 
Silent  the  sage's  bowei^-the  warrior's  tomb  o'er- 
thrown. 

LXXXII. 

Yet  in  decay  thine  exquisite  remains 
Wondering  we  view,  and  silently  revere 
As  traces  left  on  earth's  forsaken  plains 
By  vanished  beings  of  a  nobler  sphere ! 
Not  all  the  old  magnificence  of  Rome, 
AH  that  dominion  there  hath  left  to  time, 
Proud  Coliseum,  or  commanding  dome, 
Triumphal  arch,  or  obelisk  sublime, 
Can  bid  such  reverence  o'er  the  spirit  steal, 
As  aught  by  thee  imprest  with  beauty's  plastic 


LXXXIII. 

Though  still  the  empress  of  the  sun-burnt  waste, 

Palmyra  rises,  desolately  grand — 

Though  with  rich  gold(37)  and  massy  sculpture 

graced, 
Commanding  still,  Persepolis  may  stand 
In  haughty  solitude— though  sacrad  Nile 
The  fintbcini  temples  of  the  world  surveys, 
And  roany  an  awful  and  stupendcus  pile 
Thebes  of  the  hundre^  gates  e'en  yet  di^ays ; 
City  of  Perickal  oh,  who  like  thee 
f^aa  teach  hofw  fair  the  works  of  moital  hand  may 


LXXXIV. 

Thou  led^st  the  way  to  that  illumined  sphere 
Where  sovereign  beauty  dweUs;   and   thenoe 

diJst  bear 
Oh,  still  triumphant  in  that  high  career ! 
Bright  archetypes  of  all  the  grand  and  fair. 
And  still  to  thee  th'enhghtened  mind  hath  flowo 
As  to  her  country ; — thou  hast  been  to  earth 
A  cynosure: — and,  e'en  from  victory's  throne. 
Imperial  Rome  gave  homage  to  thy  worth; 
And  nations  rising  to  their  fame  afar, 
Still  to  thy  model  turn,  as  seamen  to  their  star. 

LXXXV. 

Glory  to  those  whose  relics  thus  arrest 
The  gaze  of  ages  1  Glory  to  the  free ! 
For  they,  they  only,  could  have  thus  imprest 
Their  mighty  image  on  the  years  to  be! 
Empires  and  cities  in  oblivion  lie, 
Grandeur  may  vanish,  conquest  be  forgot:— 
To  leave  on  earth  renown  that  can  not  die. 
Of  high-souled  genius  is  th'  unrivalled  k>t 
Honour  to  thee,  O  Athens!  thou  hast  shown 
What  mortals  may  attain,  and  seized  the  palm 
alone. 

LXXXVI. 

Oh!  live  there  those  who  view  with  scornful 

eyes 
All  that  attests  the  brightness  of  thy  prime! 
Yes;  they  who  dwell  beneath  thy  lovely  skies, 
And  breathe  th'  inspiring  ether  oif  thy  dime! 
Their  path  is  o'er  the  mightiest  of  the  dead, 
Their  homes  are  'midst  the  works  of  noblest 

aits; 
Yet  all  aiound  their  gaze,  beneath  their  tread. 
Not  one  proud  thrill  of  loftier  thought  imparls. 
Such  are  the  oonquerors  of  Minerva's  land, 
Where  genius  first  revealed  the  triumphs  of  his 
hand! 

LXXXVII. 

For  them  in  vain  the  glowing  light  may  smik'. 
O'er  the  pale  marble,  colouring's  warmth  to 

shed, 
And  in  chaste  beauty  many  a  sculptured  pile 
Still  o'er  the  dust  of  heroes  lift  its  head. 
No  patriot  feeling  binds  them  to  the  soil. 
Whose  tombs  a^  shrines  their  fathers  have  not , 

reared. 
Their  glance  Is  cold  indifference,  and  their  tofl 
But  to  destroy  what  a^  have  revered. 
As  if  exulting  sternly  to  erase 
Whate'er  might  prove  thai  land  had  nursed  a  no- 
bler race. 
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LXXXVIU. 

And  who  may  grieve  that  rescaed  from  thdr 

hands, 
Spoilera  of  excellence  and  foes  to  art, 
Thy  relics,  Athens !  borne  to  other  lands. 
Claim  homage  still  to  thee  from  every  heart? 
Though  now  no  more  th'  exploring  stranger's 

sight, 
Fixed  in  deep  reverence  on  Minerva's  fane, 
Shall  hail,  beneath  their  native  heaven  of  light. 
All  that  remained  of  forms  adored  in  vain; 
A  lew  short  yean — and,  vanished  from  the 

scene, 
T  •  blend  wUh  classie  dust  their  protidesi  lot  had 
been. 

LXXXIX. 

Fair  Parthenon !  yet  still  must  fancy  weep 
For  thee,  thoa  work  of  nobler  spirits  flown. 
Bright,  asof  o|d,  the  sanbeams  o'er  thee  sleep 
In  all  their  beauty  still — and  thine  is  gone! 
Empires  have  sunk  since  thoa  wert  first  revered, 
And  varying  rites  have  sanctified  thy  shrine. 
The  dust  is  round  thee  of  the  race  that  reared 
Thy  wails ,  and  thou — ^their  fate  must  soon  be 

thine! 
But  when  shall  earth  again  exult  to  see 
Visions  divine  like  theirs  renewed  in  aught  like 
thee? 

.  XC. 

Lone  are  thy  pillars  now — each  pasnng  gale 
Sighs  o'er  them  as  a  spirit's  voice,  which  moaned 
That  loneliness,  and  told 'the  plaintive  tale 
Of  the  bright  synod  once  above  them  throned. 
Mourn,  graceful  ruin!  on  thy  sacred  hill, 
Thy  gods,  thy  rites,  a  kindred  fate  have  shared: 
Yet  art  thou  honoured  in  each  fragment  still, 
That  wasting  years  and  barbarous  hands  bad 

S]iared; 
Each  hallowed  stone,  from  rapine's  fiiiy  borne, 
Shall  wake  bright  dreams  of  thee  in  ages  yet  un- 
born. 

XCL 

Yes;  in  those  fragments,  though  by  time  de- 
laced, 
And  rode  insensate  eonquerors,  yet  remains 
All  that  may  charm  tbf  enlightened  eye  of  tsste, 
On  shores  where  still  inspiring  freedom  reigns. 
As  vital  fragrance  breathes  from  every  part 
Of  the  crushed  myrtle,  or  the  bruised  rose, 
E'en  thus  th'  essential  energy  of  art, 
There  in  each  wreck  imperishaUy  glows  !(38) 
The  soul  of  Athens  lives  in  every  line. 
Pervading  brightly  still  the  ruins  of  her  shrine. 


Mark^n  the  storied  frieae  the  graceful  traiu, 
The  holy  festival's  triumphal  throng, 
In  fair  procession,  to  Minerva's  fane, 
"Wnth  many  a  uicred  symbol  move  along. 
There  every  shade  of  bright  existence  trace, 
The  fire  of  youth,  the  dignity  of  age ; 
The  matron's  calm  austerity  of  grace. 
The  ardent  warrior,  the  benignant  sage; 
The  nymph's  light  symmetry,  the  chiefs  proud 
mien. 
Each  ray  of  beauty  caught  and  mingled  in  the 


XCIII. 

Art  unobtrusive  there  ennoUev  lbrm,(39)  ^ 
Each  pore,  chaste  outline  exquisitriy  flows; 
There  e'en  the  steed,  with   bold  expressioa 

waTm,(40) 
Is  clothed  with  majesty,  with  being  glows. 
One  mighty  mind  hath  harmonized  the  whok; 
Those  varied  gnops  the  same  bright  impresi 

bear; 
One  beam  and  essence  of  exalting  soul 
Lives  in  the  grand,  the  delicate,  the  fair; 
And  well  that  pageant  of  the  glorkias  dead 
Blends  us  with  nobler  days,  and  toftier  spirits  fled. 

XCIV. 

O  conquering  Genius !  that  couldst  thus  detain 
The  subtle  graces,  fiuling  as  they  rise, 
Eternalize  expressbn's  fleeting  reign, 
Arrect  warm  life  in  all  its  energies, 
And  &t  them  on  the  8tone->thy  glorious  kit 
Might  wake  ambition's  envy,  and  create 
Powers  half  divine:  while  nations  are  foigot, 
A  thought,  a  dream  of  thine  hath  vanqoisbed 

fate! 
And  when  thy  hand  firrt  gave  its  wonders  binh, 
The  realms  that  hail  them  now  scarce  claimed  • 
on  earth. 


XCV. 

Wert  thou  some  spirit  of  a  purer  spliere 
But  once  beheld,  and  never  to  return  ? 
No— we  may  hall  again  thy  bright  career, 
Again  on  earth  a  kindred  fire  shall  burn  * 
Though  thy  least  relics,  e'en  in  ruin,  bear 
A  stamp  of  heaven,  that  ne'er  hath  been  r^ 

newed — 
A  light  inherent— let  not  man  despair: 
Still  be  hope  ardent,  patience  unsubdued 
For  still  is  nature  fair,  and  thought  divino, 
And  art  hath  won  a  world  in  models  pur»  as 
thine.(41) 
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XCVI. 
Qtae  on  yon  forms,  corroded  and  defaced — 
Yft  there  the  germ  of  future  glory  lies  1 
Their  virtual  grandeur  could  not  be  erased, 
It  clothes  them  still,  though  veiled  from  common 

eyes. 
They  once  were  gods  and  heroe8(42) — and  be- 
held 
As  the  blest  guardians  of  their  native  scene ; 
And  hearts  of  warriors,  sages,  bards,  have  s  welied 
With  awe  that  owned  their  sovereignty  of  mien. 
•^Ages  have  vanished  since  those  hearts  were 
cold. 

And  still  those  shattered  forms  retain  their  godlike 
mould. 

XCVIL 
'Midst  their  bright  kindred,  from  their  marble 

throne, 
They  have  looked  down  on  thousand  storms  of 

time; 
Surviving  power  and  fame  and  freedom  flown, 
They  still  remained,  still  tranquilly  sublime ! 
Till  mortal  hands  the  heavenly  conclave  marred. 
Th'  Olympian  groups  have  sunk,  and  are  forgot ; 
Note'entheirdustcoold  weeping  Athens  guard— 
— But  tliese  were  destined  to  a  nobler  lot ! 
And  they  have  borne,  to  light  another  land, 
The  quenchless  ray  that  soon  shall  gloriously  ex- 
pand. 

XCVIIL 
Phidias !  supreme  in  thought !  what  hand  but 

thine, 
Inhuman  works  thusblendingearth  and  heaven, 
O'er  nature's  truth  hath  shed  that  grace  divine, 
To  mortal  form  immortal  grandeur  given  1 
What  soul  but  thine,  infusing  all  its  power, 
En  these  last  monuments  of  matchless  days. 
Could  from  their  ruins^  bid  young  Qenius  tower, 
And  Hope  aspire  to  more  exalted  praise  1 
And  guide  deep  thought  to  that  secluded  height. 
Where  excellence  is  throned,  in  purity  of  light. 

'      XCIX. 
And  who  can  tell  how  pure,  bow  bright  a  flame, 
Caught  from  these  models,  may  illume  the  west  7 
What  British  Angelo  may  rise  to  fame,(43) 
On  the  free  isle  what  beams  of  art  may  rest  7 
Deem  not,  O  England !  that  by  climes  conflned, 
Genius  and  taste  diffuse  a  partial  ray  ;(44) 
Otem  not  th'  eternal  energies  of  mind 
Swayed  by  that  sun  whose  doom  is  but  decay ! 
Shall  thought  be  fostered  but  by  skies  serene? 
No!  thou  hast  power  to  be  what  Athens  e'er  hath 
been. 


O'er  whoso  young  ardours,  had  thy  smile  but 

shone. 
Their  soaring  flight  had  left  a  world  behind 
And  many  agiAed  hand,  that  might  have  wrought 
To  Grecian  excellence  the  breathing  stone. 
Or  each  pure  grace  of  Raphael's  pencil  caught, 
Leaving  no  record  of  its  power,  is  gone ! 
While  thou  hast  fondly  sought,  on  distant  coast^ 
Gems  far  less  rich  than  those,  thus  precious,  and 
thus  lost 

CI. 

Yet  rise,  O  Land  in  all  but  Art  alone. 
Bid  the  sole  ^wreath  that  is  not  thine  be  won  I 
Fame  dwells  around  thee — Genius  is  thine  own ; 
Call  his  rich  blooms  to  life— be  Thou  their  Sun ! 
So,  should  dark  ages  o*er  thy  glory  sweep. 
Should  thine  e'er  be  as  now  are  Grecian  plains, 
Nations  unborn  shall  track  thine  own  blue  deep, 
To  hail  thy  shore,  to  worship  thy  remains; 
Thy  mighty  monuments  with  reverence  trace, 
And  cry,  '*  This  ancient  soil  hath  nursed  a  glori- 
ous race  P' 


NOTES. 

Note  1,  page  157,  col.  I. 

Round  Doric  PfeAum's  nolitary  fanea 

The  Paestan  rose,  from  its  peculiar  fragrance 
and  the  singularity  of  blowing  twico  a  year,  is  of- 
ten mentbned  by  the  classic  poets.  The  wild  rose, 
which  now  shoots  up  among  the  ruins,  is  of  the 
small  single  damask  kind,  with  a  very  high  per- 
fume ;  as  a  farmer  assured  me  on  the  spot,  it  flow- 
ers both  in  spring  and  autumn." — Sicinbume*§ 
TraveU  in  the  TW  Sicilies. 

Note  2,  page  157,  ool.  2. 

SwsUed  o'er  thsl  tide— the  son  of  battle  aleep. 

In  the  naval  engagements  of  the  Greeks,  "  it 
was  usuol  for  the  soldiers  before  the  flght  to  sing  a 
pajan,  or  hymn,  to  Mars,  and  after  the  flght  ano- 
ther to  Apollo." — See  Polter'e  Antiquitiea  qf 
Qreece^  vol.  ii.  p.  155. 

Note  3,  page  158,  ooL  1. 

Her  own  bright  Eo«,  thy  son,  Mores  f  fflci. 

The  emigration  of  the  natives  of  the  Morea  to 
difierent  parts  of  Asia  is  thus  mentioned  by  Chap 
teaubriand  in  his  "  Itin6raire  de  Parish  Jdrusalem." 
— "Parvenu  au  dernier  degr6  du  malheur,  le 
Moraite  s*arrache  de  son  pays,  et  va  chercher  en 
Asie  un  sort  moins  rigoureux.  Vain  espuir  1  3 
But  thine  are  treasures  oft  unprized,  unknown, '  retrouve  dee  cadis  et  des  pachas  jusques  dans  las 
Atfi  cold  neglect  hath  blighted  many  a  mind,    I  sables  de  Jourdain  et  dans  les  deserts  de  Palmvre.^ 
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Note  4^  pa^  158^  col.  1. 

Wilt  Uum  receire  the  wanderer  to  thine 

In  tlie  same  work,  Chateaubriand  also  relates 

his  Laving  met  with  several  Greek  emigrants  who 

had  established  themselves  in  the  woods  of  Florida. 

Note  6,  page  158,  coi.  2. 
And  islea  of  floweiG^  bright^floaiing  o'er  the  tida 
**  La  grace  est  toujours  unie  a  la  magnificence 
dans  les  sc6nes  de  la  nature :  et  tandis  que  le  cou- 
rant  du  milieu  entraine  Ters  la  mer  les  cadavres 
des  pins  et  des  chines,  on  voit  sur  les  deux  courans 
lat^raux  remonter  le  long  des  rivages  des  iles 
flottant«;s  de  Pistia  et  de  N6nupliar,  dont  les  roses 
jaunes  s'6ldvent  comme  de  pctits  papillons." — 
Description  of  the  banks  of  the  Mississippi^  Cha- 
tcavbriamTs  **  Atala." 

Note  6,  pag6 159,  001.1. 
Wnri,  fli  whan  song  by  baids  of  elder  time. 
"Looking  generally  at  the  narrowness  and 
abruptness  of  this  mountidn-channel  (Tempe)  and 
contrasting  it  with  the  course  of  the  Peneus,  through 
the  plains  of  Thessaly,  the  imagination  instantly 
recurs  to  the  tradition  that  these  plains  were  once 
covered  with  water  for  which  some  convulsion  of 
nature  had  subsequently  opened  this  narrow  pas- 
sage. The  term  tale,  in  our  language,  is  usually 
employed  to  describe  scenery  in  which  the  predo- 
minant features  are  breadth,  beauty,  and  repoeo. 
The  reader  has  already  perceived  that  the  term  is 
wholly  inapplicable  to  the  scenery  at  this  spot,  and 
that  the  phrase  vale  of  Tempe  is  one  that  depends 

on  poetic  fiction. The  real  character  of 

Tempe,  though  it  perhaps  be  less  beautiful,  yet 


I  more  of  magnificence  than  is  implied  in 

the  epithet  given  to  it. To  those  who 

have  visited  St  Vincent's  rocks,  below  Bristol,  I 
can  not  convey  a  more  sufficient  idea  of  Tempe, 
than  by  saying  that  its  scenery  resembles,  though 
on  a  much  larger  scale,  tbat  of  the  former  place. 
The  Peneus  indeed,  as  it  Hows  through  the  valley, 
is  not  greatly  wider  than  the  Avon ;  and  the  chan- 
nel between  the  clifls  is  equally  contracted  in  its 
dimensions ;  but  these  clifiSt  themselves  are  much 
bftier  and  more  precipitous  and  project  their  vast 
masses  of  rock  with  still  more  extraordinary  abrupt- 
ness over  the  hollow  beneath." — Holland* s  Travels 
'm  AJbania,  <f^. 

Note  7,  page  159,  col.  1. 
Tesn^  that  hare  changed  thy  river'a  claaslc  name. 
The  modem  name  of  the  Peneus  is  Salympria. 

Note  8,  page  159,  col.  1. 
Where  the  rich  aTbote'to  coral  berries  glow. 
^  Towards  the  lower  part  of  Tempe,  thesp  clifiTs 
are  peaked  in  a  very  singular  manner,  and  fimn 
N  17 


projecting  angles  on  the  vast  perpendicular  faces 
of  the  rock  which  they  present  towards  the  chasm; 
where  the  surface  renders  it  possible,  the  summits 
and  ledges  of  the  rocks  are  for  the  most  part  cover- 
ed with  small  wood,  chiefly  oak,  with  the  arbutim 
and  other  shrubs.  On  the  banks  of  the  river, 
wherever  there  is  a  small  interval  between  the  wa- 
ter and  the  cliffs,  it  is  covered  by  the  rich  fjid  widely 
spreading  foliage  of  the  plane,  the  oak,  and  other 
forest  trees,  which  in  these  situations  have  attained 
a  remarkable  size,  and  in  various  places  extend 
their  shadow  &r  over  the  channel  of  the  stream." 
"  The  rocks  on  each  side  the  vale  of 


Tempe  are  evidently  the  same ;  what  may  be  call- 
ed, I  believe,  a  coarse  bluish  gray  marble,  with  veins 
and  portions  of  the  rock,  in  which  the  marble  is 
of  finer  quality."— flbZ/am/'s  Travels  in  Albania, 

Note  9,  page  159,  col., 2. 
Where  Gieece  her  coundle  held,  her  Pythian  rictore  oowned. 
The  Amphictyonic  council  was  convened  in 
spring  and  autumn  at  Delphi  or  Thermopyle,  and 
presided  at  the  Pythian  games,  which  were  cele- 
brated at  Delphi  every  fifth  year. 

Note  10,  page  159,  col.  2. 

Bloom  the  wild  laurels  o'er  the  warlike  dead. 

"  This  spot  (the  field  of  Mantinea)  on  which  so 

many  brave  men  were  laid  to  rest,  is  now  covered 

with  rosemary  and  laurels." — Pouqueville^s  7Va- 

vels  in  the  Morea. 

Note  11,  page  IGO,  col.  3. 
Where  the  dark  upas  taints  tlie  gale  around. 
For  the  accounts  of  the  upas  or  poison-tree  of 
Java,  now  generally  believed  to  be  fiibulous,  or 
greatly  exaggerated,  see  the  notes  to  Darwin's  B^^ 
tanic  Garden. 

Note  13,  page  160,  col.  2. 
Its  sculptured  lion^  richly  wrought  arcaaea  ' 
**  The  court  most  to  be  admired  of  the  Alhambra 
is  that  called  the  court  of  the  Lions ;  it  is  oma- 
inented  with  sixty  elegant  pillars  of  an  architeo* 
ture  which  bears  not  the  least  resemblance  to  any 
of  the  known  orders,  and  might  be  called  the  Arar 

bian  order. But  its  principal  ornament, 

and  that  from  which  it  took  its  name,  is  an  ala* 
baster  cup  six  feet  in  diameter,  supported  by  twelve 
lions,  which  is  said  to  have  been  made  in  imitation 
of  the  Brazen  Sea  of  Solomon's  temple." — Bovt" 
goannt^s  Travels  in  Spain.  ' 

Note  13,  page  160,  ooL  3. 
Bright  as  that  Flelbd  sphered  InBbcca'k  fiuia. 
"  Sept  des  plus  fameux  parmi  les  anciens  pontes 
Arabiques,  sont  ddsignds  par  les  ^cnvaiiw  orion* 
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laoz  touR  le  nom  de  Pleiade  Arabigue,  et  leura  I 
ouvnges  €taient  suspendus  autour  de  la  Caaba,  oa  | 
Mosque  de  la  Meoque.** — Siamondi.  IjiUeratwre ' 
du  Midi. 


NoU  14,  page  160,  col.  2. 

And  ihou,  O  last  and  oobleat  Ooiwlandoel 

'<The  distress  and  fall  of  the  last  ConsUntine 

are  more  glorioua  than  the  long  prosperity  of  the 

Byzantine  Casars."— Gi&ton't  Deeline  and  Fcdl, 

4^.  yol  ziL  p.  226. 

Note  15,  page  161,  ool.  1. 
Hie  dosing  night  of  that  Imperial  noe  I 
See  the  description  of  the  night  previous  to  the 
taking  of  ConBtantinople  by  Mahomet  U.—CHb- 
ton,  vol.  xii.  p.  225. 

Note  16,  page  161,  col.  1. 
And  the  Seren  TWen  are  ecakd,  and  all  b  won  and  lost. 
"  This  building  (the  Castle  of  the  Seven  Tow- 
ers) is  mentioned  as  eariy  as  the  sixth  century  of 
the  Christian  era,  as  a  spot  which  contributed  to 
the  defence  of  Constantinople,  and  it  was  the  prin- 
cipal bulwark,  of  the  town  on  the  coast  of  the  Pro- 
pontis,  in  the  last  periods  of  the  empire." — Pongue- 
vill^s  Travels  in  the  Morea, 

Note  17,  page  161,  col.  1. 
Pnaerred  InTlolate  their  awful  fane. 
See  the  account  from  Herodotus  of  the  superna- 
toral  defence  of  Delphi. — Mi{ford'9  Greece^  vol.  i. 
p.  396,  7 

Note  18,  page  161,  col.  2. 
Who  fram  the  dead  at  Manthon 


Note20,pagel61,col.2. 
ITe  slept,  oh  heroes  I  chid  ones  of  the  eaiOL 
**  Even  all  the  ekitfonea  qfthe  earth,**^  Isaiah 
lith  chapter. 


**  In  succeeding  ages  the  Athenians  honoured 
Theseus  as  a  demi-god,  induced  to  it  as  well  by 
other  reasons,  as  because,  when  they  were  fighting 
the  Medes  at  Marathon,  a  consideralile  part  of  the 
army  thought  they  saw  the  apparition  of  Theseus 
completely  armed,  and  bearing  down  before  them 
upon  the  Barbarians." — Langhome^a  Plutarch, 
Lifcqf  Theaeua. 

Notel9,  pagelOl,  col.2. 
Or  they  whose  formi^  to  Ahuic*8  awe-struck  eye. 
''  From  Thermopyla  to  Sparta,  the  leader  of  the 
Goths  (Alaric)  punued  his  victorious  march  with- 
out encoiutering  any  mortal  antagonist,  but  one 
of  the  advocates  of  expiring  paganism  has  confi- 
fidently  asserted,  that  the  walls  of  Athens  were 
guarded  by  the  goddess  Minerva,  with  her  formi- 
dable »gia,  and  by  the  angry  phantom  of  Achilles, 
and^at  the  conqueror  was  dismayed  by  the  pre- 
M»oe  of  the  hostile  deities  of  Greece."— (?ib6on'« 
/Jetjtne  and  FaU,  4*^.  vol.  v.  p.  183. 


Note  21,  page  161,  col  2. 
Perished  the  conquering  weapons  of  joor  war. 
I     *'  How  are  the  mighty  fallen,  and  the  weapons 
of  war  perished  {"—Samuel,  2d  book,  1st  chap. 

Note  22,  page  162,  ool.  2. 
O'er  Suirs  frowning  roclEs  she  paused  awhlla 
For  several  interesting  particulars  relative  to  th« 
Suliote  warfare  with  Ali  Pasha,  see  HoUand's 
Travels  in  Albania. 

Note  23,  page  1(%  col.  3. 
TTien  on  the  cliflfthe  ftintic  mocher  stood. 
*'  It  Is  related  as  an  authentic  story,  that  a  group 
of  Suliote  women  assembled  on  one  of  the  preci- 
pioes  adjoining  the  modem  seraglio,  and  threw 
their  infants  into  the  chasm  below,  that  they 
might  not  become  the  slaves  of  the  enemy." — HoL 
laiuP*  TyaveU.  4^, 

Note  24,  page  162,  col.  2. 
To  lend  their  fidl  a  mournful  iw^esty. 
The  ruins  of  Sparta,  near  the  modem  town  of 
Mistra,  are  very  inconsiderable,  and  only  sufficient 
to  mark  the  site  of  the  ancient  city.  The  scenery 
around  them  is  described  by  travellers  as  very 
striking. 

Note  25,  page  163,  col.  1. 
How  died  the  brave^  obedient  to  thy  lawa 

The  inscription  composed  by  Simonides  for  the 
Spartan  monument  in  the  pass  of  Thermopyla 
has  been  thus  translated — "  Stranger,  go  tell  the 
Lacedemonians  that  we  have  obeyed  their  laws, 
and  that  we  lie  here." 

Note  26,  page  163,  col.  2. 
There  the  rose-laurels  still  In  beauty  wave. 
"In  the  Eurotas  I  observed  abundance  of  thoite 
famous  reeds  which  were  known  in  the  earliest 
ages,  and  all  the  rivers  and  marshes  of  Greece  are 
replete  with  rose-laurels,  while  the  springs  and 
rivulets  are  covered  with  lilies,  tuberoses,  hya> 
cinths,  and  narcissus  orientalis." — PouqueviUe^a 
TVavcla  in  the  Morea. 

Note  27,  page  163,  col.  2. 
The  suppliant's  hand  hs  holy  branches  bon^ 

It  was  usual  for  suppliants  to  carry  an  oBw 
branch  bound  with  wool 
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IYote28,pag6lG3,ool.3. 
ItofrallAil  grorei  vkmt  rsfend  and  haltowHlailL 
The  olive,  according  to  Pouquevillo,  is  still  re- 
garded with  veneration  by  the  people  of  the  Morea. 

Note  39,  page  163,  col.  2. 
Qaenched  Is  tha  torch  oT  Geres— an  araond. 

It  was  customary  at  Eleusis  on  the  fifth  day  of 
the  festival,  for  men  and  women  to  run  about  with 
torches  in  their  hands,  and  also  to  dedicate  torches 
to  Ceies,  and  to  contend  who  should  present  the 
largest.  Thu  was  done  in  memory  of  the  journey 
of  Ceres  in  search  of  Proserpine,  during  which 
she  was  lighted  by  a  torch  kindled  in  the  flames 
of  Etna. — Potter's  AjitiquUies  <ff  Greece^  vol.  i. 
p.  392. 

Note  30,  page  164,  col.  1. 
Fount  of  OMWton  I  In  thy  gortilng  wtva. 
The  Fountains  of  Oblivion  and  Memory,  with 
Jie  Hercynian  fountain,  are  still  to  be  seen 
amongst  the  rocks  near  Livadia,  though  the  situa- 
tion of  the  cave  of  Trophonius  in  their  vicinity 
can  not  be  exactly  ascertained. — See  HoUaruPt 
Travels, 

Note  31,  page  164, 001.2. 

Fahr  EUi^  o^er  thj  vonseciaced  valaa 
Elis  was  anciently  a  sacred  territory,  its  inha- 
bitants being  considered  as  consecrated  to  the  ser- 
vice of  Jupiter.  All  armies  marching  through  it 
delivered  up  their  weapons,  and  received  them 
again  when  they  had  passed  its  boundary. 

Note  32,  page  164,  col.  2. 
And  smlls  the  kmeesl  In  Its  lingering  ray. 
"We  are  assured  by  Thucydides  that  Attica 
was  the  province  of  Greece  in  which  population 
first  became  settled,  and  where  th^  earliest  pro- 
gress was  made  toward  civilization." — Mi^fordCs 
Greece  J  vol.  L  p.  35. 

Note  33,  pagw  166,  ool.  1. 
Raised  by  the  magic  of  Moigana'e  waiuL 

Fata  Morgana.  This  remarkable  atrial  phe- 
nomenon, which  is  thought  by  the  lower  orders 
of  Sicilians  to  be  the  work  of  a  fiiiry,  is  thus  de- 
scribed by  fatfier  Angelucd,  whose  account  is 
quoted  by  Swinburne. 

"On  the  15th  August,  1643,  I  was  surprised, 
as  I  stood  at  my  window,  with  a  most  wonderful 
spectacle:  the  sea  that  washes  the  Sicilian  shore 
swelled  up,  and  became,  for  ten  miles  in  length, 
like  a  chain  of  dark  moci  .tains,  while  the  waters 
near  our  Calabrian  copst  grew  quite  smooth,  and 
in  an  instant  appeared  tike  one  clear  polished  mir- 
ror. On  this  glass  was  depicted,  in  chiaro  scuro, 
a  string  of  several  thousands  of  pilasters  all  equal 


in  height,  distance,  and  degrees  of  light  and  shade. 
In  a  moment  they  bent  into  arcades,  like  Roman 
aqueducts.  A  long  cornice  was  next  formed  at 
the  top,  and  above  it  rose  innumerable  castles,  all 
perfec^y  alike;  these  again  changed  into  towers, 
which  were  shortly  after  lost  in  colonnade,  then 
windows,  and  at  last  ended  in  pines,  cypresses  and 
other  trees." — Swinbunte^s  Travels  in  the  Ttoo 
Sicilies 

Note  34,  page  165,  col.  2. 
Botj  ths  saaannihatmrod  upon  their  gxvrt. 
All  sorts  of  purple  and  white  flowers  were  sup 
poeed  by  the  Greeks  to  be  aooeptabie  to  the  dead, 
and  used  in  adorning  tombs;  as  amaranth,  with 
which  the  Thessalians  decorated  the  tomb  of 
Achilles. — Potter's  AniiqvUies  ^f  Qreeot^  voL  ii. 
p.  232. 

Note  35,  page  165,  col.  2. 
Hark  I  Peridee  records  their  honoured  names. 
Pericles,  on  his  return  to  Athens  after  the  re- 
duction of  Samoa,  celebrated  in  a  splendid  manner 
the  obsequies  of  his  countrymen  who  fell  in  that 
war,  and  pronounced,  himself,  the  funeral  oration 
usual  on  such  occasions.  This  gained  him  great 
applause;  and  when  he  came  down  from  the  ros- 
trum, the  women  paid  their  respects  to  him,  and 
piesenteci  him  with  crowns  and  chaplets,  like  a 
champion  just  returned  victorious  from  the  lists. — 
Langhome*s  Plutarch^  Life  of  Pericles, 

Note  36,  page  166,  eol.  1. 
Minerva's  veU  tor 


The  peplua,  which  is  supposed  to  have  been 
suspended  as  an  awning  over  the  statue  of  Minerva, 
in  the  Parthenon,  was  a  principal  ornament  of  the 
Panathenaic  festival;  it  was  embroidered  with 
various  colours,  representing  the  battle  of  the  Gods 
and  Titans,  and  the  exploits  of  Athenian  heroes. 
When  the  festival  was  celebrated,  the  pepius  was 
brought  from  the  Acropolis,  and  suspended  as  a 
sail  to  tbe  veswl,  which  on  that  day  was  con- 
ducted through  the  Ceramicus  and  principal  streets 
of  Athens,  till  it  had  made  the  circuit  of  the  Aero* 
polls.  The  pepius  was  then  carried  to  the  Par- 
thenon, and  consecrated  to  Minerva. — See  Chan" 
dler's  Travels,  Stewart's  Athens,  <f>e. 

Note  37,  page  166,  col.  L 
Though  wldi  rich  goU  and  nissiy  sealpcnse  gisced. 
The  gilding  amidst  the  ruins  of  Persepolis  is 
still,  according  to  Wtnckehnann,  in  high  fn^ 
servation. 

Note  38,  page  167,  col.  1. 
TlierB  In  each  wreck  bnpertofaaUy  giofusb 
"  In  the  most  broken  fragment  the  same  gttsM 
prindple  of  life  can  be  proved  to  ^xist,  as  in  the 
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most  perfect  figure/*  is  one  of  the  observBtions  of 
Mr.  Hajdon  on  the  Elgin  Marbles. 

Note  39,  page  167rCol  2. 
▲A  unobtrurive  there  ennobles  rom. 
"Every  thing  here  breathes  life,  with  a  veracity, 
with  an  exquisite  knowledge  of  art,  but  without 
the  least  ostentation  or  parade  of  it,  which  is  con- 
cealed by  consummate  and  masterly  skill" — Cano- 
va'«  JUtter  to  the  Earl  of  Elgin, 

Note  40,  page  167,  col.  2. 
There  e'en  the  staed  with  bold  ezpiMrion  warm. 
Dr.  West,  after  expressing  his  admintion  of  the 
horn's  head  in  Lord  Elgin's  collection  of  Athenian 
sculpture,  thus  proceeds:  "We  ftei  the  same 
when  we  view  the  young  equestrian  Athenians, 
and  in  observing  them  we  are  insensibly  carried 
on  with  the  impression,  that  they  and  their  horses 
actually  existed,  as  we  see  thraa,  at  the  instant 
when  they  were  converted  into  marble." — Wufs 
Second  Letter  to  Lord  Elgin, 

Note  41,  page  167,  col  2. 
And  an  hath  won  a  world  hi  modeta  pure  as  thine. 
Mr.  Flaxman  thinks  that  sculpture  has  very 
greatly  improved  within  these  last  twenty  years, 
and  that  his  opinion  is  not  singular,  because  works 
of  such  prime  importance  as  the  Elgin  marbles 
could  not  remain  in  any  country  without  a  conse- 
quent improvement  of  the  public  taste,  and  the ' 
talents  of  the  artist. — See  the  Evidence  given  in 
reply  to  interrogatoriee  from  the  Committee  on 
the  Elgin  Marblee, 


Note  42,  page  168,  col.  1. 

They  once  were  godi  and  heroes— and  beheU. 

The  Theseus  and  Ilissus,  which  are  considered 
by  Sir  T.  Lawrence,  Mr.  Westmacott,  and  other 
distinguished  artists,  to  be  of  a  higher  class  than 
the  Appollo  Belvidere;  "  because  there  is  in  them 
an  union  of  very  grand  form  with  a  more  true  and 
natural  expression  of  the  effect  of  action  upon  the 
human  frame,  than  there  is  in  the  Apollo,  or  any 
of  the  other  more  celebrated  statues." — See  tin 
Evidence^  4^, 

Note  43,  page  168,  col.  1. 
What  BriUah  Angelo  may  zIsb  to  lama. 
"  Let  us  suppose  \  young  man  at  this  time  in 
London,  endowed  with  powers  such  as  enabled 
Michael  Angelo  to  advance  the  arts,  as  he  did,  by 
the  aid  of  one  mntilalad  specimen  of  Grecian  ex- 
cellence in  sculpture ;  to  what  an  eminence  might 
not  such  a  genius  carry  art,  by  the  opportunity  ol 
studying  those  sculptures  in  the  aggregate,  which 
adorned  the  temple  of  Minerva  at  Athens?"— 
Wesfe  Second  Letter  to  Lord  Elgin. 

Note44,  page  168,  coLl. 
GenloB  and  taaia  dlfltaea  a  paitial  ny. 
In  allusion  to  the  theories  of  Du  Bos,  Winckel- 
mann,  Montesquieu,  &c.  with  regard  to  the  in- 
herent obstacles  in  the  climate  of  England  to  the 
progress  of  genius  and  the  arts.— -See  Ebart*9 
Epochs  qf  the  Arte,  page  84,  6.  , 
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Ornne  bright  Improrement,  on  the  car  of  Time, 
And  rule  the  epacioue  world  from  clime  to  dime ! 
Thy  handmaid  Arte  shall  eveiy  wild  explore, 
TiMB  every  wave,  and  culton  every  ahore^— CSaiii{i6sa 

May  ne'er 
That  cnie  auooearion  fail  of  Engltah  hearts, 
That  can  perceive,  not  less  than  hereiolbra^ 
Our  ancestora  did  feelinglr  perceire^ 
the  charm 
Of  pious  aentiment,  diffused  afar, 
And  human  chari^,  and  social  lova--  Wordateorth. 


Amidst  the  peopled  and  the  r^al  Isle, 
Whose  vales,  rejoicing  in  their  beauty,  smile; 
Whose  cities,  fouAem  of  the  spoiler,  tower, 
And  send  on  every  bieeie  a  voice  of  power; 
Uath  desolation  reared  herself  a  throne, 
Aijd  marked  a  pathless  region  for  her  own  1 
Yes !  tliough  thy  turf  no  stain  of  carnage  wore, 
When  bled  the  noble  hearts  of  many  a  shore, 


Though  not  a  hostile  step  thy  heath^owen  bent, 
When  empires  tottered,  and  the  earth  was  rent ; 
Yet  lone,  as  if  some  tnunpler  of  mankind 
Had  stilled  life's  busy  murmurs  on  the  wind. 
And,  flushed  with  power,  in  daring  Pride's  excess, 
Stamped  on  thy  st^  the  curse  of  barrenness; 
For  thee  in  vain  descend  the  dews  of  heaven. 
In  vain  the  sunbeam  and  the  shower  are  given; 
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Wild  Daitmoorl  thoa  that,  'midit  thy  moontaiiiB 

rade, 
Hart  lobed  thyself  with  haughty  aolitude, 
As  a  dacrk  cloud  on  Sumnier^s  rlear-blae  sky, 
A  mourner,  circled  with  festivity  t 
For  all  beyond  is  life ! — the  rolling  Ka, 
The  rush,  the  swell,  whose  echoes  reach  not  thee. 
Yet  wKj  shall  find  a  scene  so  wild  and  bare, 
But  man  has  left  his  lingering  traces  there? 
E*en  on  mysterious  Afric's  boundless  plains. 
Where  noon,  with  attributes  of  midnight  reigns, 
In  gloom  and  silence,  fearfully  profound. 
As  of  a  world  unwaked  to  soul  or  sound ; 
Though  the  sad  wanderer  of  the  burning  zone 
Feels,  as  amidst  infinity,  alone. 
And  nought  of  life  be  near ;  his  camel's  tread 
Is  o'er  the  prostrate  cities  of  the' dead ! 
Some  column,  reared  by  long-forgotten  hands. 
Just  lilts  its  head  above  the  billowy  sands^ 
Some    mouldering   shrine   still  consecrates  the 

scene, 
And  tells  that  Glory's  footstep  there  hath  been. 
There  hath  the  spirit  of  the  mighty  passed, 
Not  without  record;  though  the  desert-blast, 
Borne  on  the  wings  of  Time,  hath  swept  away 
The  proud  creations,  reared  to  brave  decay. 
But  /Aott,  lone  region !  whose  unnoticed  name 
No  lofty  deeds  have  mingled  with  their  fame. 
Who  shall  unfold  thine  annals  ?  Who  shall  teU 
If  on  thy  soil  the  sons  of  heroes  fell, 
In  those  fiir  ages,  which  have  left  no  trace. 
No  sunbeam  on  the  pathway  of  their  race  1 
Though,  haply,  in  the  unrecorded  days 
Of  kings  and  chiefs,  who  passed  without  their 

praise. 
Thou  might'st  have  reared  the  valiant  and  the 

free, 
In  history's  page  there  is  no  tale  of  thee. — 

Yet  hast  thou  thy  memorials.    On  the  wild 
Still  rise  the  cairns  of  yore,  all  rudely  piled,(l) 
But  hallowed  by  that  instinct,  which  reveres 
Things  fraught  with  characters  of  elder  years. 
And  such  are  these.    Long  centuries  are  flown, 
Bowed  many  a  crest  and  shattered  many  a  throne. 
Mingling  the  urn,  the  trophy,  and  the  bust, 
Wjth  that  they  hide — their  shrined  and  treasured 

dust: 
Men  traverse  Alps  and  Oceans,  to  behold 
Earth's  glorious  works  fast  mingling  with  her 

mould: 
But  still  these  nameless  chronicles  of  death, 
'Midst  the  deep  silence  of  the  unpeopled  heath, 
Stand  in  primeval  artlessness,  and  wear 
The  same  sepulchral  mien,  and  almost  share 
Th'  eternity  of  nature,  with  the  forms 
Of  the  crowned  hills  beyond,  the  dwellings  of  the 

storms. 
Yet,  what  avails  it,  if  each  moss-grown  heap 
Still  on  the  waste  its  lonely  vigils  keep, 


Guarding  the  dust  which  slumbers  w^  beneath 
(Nor  needs  such  care)  from  each  cold  seaflonli 

breathl 
Where  is  the  voice  to  tell  their  UAewho  rest, 
Thus  rudely  pillowed,  or  the  desert's  breast  1 
Doth  the  sword  sleep  beside  them  1  Hath  there  been 
A  sound  of  battle  'midst  the  silent  soene, 
Where  now  the  flocks  repose  1  Did  the  scythed  car 
Here  reap  iu  harvest  in  the  ranks  of  war) 
And  rise  these  piles  in  memory  of  the  slain, 
And  the  red  combat  of  the  mountain-plain  1 

It  may  be  thus :  the  vestiges  of  strife. 
Around  yet  lingering,  mark  the  steps  of  life, 
And  the  rude  arrow's  barb  remains  to  tell(3) 
How  by  its  stroke  perchsnee  the  mighty  fell, 
To  be  forgotten.    Vain  the  warrior's  pride. 
The  cfaieftainJs  power— they  had  no  baid,  am* 

dled.(3) 
But  other  scenes,  from  their  untroubled  sphere^ 
The  eternal  stars  of  night  have  witnessed  here. 
There  stands  an  altar  of  nnsculptqred  stone,(4) 
Far  on  the  moor,  a  thine  of  ages  gone, 
Propped  on  its  granite  pillars,  whence  the  ndns. 
And  purs  bright  dews,  have  laved  the  crinwor 

stains 

Left  by  dark  rites  of  blood :  for  here,  of  yore, 
When  the  bleak  waste  a  robe  of  forest  wore. 
And  many  a  crested  oak,  which  now  lies  low. 
Waved  its  wild  wreath  of  sacred  misletoe ; 
Here,  at  dead  midnight,  through  the  haunted  shade, 
On  Druid-harps  the  quivering  moon-beam  played, 
And  speUs  were  breathed,  that  filled  the  deepening 

gbom 

With  the  pale,  shadowy  people  of  the  tomb. 
Or,  haply,  torches  waving  through  the  night, 
Bade  the  red  caim-fires  blaze  from  every  height,(5) 
Like  battle-signals,  whose  unearthly  gleams 
Threw  o'er  the  desert's  hundred  hills  and  streams, 
A  savage  grandeur ;  while  the  starry  skies 
Rung  with  the  peal  of  mystic  harmonies, 
As  the  loud  harp  its  deep-toned  hymns  sent  forth, 
To  the  storm-ru&ng  powers,  the  war^ ods  of  the 

North. 
But  wilder  sounds  were  there:  th'  impbring  err. 
That  woke  the  forest's  echo  in  reply. 
But  not  the  heart's  i — Unmoved,  Uie  wizard  train 
Stood  round  their  human  ▼  Jtim,  ai  d  in  vain 
His  prayer  for  m^rcy  rose ;  in  vain  his  glance 
Looked  up,  appealing  to  the  blue  expanse. 
Where,  in  their  calm,  immortal  beauty,  ahone 
Heaven's  cloudless  orbs.    With  faint  and  fainter 

moan, 
Bound  on  the  shrine  of  sacrifice  he  lay, 
Till,  drop  by  drop,  life's  current  ebbed  away ; 
Till  rock  and  turf  grew  deeply,  darkly  reu. 
And  the  pale  moon  gleamed  paler  on  the  dead. 
Have  such  things  been,  and  here  t— where  stillness 

dwells 
'Midst  the  rude  barrows  and  the  moorland  swelk. 
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Thus  undifltnrbed  1— Oh !  long  the  golf  of  time 
flath  cloied  in  darkneai  o'er  those  days  of  crime, 
And  earth  no  veetige  of  their  path  retains, 
Save  8ix;h  as  these,  which  strew  her  loneliest  plains 
With  records  of  man's  conflicts  and  his  doom, 
His  spirit  and  his  dust — ^the  altar  and  the  tomb. 

But  ages  rolled  away:  and  England  stood, 
With  her  proud  banner  streaming  o'er  the  flood, 
And  with  a  lofty  calmness  in  her  eye, 
And  regal  in  collected  majesty, 
•    To  breast  the  storm  of  battle.    Every  breeze 
Bore  sounds  of  triumph  o'er  her  own  blue  seas ; 
And  other  lands,  redeemed  and  joyous,  drank 
The  life  blood  of  her  heroes,  as  they  sank 
On  the  red  fields  they  won ;  whose  wild  flowers 

wave 
Now,  in  luzurianl  beauty,  o'er  their  grave. 

'T  was  then  the  captives  of  Britannia's  war,(6) 
Here  for  their  lovely  southern  cliaies  afar, 
In  bondage  pined :  the  spell-deluded  throngs 
Dragged  at  Ambition's  chariot-wheeb  so  long, 
To  die, — ^because  a  despot  could  not  clasp 
A  sceptre,  fitted  to  his  boundless  grasp ! 
Yes  I  they  whose  m&rch  had  rocked  the  ancient 

thrones 
And  temples  of  the  world ;  the  deepening  tones 
Of  whose  advancing  trumpet,  from  repose 
Had  startled  nations,  wakening  to  their  woes. 
Were  prisoners  here. — And  there  were  some  whose 

dreams 
Were  of  sweet  homes,  by  ch&inless  mountain- 
streams, 
And  of  the  vine-clad  hills,  and  many  a  strain, 
And  festal  melody  of  Loire  or  Seine, 
And  of  those  mothers,  who  had  watched  and  wept, 
When  on  the  field  the  unsheltered  conscript  slept. 
Bathed  with  the  midnight  dews.   And  some  were 

there; 
Of  sterner  spir^,  hardened  by  despair ; 
Who  in  their  dark  imaginings,  again 
Fired  the  rich  palace  and  the  stately  fane, 
Drank  in  the  victim's  shriek,  as  music's  breath, 
And  lived  o'er  scenes,  the  festivals  of  death  I 
And  there  was  mirth  tool— strange  and  savage 

mirth. 
More  fearful  fiir  than  all  the  woes  of  earth  I 
Tne  laughter  of  cold  hearts,  and  scoffi  that  spring 
From  minds  for  which  there  is  no  sacred  thing, 
And  transient  bursts  of  fierce,  exulting  glee, — 
The  lightning's  flash  upon  its  blasted  tree ! 

But  still,  howe'er  the  soul's  disguise  were  worn. 
It,  from  wild  revelry,  or  haughty  scorn, 
Or  buoyant  hope,  it  won  an  outward  show. 
Slight  was  the  mask,  and  all  beneath  itp— wo. 

Yet  was  this  all  7 — amidst  the  dungeon-gloom, 
The  void,  the  slillneaB,  of  the  captive's  doom, 
Were  there  no  deeper  thoughts  1 — ^And  that  dark 

power. 
To  whom  guilt  owes  one  late,  but  dreadfiil  hour, 


The  mighty  debt  through  yean  of  crime  delayed, 
But,  as  the  grave's,  inevitably  paid ; 
Came  he  not  thither,  in  his  burning  force, 
The  lord,  the  tamer  of  dark  souls— Remorse  1 

Yes  I  as  the  night  calls  forth  from  sea  and  sky, 
From  breeze  and  wood,  a  solemn  harmony, 
Lost,  when  the  swift,  triumphant  wheels  of  day, 
In  light  and  sound,  are  hurrying  on  their  way: 
Thus,  firom  the  deep  recesses  of  the  heart, 
The  voice  which  sleeps,  but  never  dies,  might  start, 
Called  up  by  solitude,  each  nerve  to  thrill. 
With  accents  heard  not,  save  when  all  is  still  1 

The  voice,  inaudible,  when  Havoc's  train 
Crushed  the  red  vintage  of  devoted  Spain ; 
Mute,  when  sierras  to  the  war-who(^  rungi 
And  the  broad  light  of  conflagration  sprung 
From  the  South's  marble  cities ; — ^hushed,  'midst 

cries 
That  told  the  Heavens  of  mortal  agonies; 
But  gathering  silent  strength,  to  wake  at  last, 
In  the  concentred  thunders  of  the  past ! 
And  there,  perchance,  some  long-bewildcred 

mind. 
Torn  from  its  bwly  sphere,  its  path  confined 
Of  village-duties,  in  the  alpine  glen. 
Where  nature  cast  its  lot,  'midst  peasant-men ; 
Drawn  to  that  vortex,  whose  fierce  ruler  blent 
The  earthquake-power  of  each  wild  element, 
To  lend  the  tide  which  bore  his  throne  on  high, 
One  impulse  more  of  desperate  enei^y ; 
Might,  when  the  billow's  awful  rush  was  o'er, 
Which  tossed   its   wreck  upon   the   storm-beat 

shore. 
Won  from  its  wanderings  past,  by  sufTering  tried, 
Searched  by  remorse,  by  anguish  purified, 
Have  fixed  at  length  its  troubled  hopes  and  feara, 
On  the  far  world,  seen  brightest  through  our  tears. 
And  in  that  hour  of  triumph  or  despair, 
Whoso  secrets  all  must  learn — but  non^  declare. 
When,  of  the  things  to  come,  a  deeper  sense, 
Fills  the  dim  eye  of  trembling  penitence, 
Have  turned  to  him,  whose  bow  is  in  the  cloud, 
Around  life's  limits  gathering,  as  a  shroud ; — • 
The  fearful  myst«.ries  of  the  heart  who  knows, 
And,  by  the  tempest,  calls  it  to  repose  I 

Who  visited  that  death-lied  1— Who  can  tell 
Its  brief)  sad  tale,  on  which  the  soul  might  dwell. 
And  learn  immortal  lessons  1 — Who  beheld 
The  struggling  hope,  by  shame,  by  doubt  repelled-^ 
The  agony  of  prayer — the  bursting  tears — 
The  dark  remembrances  of  guilty  yeans^ 
Crowding  upon  the  spirit  in  their  might? — 
He,  through  the  storm  who  looked,  and  there  was 

light  1 
That  scene  is  closed! — that  wild,  tumultuous 

breast, 
With  all  its  pangs  and  passions,  is  at  rest  I 
He  too  is  fallen,  the  master-power  of  strife, 
Who  woke  those  passions  to  delirious  life ; 
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And  days,  prepared  a  brighter  coarse  to  run, 
Unfold  their  buoyant  pinions  to  the  sun  1 

It  is  a  glorious  hour  when  Spring  goes  forth, 
O'er  the  bleak  mountains  of  the  shadowy  North, 
And  with  one  radiant  glance,  one  magic  breath. 
Wakes  all  things  lovely  from  the  sleep  of  death ; 
While  the  glad  voices  of  a  thousand  streams, 
Bursting  their  bondage,  triumph  in  her  beams ! 

But  Peace  hath  nobler  changes  t  O'er  the  mind. 
The  warm  and  living  spirit  of  mankind, 
Her  influence  breathes,  and  bids  the  blighted  heart. 
To  life  and  hope  from  desolation  start  1 
She,  with  a  look,  diasolves  the  captive's  chain, 
Peopling  with  beauty  widowed  homes  again ; 
Around  the  mother,  in  her  dosing  years, 
Gathering  her  sons  once  more,  and  from  the  tears 
Of  the  dim  past,  but  winning  purer  light, 
To  make  the  {(resent  more  serenely  bright. 

Nor  rests  that  influence  here.    From  clime  to 
clime, 
In  silence  gliding  with  the  stream  of  time. 
Still  doth  it  spread,  borne  onwards,  as  a  breeze 
With  healing  on  its  wings,  o'er  bles  and  seas : 
And,  as  heaven's  breath  called  forth,  with  genial 

power. 
From  the  dry  wand,  the  almond's  living  flower; 
So  doth  its  deep-felt  charm  in  secret  move 
The  coldest  heart  to  gentle  deeds  of  love ; 
While  round  its  pathway  nature  softly  glows. 
And  the  wide  desert  blossoms  as  the  rose. 

Yes !  let  the  waste  lifl  up  the  exulting  voice  1 
Let  the  far-echoing  solitudes  rejoice  1 
And  thou,  lone  moorl  where  no  blithe  reaper's  song 
E'er  lightly  sped  the  summer-hours  along. 
Bid  thy  wild  rivers,  from  each  mountain  source, 
Rushing  in  joy,  make  music  on  their  course  I 
Thou,  whose  sole  records  of  existence  mark 
The  scene  of  barbarous  rites,  in  ages  dark. 
And  of  some  nameless  combat ;  Hope's  bright  eye 
Beams  o'er  thee  in  the  light  of  prophecy  ! 
Yet  shalt  thou  smile,  by  busy  culture  drest. 
And  the  rich  harvest  wave  upon  thy  breast ! 
Yet  shall  thy  cottage-smoke,  at  dewy  morn, 
Rise,  in  blue  wreaths,  above  the  flowering  thorn. 
And,  'midst  thy  haralet«hades,  theembosomed  spire 
Catch  from  deep-kindling  heavens  their  earliest  fire. 

Thee  too  that  hour  shall  bless,  the  balmy  close 
Of  labour's  day,  the  herald  of  repose. 
Which  gathers  hearts  in  peace;  while  social  mirth 
Basks  in  the  blaize  of  each  free  village-hearth ; 
While  peasant-songs  are  on  the  joyous  gales, 
And  merry  England's  voice  floats  up  from  all  her 

vales. 
Yet  are  there  sweeter  sounds ;  and  thou  shalt  hear 
Such  as  to  Heaven's  immortal  host  are  dear. 
Oh  1  if  there  still  be  melody  on  earth, 
Worthy  the  sacred  bowers  where  man  drew  birth, 
When  angel-steps  their  paths  rejoicing  trod. 
And  the  air  trembled  with  the  breath  of  God ; 


It  lives  in  those  soft  accents,  to  the  flky(7) 

Borne  from  the  lips  of  stainless  infancy. 

When  holy  strains,  from  life's  pure  fount  which 

sprung. 
Breathed  with  deep  reverence,  falter  on  its  tongue. 

And  such  shall  be  thy  music  when  the  cells, 
Where  guilt,  the  child  of  hopeless  misery,  dwells, 
(And,  to  wild  strength  by  desperation  wrought, 
In  silence  broods  o'er  many  a  fearful  thought,) 
Resound  to  pity's  voice ;  and  childhood  thence. 
Ere  the  cold  blight  hath  reached  its  innocence, 
Ere  that  soft  rose-bloom  of  the  soul  be  fled. 
Which  vice  but  breathes  on,  and  its  hues  are  dead, 
Shall  at  the  call  press  forward,  to  be  made 
A  glorious  oflfering,  meet  for  him,  who  said, 
"  Mercy  not  sacrifice !"  and  when,  of  old, 
Clouds  of  rich  incense  from  his  altars  rolled, 
Dispersed  the  smoke  of  perfumes,  and  hiid  bars 
The  heart's  deep  folds,  to  read  its  homage  there! 

When  some  crowned  conqueror,  o'er  a  trampled 
woriil, 
His  banner,  shadowing  nations,  hath  unfurled, 
And,  like  those  visitations  which  deform 
Nature  for  centuries,  hath  made  tlie  storm 
His  pathway  to  Dominion's  lonely  sphere, 
Silence  behind, — before  him,  flight  and  fear; 
When  kingdoms  rock  beneath  his  rushing  wheels 
Till  each  far  isle  the  mighty  impulse  feels. 
And  earth  is  moulded  but  by  one  proud  will, 
And  sceptred  realms  wear  fetters,  and  are  still; 
Shall  the  free  soul  of  song  bow  down  to  pay 
The  earthquake  homage  on  its  baleful  way  1 
Shall  the  glad  harp  send  up  exalting  strains, 
O'er  burning  cities  and  forsaken  plains  1 
And  shall  no  harmony  of  softer  close, 
Attend  the  stream  of  mercy  as  it  flows, 
And,  mingling  with  the  music  of  its  wave 
Bless  the  green  shores  its  gentle  currents  lave  1 

Oh !  there  are  loftier  themes,  for  hilh,  whose  eyes 
Have  searched  the  depths  of  life's  realities, 
Than  the  red  battle,  or  the  trophied  car. 
Wheeling  the  monarch-victor  fast  and  far; 
There  are  more  noble  strains  from  those  which 

swell 
The  triumphs,  Ruins  may  suffice  to  tell ! 

Ye  Prophet-bards,  who  sat  in  elder  days 
Beneath  the  palms  of  Judah !  Ye,  whose  lay* 
With  torrent  rapture,  from  their  source  on  high, 
Burst  in  the  strength  of  immortality  1 
Oh !  not  alone,  those  haunted  groves  among. 
Of  conquering  hosts,  of  empires  crushed,  ye  sung^ 
But  o£  that  Spirit,  destined  to  explore 
With  the  bright  day-sprirg  every  distant  shon. 
To  dry  the  tear,  to  bind  the  broken  reed, 
To  make  the  home  of  peace  in  hearts  that  bleed  ^ 
With  beams  of  hope  to  pierce  the  dungeon's  gloom, 
And  pour  eternal  starilght  o'er  the  tomb ! 

And  blessed  and  hallowed  be  its  haunts  I  for  there 
Hath  man's  high  soul  been  rescued  from  despair  v- 
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There  hath  the  immortd  spark  for  Heaven  been 

nursed, — 
There  from  the  rock  the  spring  of  life  have  burst, 
Cluenchless  and  pure !  and  holy  thoughts,  thai  rise, 
Warm  from  the  source  of  human  sympathies, — 
Where'er  its  path  of  radiance  may  be  traced, 
Shall  find  their  temple  in  the  silent  waste. 


NOTES. 

Note  1,  page  173,  col.  1. 
Still  riiBB  the  calms  of  yore,  all  rudely  piled. 
In  some  parts  of  Dartmoor  the  surface  is  thickly 
strewed  with  stones,  which,  in  many  instances,  ap- 
pear to  have  been  collected  into  piles,  on  the  tops 
of  prominent  hillocks,  as  if  in  imitation  of  the  na- 
tural Tors.  The  Stone-barrows  of  Dartmoor  re- 
semble the  Cairns  of  the  Cheviot  and  Grampian 
hills,  and  those  in  Cornwall. — See  Cookers  Topo- 
graphical Survey  of  Devonshire, 

Note  2,  page  173,  col.  2. 
And  the  rude  arrow's  baib  roraains  to  lelL 
Flint  arrow-heads  have  occasionally  been  found 
upon  Dartmoor. 

Note  3,  page  173,  col.  2. 
The  dileftain'B  power— they  had  no  bard,  and  died. 
Vizdre  fortes  ante  Agamemnona 
Multi :  Sed  orancs  illachrymabiles 


Uigentur,  ignotique  bng& 
Nocte,carentquia  vate  sacro. — EBorare. 
<  They  had  no  Poet,  and  they  died." 

Pope'*  TranAation. 

Note  4,  page  173,  col.  2. 
There  standi  an  altar  of  uoseulpcured  stona. 
•  On  the  east  of  Dartmoor,  are  some  Druidical  re- 
mains, one  of  which  is  a  Cromlech,  whose  three 
rough  pillars  of  granite  sopport  a  ponderous  table- 
stone,  and  form  a  kind  of  large,  irregular  tripcxl. 

Note  5,  page  173,  col.  2. 
Bade  the  red  calro-firBS  Uaze  ftom  every  height 
In  some  of  the  Druid  festivals,  fires  were  light- 
ed on  all  the  cairns  and  "Eminences  around,  by 
priests,  carrying  sacred  torches.  All  the  house- 
hold fires  were  previously  extinguished,  and  those 
who  were  thought  worthy  of  such  a  privilege,  were 
allowed  to  relight  them  with  a  flaming  brand,  kin* 
died  at  the  consecrated  caurn-fire. 

Note  6,  page  174,  col.  1. 
T  was  then  the  captives  of  Britannia^  war. 
The  French  prisoners,  taken  in  the  ware  with 
Napoleon,  were  confined  in  a  depdt  on  Dartmoor. 

Note  7,  page  175,  col.  2. 
It  lives  In  those  soft  accents^  to  the  iky. 
In  allusion  to  a  plan  for  the  erection  of  a  great 
national  school-house  on  Dartmoor,  where  it  was 
proposed  to  educate  the  children  of  convicts. 


ON  THE  BANKS  OF  THE  CARRON. 

A  FRIZB  POEM. 


l*he  Scottish  historians  describe  their  hero, 
after  the  battle  of  Falkirk,  by  his  military  talents 
and  presence  of  mind,  preserving  the  troops  under 
nis  own  command,  and  retreating  leisurely  and  in 
good  order,  along  the  banks  of  the  little  river 
Carron,  which  protected  him  from  the  enemy. 
They  add,  that  Robert  Bruce*  appeared  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  river,  and  soon  distinguishing 
tho  majestic  figure  of  Wallace,  he  called  out  to 
him,  and  desired  a  conference.  They  represent 
the  Scottish  hero  as  seizing  this  opportunity  to 
awaken  the  feelings  of  patriotism  in  the  youthful 
mind  of  Bruce;  as  appealing  to  him  in  behalf  of 


'Nnt  Robert  Brace,  alterwards  king  of  Scotland,  hut  his 


his  country,  and  describing  her  oppressed  state, 
as  the  consequence  of  being  deserted  by  those 
whom  nature  and  fortune  had  pointed  out,  as  best 
fitted  by  birth  and  character  to  maintain  the  na- 
tional independence.  The  enthusiasm  of  the 
speaker  is  said  to  have  made  a  deep  impression  on 
Bruce,  who  from  that  time  repented  of  his  en- 
gagements with  Edward,  and  secretly  determined 
to  seize  the  first  opportunity  of  aiding  the  cause 
of  his  native  country. 


The  mom  rose  bright  on  scenes  renowned. 
Wild  Caledonia's  classic  ground, 
Where  the  bold  sons  of  other  days 
Won  their  high  fame  in  Ossian's  tu,yi^ 
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And  t't'll — but  not  till  Carron'a  tide 

With  Ruman  blood  was  darkly  dyed. 

— The  worn  rose  bright,  and  heard  the  cry 

Sent  by  exulting  bosU  on  high, 

And  saw  the  white-croes  banner  float 

(While  rang  each  clansman's  gathering  note) 

O'er  the  dark  ^l«mes  and  serried  spears 

Of  Scotland's  daring  mountaineers, 

As  all  elate  with  hope,  they  stood 

To  boy  their  freedom  with  their  blood. 

The  sunset  shone,  to  guide  the  flying, 
And  beam  a  farewell  to  the  dying! 
The  summer-moon  on  Falkirk's  field, 
Streams  upon  eyes  in  slumber  sealed; 
Deep  slumber,  not  to  pass  away, 
When  breaks  another  morning's  ray, 
Nor  vanish  when  the  trumpet's  voice 
Bids  ardent  hearts  again  rejoice : 
What  sunbeam's  glow,  what  clarion's  breath 
May  chase  the  still,  cold,  sleep  of  Death  1 
Shrouded  in  Scotland's  blood-stained  plaid, 
Low  are  her  mountain-warriors  laid ;  ' 

They  fell,  on  that  proud  soil,  whose  mould 
Was  blent  with' heroes'  dust  of  old, 
And  guarded  by  the  free  and  brave. 
Yielded  the  Roman  but  a  grave ! 
Nobly  they  fell — ^yet  with  them  died 
The  warrior's  hope,  the  leader's  pride. 
Vunly  they  fell — ^that  martyr  host — 
All,  save  the  land's  high  soul,  is  lost 
Blest  «re  the  slain!  they  calmly  sleep, 
Nor  see  their  bleeding  country  weep; 
The  shouts,  of  England's  triumph  telling, 
Reach  not  their  dark  and  silent  dwelling ; 
And  thoee,  surviving  to  bequeath 
Their  sons  the  choice  of  chains  or  death, 
May  give  the  slumberer's  lowly  bier, 
An  envying  glance,— but  not  a  tear. 
But  thou,  the  fearless  and  the  free, 
Devoted  Knight  of  Ellerslie  1 
No  vassal-spirit,  formed  to  bow 
When  storms  are  gathering,  clouds  thy  brow, 
No  shade  of  fear,  or  weak  despair. 
Blends  with  indignant  sorrow  there. 
The  ray  which  streams  on  yon  red  field, 
^  O'er  Scotland's  cloven  helm  and  shield, 
Glitters  not  there  alone,  to  shed 
Its  cloudless  beauty  o'er  the  dead, 
But,  where  smooth  Carron's  rippling  wave, 
Flows  near  that  death-bed  of  the  brave, 
Illuming  all  the  midnight  scene, 
Sleeps  brightly  on  thy  lofty  mien. 

But  other  beams,  O  Patriot!  shine 
In  each  commanding  glance  of  thine. 
And  other  light  hath  filled  thine  eye, 
With  inspiration's  majesty. 
Caught  from  the  immortal  flame  divine 
Which  makes  thine  inmost  heart  a  shrine! 


Thy  voice  a  Prophet's  tone  hath  won, 
The  grandeur  Freedom  lends  her  son; 
Thy  bearing,  a  resbtless  power, 
The  ruling  genius  of  the  hour; 
And  he,  yon  Chle(  with  mien  of  pride. 
Whom  Carron's  waves  from  thee  divide, 
Whose  haughty  gesture  fain  would  seek 
To  veil  the  thoughts  that  blanch  his  cheek, 
Feels  his  reluctant  mind  controlled 
By  thine,  of  more  heroic  mould ; 
Though,  struggling  all  in  vain  to  war 
With  that  high  mind's  ascendant  star, 
He,  with  a  conqueror's  scornful  eye, 
Would  mock  the  name  of  Liberty. 

— Heard  ye  the  Patriot's  awful  voice  1 
"  Proud  Victor!  in  thy  fame  rejoice! 
Hast  thou  not  seen  thy  brethren  slain, 
The  harvest  of  thy  battle-plain. 
And  bathed  thy  sword  in  blood,  whose  spot 
Eternity  shall  cancel  noti 
Rejoiof ! — with  sounds  of  wild  lament, 
O'er  her  dark  heaths  and  mountains  sent, 
With  dying  moan  and  dirge's  wail, 
Thy  ravaged  country  bids  thee  hail  I 
Rejoice! — while  yet  exulting  cries 
From  England's  conquering  host  arise 
And  strains  of  choral  triumph  tell, 
Her  royal  Slave  hath  fought  too  well. 
Oh !  dark  the  clouds  of  wo  that  rest 
Brooding  o'er  Scotland's  mountain-crest; 
Her  shield  is  cleft,  her  banner  torn. 
O'er  martyred  chiefs  her  daughters  mourn; 
And  not  a  breeze,  but  wafts  the  sound 
Of  wailing  through  the  land  around. 
Yet  deem  not  thou,  till  life  depart, 
EBgh  hope  shall  leave  the  patriot's  heart, 
Or  courage,  to  the  storm  inured, 
Or  stem  resolve,  by  woes  matured, 
Oppose,  to  Fate's  severest  hour. 
Less  thaii  unconquerable  power. 
No!  though  the  orbs  of  heaven  expire, 
Thine,  Freedom!  is  a  quenchless  fire! 
And  wo  to  him  whose  might  would  dare 
The  energies  of  thy  despair ! 
No! — when  thy  chain,  O  Bruce!  is  cast 
O'er  thy  land's  chartered  mountain-blast, 
Then  in  my  yielding  soul  shall  die 
The  glorious  faith  of  Liberty  I" 

"  Wild  hopes!  o'er  dreamer's  mind  that  rise,*' 
With  haughty  laugh,  the  Conqueror  crie*. 
(Yet  his  dark  cheek  is  flushed  with  shame, 
And  his  eye  filled  with  troubled  flame;) 
"Vain,  brief  illusions!  doomed  to  fly 
England's  red  path  of  victory  I 
Is  not  her  sword  unmatched  in  might  1 
Her  course,  a  torrent  in  the  fight? 
The  terror  of  her  name  gone  forth 
Wide  o'er  the  regions  of  the  North  1 
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Fir  hence,  'midst  other  heaths  and  snows, 

Though,  reft  of  his  heroic  worth. 

Must  Freedom's  footstep  now  repose. 

My  spirit  dwells  alone  on  earth, 

And  thou,  in  lofty  dreams  elate, 

And  when  all  other  grief  is  past, 

EnthusiaBt!  strive  no  more  with  Fate! 

Must  this  be  cherished  to  the  last;^ 

*T  is  vain — the  land  is  lost  and  won— 

Will  lead  thy  battles,  guanl  thy  throne, 

Sheathed  he  the  sword,  its  task  is  done. 

With  faith  unspotted  as  IJs  own, 

Where  are  the  Chiefs  who  stood  with  thee, 

Nor  in  thy  noon  of  fame  recall. 

First  in  the  hattles  of  the  free  1 

Who§e  was  the  guUt  that  wrought  his  fall* 

The  firm  in  heart;  in  spirit  high? 

.  Still  dost  thou  hear  in  stem  disdain 

—They  sought  yon  fatal  field  to  die. 

Are  Fredom's  warning  accents  vain? 

Each  step  of  Edward's  conquering  host 

No,  royal  Bruce!  within  thy  breast 

Hath  left  a  grave  on  Scotland's  coast." 

Wakes  each  high  thought,  too  long  suppressed, 

"Vassal  of  England!  yes,  a  grave, 

And  thy  heart's  noblest  feelings  live, 

Where  sleep  the  faithful  and  the  brave; 

Blent  in  that  suppliant  word— "Forgive! 

And  who  the  glory  would  resign 

Of  death  like  theirs,  for  life  like  thine? 

Wallace !  thy  fairest  palm  is  won; 

They  slumber— and  the  stranger's  tread 

And  kindling  at  my  country's  shrine. 

May  spurn  thy  country's  noble  dead; 

My  soul  hath  caught  a  spark  of  thine. 

Yet,  on  the  land  they  loved  so  well, 

Oh!  deem  not,  in  the  proudest  hour 

Still  shall  their  burning  spirit  dwell. 

Of  triumph  and  exulting  power. 

Their  deeds  shall  hallow  minstrel's  theme, 

Deem  not  the  light  of  peace  could  find 

Their  image  rise  on  warrior's  dream, 

A  home  within  my  troubled  mind. 

Their  names  be  inspiration's  breath. 

Conflicts  by  mortal  eye  unseen. 

Kindling  high  hope,  and  scorn  of  death. 

Darlt,  silent,  secret,  there  have  been. 

Till  bursts,  immortal  from  the  tomb, 

Known  but  to  Him,  whoso  glance  can  traec 

The  fiame  that  shall  avenge  their  doom! 

Thought  to  its  deepest  dwelling-place. 

This  is  no  land  for  chains— away ! 

— 'T  is  past,  and  on  my  native  shore 

O'er  softer  climes  let  tyrants  sway! 

I  tread,  a  rebel  son  no  more. 

Think'st  thou  the  mountain  and  the  storm 

Too  blest,  if  yet  my  lot  may  be, 

Their  hardy  sons  for  bondage  form? 

In  glory's  path  to  follow  thee; 

Doth  our  stern  wintry  blast  instil 

If  tears,  by  late  repentance  poured, 

Submission  to  a  Despot's  will? 

May  lave  the  blood-stains  from  my  swonL  ' 

— ^No!  we  were  cast  in  other  mould  / 

—Far  other  tears,  0  Wallace!  rise 

Than  theirs,  by  lawless  power  controlled. 

From  thy  heart's  fountain  to  thine  eyes, 

The  nurture  of  our  bitter  sky 

Bright,  holy,  and  unchecked  they  spring. 

Calls  forth  resisting  energy, 

While  thy  voice  falters,  "  HaU !  my  King 

And  the  wild  fastnesses  are  ours. 

Be  every  wrong,  by  memory  traced. 

The  rocks  with  their  eternal  towers! 

In  this  fuU  tide  of  joy  effaced !  ^ 

The  soul  to  struggle  and  to  dare, 

HaU!  and  rejoice!  thy  race  shaU  claim 

Is  mingled  with  our  northern  air, 

An  heritage  of  deathless  fame,                   « 

And  dust  beneath  our  soil  is  lying, 

And  Scotland  shall  arise  at  length, 

Of  those  who  died  for  fame  undying. 

Majestic  in  triumphant  strength. 

Tread'st  thou  that  soil,  and  can  it  be 

An  eagle  of  the  rock,  than  won 

No  k)ftier  thought  is  roused  in  thee 

A  way,  through  tempests,  to  the  sun. 

Doth  no  high  feeling  proudly  start 

Nor  scorn  the  visions,  wildly  grand, 

From  slumber  in  thine  inmost  heart? 

The  prophet-spirit  of  thy  land ! 

No  secret  voice  thy  bosom  thrill, 

By  torrrent  wave,  in  desert  blast, 

For  thine  own  Scotland  pleading  still? 

Those  vbions  o'er  my  thoughts  have  passed 

Oh !  wake  thee  yet  I  indignant  claim 

Where  mountain-vapours  darkly  roll, 

A  nobler  fate,  a  purer  fame, 

That  spirit  hath  possessed  my  soul. 

And  cast  to  earth  thy  fetters  riven, 

And  shadowy  forms  have  met  mine  eye, 

And  take  thine  offered  crown  from  Heaven! 

The  beings  of  futurity; 

Wake !  in  that  high  majestic  lot, 

And  a  deep  voice  of  years  to  be, 

May  the  dark  past  be  all  forgot. 

Hath  told  that  Scotland  shall  be  free. 

And  Scotland  shall  forgive  the  field. 

**He  comes!  exult,  thou  Sire  of  Kings! 

Where  with  her  blood  thy  shame  was  sealed. 

From  thee  the  Chie^  the  Avenger  springs! 

E  en  I,— though  on  that  fatal  plain 

Far  o'er  the  land  he  comes  to  save, 

Lies  mv  heart's  brother  with  the  slain, 

Hb  banners  in  their  glory  wave, 
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And  Albyn  s  thoiuand  harpt  awake 

'iMidst  her  green  vales  thy  fame  is  dwelling, 

On  hill  and  heath,  by  atreain  and  lake, 

Thy  deeds  her  mountain-winds  are  telling, 

To  swell  the  strains  that  far  azoand 

Thy  memory  speaks  in  torrent-wave. 

Thy  step  hath  hallowed  rock  and  cave ; 

And  I — hut  wherefore  now  recjill 

And  cold  the  wanderer's  heart  must  be, 

The  whiPiMjred  omens  of  my  fall? 

That  holds  no  convene  there  with  thee. 

They  come  not  in  mysterious  gloom, 

Yet,  Scotland !  to  thy  champion's  shade, 

—There  is  no  bondage  in  the  tomb ! 

Still  are  thy  grateful  rites  delayed. 

0*er  the  soul's  world  no  tyrant  reigns, 

From  lands  of  old  renown,  o'erspread 

And  earth  alone  for  man  hath  chains  I 

With  proud  memorials  of  the  dead. 

What  though  I  perish  ere  the  hour 

The  trophied  urn,  the  breathing  bust, 

When  Scotland's  vengeance  wakes  in  power, 

The  pillar,  guarding  noble  dust, 

If  shed  for  her,  my  blood  shall  stain                 ^ 

The  shrine,  whero  art  and  genius  high 

The  field  or' scaffold  not  in  vain. 

Have  laboured  for  Eternity! — 

Its  Toioe,  to  efforts  more  sublime, 

The  stranger  comes, — his  eye  explores 

Shall  rouse  the  spirit  of  her  chine, 

The  wilds  of  thy  majestic  shores. 

And  in  the  noontide  of  her  lot, 

Yet  vainly  seeks  one  native  stone. 

My  country  shall  foi^t  me  not  I** 

Raised  to  the  hero  all  thine  own. 

Land  of  bright  deeds  and  minstrel  bre. 

Withhold  the  guerdon  now  no  more! 

On  some  bold  height  of  awful  form, 

Art  thoQ  foigoti  and  hath  thy  worth 

Stern  eyrie  of  the  cloud  and  storm. 

Without  iU  gbiy  passed  from  Earthi 

Sublimely  mingling  with  the  skiei^ 

— Rest  with  the  brave,  whose  names  belong 

Bid  the  proud  Cenotaph  arise ! 

To  the  high  sanctity  of  song,      ^ 

Not  to  record  the  name  that  thrills 

Chartered  our  reverence  to  control, 

Thy  soul,  the  watch- word  of  thy  hills; 

And  traced  in  sunbeams  on  the  soul. 

Not  to  assert  with  needless  claim, 

Thine,  Wallace  1  while  the  heart  hath  stUl 

The  bright /or  tfr«r  of  its  fame; 

One  pulse  a  generous  thought  can  thrill. 

But,  in  the  ages  yet  untold. 

While  Youth's  warm  tears  are  yet  the  meed 

When  oura  shall  be  the  days  of  old, 

Of  martyr's  death,  or  hero's  deed, 

To  rouse  high  hearts,  and  speak  thy  pride 

Shall  brightly  live,  from  age  to  age, 

In  him,  for  thee  who  lived  and  died. 

Thy  country's  proudest  heritage. 

1819. 

me  lUfiit  € 
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'fhaa  flirivest  nolily,                                                                                  I 

When  hearts  of  aterncr  Rufl 

^rhs«had«,nk: 

And  o'er  ihy  fall,  if  it  be  » 

Good  men  will  mourn,  and  bimve  itaen  will  ihed  (eam                                                                | 

Fkm 

e  I  look  not  for. 

But  to  euaiain,  In  Heaven's 

all-eeeing  eye, 

Before  my  fellow  men,  In  mine  own  slshi.                                                                                1 

With  graceful  virtue  and  b< 

scorning  pride, 

Ttie  dignity  and  honour  of 

a  man. 

Thus  stationed  as  I  am,  I  wiU  do  an                                                                                            1 

Thai  nun  may  da 

Mi»M  BaiUkfM 

OonMtanHiu  Paktohgu; 

L 

Ths  fires  grew  pale  on  Rome's  deserted  shrines, 

Which  at  her  feet  Barbanc  riches  cast, 

Poured  by  the  burning  East,  all  joyously  and  tut 

In  the  dim  grot  the  Pythia's  voice  had  died ; 

IL 

-^hout,  for  the  City  of  the  Constantines, 

The  rising  City  of  the  billow-side, 

Long  ages  passed  !->they  left  her  porphyry  bahi 

The  City  of  the  Cross!— great  Ocean's  bride. 

StUl  trod  by  kingly  footsteps.    Gems  and  guki 

Clowned  from  her  birth  she  sprung!— Long 

Broidered  her  mantle,  and  her  ca8tle«l  walls 

ages  passed. 

Frowned  in  their  strength ;  yet  there  were  sigus 

And  stiU  she  looked  in  gloiy  o'er  the  tide, 

which  told 

' 
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The  days  wore  full.  The  pure  high  faith  of  old 
Wat  changed ;  and  on  her  ailken  oouch  of  sleep 
She  lajr,  and  murmured  if  a  rose-leaf's  fold 
Disturbed  her  dreams;  and  called  her  slaves  to 
keep 

Their  watch,  that  no  rode  sound  might  reach  her 
o'er  the  deep. 

III. 

But  there  are  sounds  that  from  the' regal  dwell- 
ing 
Free  hearts  and  fearless  only  may  exclude ; 
'Tis  not  alone  the  wind  at  midnight  swelling, 
Breaks  on  the  soft  repose  by  Luxury  wooed! 
There  are  unbidden  footsteps,  which  intrude 
Where  the  lamps  glitter,  and  the  wine-cup  flows, 
And  darker  hues  have   stained  the  marble, 

strewed 
With  the  fresh  myrtle,  and  the  short-lived  rose, 
And  Parian  walls  have  rung  to  the  dread  march 
of  fi)es. 

IV. 

A  voice  of  multitudes  is  on  the  breeze, 
Remote,  yet  solemn  as  the  night-storm's  roar 
Through  Ida's  giant-pines !  Across  the  seas 
A  murmur  comes,  like  that  the  deep  winds  bore 
From  Tempo's  haunted  river  to  the  shore 
Of  the  reed-crowned  Eurotas ;  when,  of  old, 
Dark  Asia  sent  her  battle-myriads  o'er 
Th'  indignant  wave  which  would  not  be  con- 
trolled, 
But,  past  the  Persian's  chain,  in  boundless  freedom 
lolled. 

V. 

And  it  is  thus  again ! — Swift  oars  are  dashing 

The  parted  waters,  and  a  light  is  cast 

On  their  white  foam-wreaths,  from  the  sudden 

flashing 
Of  Tartar  speais,  whose  ranks  are  thickening 

fast. 
There  swells  a  savage  trumpet  on  the  blast, 
A  music  of  the  deserts,  wild  and  deep, 
Wakening  strange  echoes  as  the  shores  are  past 
Where  low  'midst  Ilion's  dust  her  conquerors 
sleep, 
O'ershadowing  with  high  names  each  rode  sepul- 
chral heap. 

VI. 

War  from  the  West !— the  snows  on  Thnuaan 

hills 
Are  Losed  by  Spring's  warm  breath ;  yet  o'er 

the  lands 
Which  Hamus  girds,  the  chainlets  mountain 

rills 
Pour  down  less  swiftly  than  the  Moslem  bands. 
War  ftum  the  Eaut  '—'midst  Araby's  kme  sands, 


More  lonely  now  the  few  bright  foupts  may  be, 
While  Ismael's  bow  is  bent  in  warrior-hands 
Against  the  Golden  City  of  the  sea  :(1) 
—Oh !  lor  a  soul  to  file  thy  dust  Thermopyla  I 

VII. 
Hear  yet  again,  ye  mighty  I— Where  are  they, 
Who,  with  their  green  Olympk  garlands  ciDWiw 

ed, 
Lea()ed  up  in  proudly  beautiful  array. 
As  to  a  banquet  gathering,  at  the  sound 
Of  Persia's  clarion  1 — ^Far  and  joyous  round, 
From  the  pine-forests,  and  the  mountain-snowi 
And  the  low  sylvan  valleys,  to  the  bound 
Of  the  bright  waves,  at  Freedom's  voice  the^ 

rose! 
—Hath  it  no  thrilling  tone  to  break  the  tomb's  re- 

poeel 

Via 

They  slumber  with  their  swords !— The  olive 


In  vain  are  whispering  their  immortal  talel 

In  vain  the  spirit  of  the  past  pervades 

The  soft  winds  breathing  through  each  Grraui 

vale, 
— ^Yet  must  thoa  wake,  though  all  unamed  and 

pale, 
Devoted  City! — Lo!  the  Moslem's  spear. 
Red  from  its  vintage,  at  thy  gates;  his  sail 
Upon  thy  waves,  his  trumpet  in  thine  ear! 
—Awake  and  summon  those,  who  yet,  ftM»h»m^^ 

may  hear  1 

IX. 

Be  hushed,  thou  faint  and  feeble  voice  of  weep- 
ing! 
Lift  ye  the  banner  of  the  Cr^  on  high. 
And  call  on  chiefs  whose  noble  sires  are  sleeping 
In  their  proud  graves  of  sainted  chivalry, 
Beneath  the  palms  and  cedars,  where  they  sign 
To  Syrian  gales ! — The  sous  of  each  brave  Um^ 
From  their  baronial  halls  shall  hear  your  cry, 
And  seize  the  arms  which  flashed  round  Salem's 
shrine. 
And  wield  for  you  the  swords  onoe  waved  for  Pa- 
lestine! 


AO  still,  all  voiceless ; — and  the  billows  roar 
Alone  replies ! — Alike  their  soul  is  gone. 
Who  shared  the  funeral  feast  on  (Eta's  shore, 
And  theirgj  that  o'er  the  field  of  Ascak>n 
Swelled  the  crusader's  hymn  1 — Then  gird  thoo 

on 
Thine  armour,  Eastern  GtueenI  and  meet  the 

hour, 
Which  waits  thee  ere  the  day*e  iieree  work  b 
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With  a  strong  heart ;  ao  may  thy  helmet  tower 
Uiuhiverod  through  the  storm,  for  genexoua  hope 
k  power  I 

XI. 
But  linger  not, — array  thy  men  of  might  I 
The  shores,  the  seas  are  peopled  with  thy  foes. 
Arms  through  thy  cjrpress  groves  are  gleaming 

bright, 
And  the  dark  huntsmen  of  the  wild,  repose 
Beneath  the-  shadowy  marble  porticoes 
Of  thy  proud  villas.    Nearer  and  more  near. 
Around  thy  walls  the  sons  of  battle  close; 
Each  hoar,  each  moment,  hath  its  sound  of  fear, 
Wliich  the  deep  grave  alone  is  chartered  not  to  hear. 

XIL 

Away  1  bring  vnne,  bring  odoun  to  the  shade,(2) 
Where  the  tall  pine  and  poplar  blend  on  high  I 
Bring  roses,  exquisite,  but  soon  to  fade ! 
Snatch  every  brief  delight, — since  we  must  die! 
Yet  is  the  hoar,  degenerate  Greeks  1  gone  by, 
For  least  in  vine-wieathed  bower,  or  pillared 

hall; 
Dim  gleams  the  torch  beneath  yon  fiery  sky, 
And  deep  and  follow  is  the  tambour's  call, 
And  fom  the  startled  hand  th'  ontasted  cup  will 

fall 

XIII. 

Tlie  night,  the  glorious  oriental  night, 
Hath  lost  the  silence  of  her  purple  heaven, 
With  iU  clear  stars  1  The  red  artillery's  light, 
Athwart  her  worlds  of  tranquil  splendour  driven, 
To  the  still  firmament's  expanse  hath  given 
Its  own  fierce  glare,  wherein  each  cliff  and  tower 
Starts  wildly  ibrth;  and  now  the  air  is  riven 
With  thunder-bursts,  and  now  dullsmoke^louds 

lower, 
Veiling  the  gentle  moon,  in  her  meet  hallowed 

hour. 

XIV. 

Sounds  fiNxn  the  waters,  sounds  upon  the  earth, 
Sounds  in  the  air,  of  battle  I  Yet  with  these 
A  voice  IS  mingling,  whose  deep  tones  give  birth 
To  Faith  and  Courage  I  From  luxurious  ease 
A  gallant  few  have  started  I  O'er  the  seas^ 
From  the  Seven  TowerB,(3)  their  banner  waves 

itssign, 
And  Hope  is  whispering  in  the  joyous  breese, 
Which  plays  amidst  its  folds.    That  voice  was 

ikine; 
Tky  soul  was  on  thai  band,  devoted  Constantine. 

XV. 
Was  Rome  thy  parent  1  Didst  thou  catch  from 

ker 
The  fire  that  lives  in  thine  undaunted  eyel 
18 


— That  city  of  the  throne  and  sepulchre 
Hath  given  proud  lessons  how  to  reign  and  ilie' 
Heir  of  the  Cesars  I  did  that  lineage  high, 
Which,  as  a  triumph  to  the  grave,  hatH  passed 
With  its  long  march  of  sceptred  imagery,(4) 
Th'  heroic  mantle  o'er  thy  spirit  cast  7 
— Thou !  of  an- eagle-race  the  noblest  and  the  last ! 

XVI 
Vain  dreams  I  upon  that  spirit  hath  descended 
Light  from  the  living  Fountain,  whence  each 

thought 
Springs  pure  and  holy  t  In  that  eye  is  blended 
A  spark,  with  Earth's   triumphal  memories 

fraught, 
And  far  within,  a  deeper  meaning,  caught 
From  worlds  unseen.    A  hope,  a  lofty  trust, 
Whose  resting-place  on  buoyant  wing  is  sought 
(Though  through  its  veil,  seen  darklv  from  the 
dust,) 
In  realms  where  Time  no  more  hath  power  upoi3 
the  just. 

XVII. 

Those  were  proud  days^  when  on  the  battle  plain. 
And  in  the  sun's  bright  face,  and  'midst  th'  array 
Of  awe-struck  hosts,  and  circled  by  the  slain. 
The  Roman  cast  his  glittering  mail  away,(5) 
And,  while  a  silence,  as  of  midnight,  lay 
O'er  breathless  thousands,  at  his  voice  who  start- 
ed, 
Called  on  the  unseen,  terrific  powers  that  sway 
The  heights,  the  depths,  the  shades ;  then,  fear- 
less-hearted. 
Girt  on  his  robe  of  death,  and  for  the  grave  departed. 

xvin. 

But  then,  around  him  as  the  javehns  rushed. 
From  earth  to  heaven  swelled  up  the  loud  acclaim; 
And,  ere  his  heart's  last  free  libation  gushed. 
With  a  bright  smile  the  warrior  caught  his  name, 
Far-floating  on  the  winds !  And  Victory  came, 
And  made  the  hour  of  that  immortal  deed 
A  life,  in  fiery  feeling!  Valour's  aim 
Had  sought  no  loftier  guerdon.    Thus  to  bleed, 
Was  to  be  Rome's  high  star  1 — ^He  died — and  had 
his  meed. 

XIX. 
But  praise— and  dearer,  holier  praise,  be  thciis, 
Who,  in  the  stillness  and  the  solitude 
O  f  hearts  pressed  earth  wards  by  a  weight  of  cares, 
Uncheered  by  Fame's  proud  hope,th'  ethereai  fiod 
Of  restless  energies,  and  only  viewed 
By  E[im  whose  eye,  from  his  eternal  throne,      * 
Is  on  the  soul's  dark  places ;  have  subdued 
And  vowed  themselves,  with  strength  till  then 
unknown, 
To  some  high  martyr-task,  in  secret  an*!  alone^ 
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XX. 

Theira  be  the  bright  and  sacred  namea  enahrined 
Far  in  the  bosom !  for  their  deeds  belong, 
Not  to  the  goigeoua  faith  which  charmed  mankind 
With  its  rich  pomp  of  festival  and  song, 
Garland  and  shrine,  and  incense-bearing  throng; 
Biit  to  that  Spirit,  hallowing,  as  it  tries 
Man's  hidden  soul  in  whispers,  yet  more  strong 
Than  storfh  or  earthquake's  voice ;  for  thence  arise 
All  that  mysterious  world's  unseen  sublimities. 

XXI. 
Well  might  thy  name,  brave  Constantinel  awake 
Such  thought,  such  feeling  l^But  the  scene  again 
Bursts  on  my  vision,  as  the  day-beams  break 
Through  the  red  sulphurous  mists:  the  camp, 

the  plain. 
The  terraced  palaces,  the  dome-capt  fane, 
With  iU  brighlcroes  fixed  high  in  crowning  grac^ 
Spears  on  the  ramparts,  galleys  on  the  main, 
And,  circling  all  with  arms,  that  turbaned  race. 
The  sun,  the  desert,  stamped  in  each  dark,  haugh- 
ty face. 

XXII. 
Shout,  ye  seven  hills!  Lo!  Christian  pennons 

streaming 
Red  o'er  the  waters !( 6)  Hiul,  deliverers,  hail, 
Along  your  billowy  wake  the  radiance  gleaming, 
Is  Hope's  own  smile !    They  crowd  the  swell- 
ing sail, 
On,  with  the  foam,  the  sun-beam,  and  the  gale. 
Borne,  as  a  victor's  car !    The  batteries  pour 
Their  clouds  and  thunders;  but  the  rolling  veil 
Of  smoke  floats  up  th'  exulting  winds  before ! 
—And  oh  I  the  glorious  burst  of  that  bright  sea 
and  shore  I 

xxm. 

The  rocks,  waves,  ramparts,  Europe's,  Asia's 

coast, 
All  thronged  1  one  theatre  for  kingly  war ! 
A  monarch  girt  with  his  Barbaric  host, 
Points  o'et  the  beach  his  flashing  scymetar ! 
Dark  tribes  are  tossing  javelins  from  afar, 
Hands  waving  banners  o'er  each  battlement. 
Decks,  with  theii  serried  guns,  arrayed  to  bar 
The  promised  aid ;  but  hark !  a  shout  is  sent 
Iff  from  the  noble  barks  I^the  Moslem  line  is  rent  I 

XXIV. 

On.  on  thruugh  rushing  flame,  and  arrowy  show- 
ei. 
.    The  welcome  prows  have  cleft  their  rapid  way, 
And,  with  the  shadows  of  the  vesper-hour, 
F  jrled  their  white  sails,  and  anchored  in  the  bay. 
Then  were  the  streets  with  song  and  torch-fire 


Then  the  Greek  wines  flowed  mantling  in  the 

light 
Of  festal  halls; — and  there  was  Joy ! — the  ray 
Of  dying  eyes,  a  moment  wildly  bright^ 
The  sunset  of  the  soul,  ere  lost  to  mortal  sight ! 

XXV. 

For,  vain  that  feeble  succour  I    Day  by  day 
Th'  imperial  towers  are  crumbling,  and  Um 

sweep 
Of  the  vast  engines,  in  their  ceaseleas  play, 
Comes  powerful  as  when  Heaven  unbinds  th* 

deep! 
—Man's  heart  is  mightier  than  the  castled  sCaep^ 
Yet  will  it  sink  when  earthly  hope  is  fled ; 
Man's  thoughts  work  darkly  in  such  houn,  and 

sleep 
Flies  far ;  and  in  their  mien,  the  walls  who  tread, 
Things,  by  the  brave  untold,  may  fearfully  be  read ! 

XXVI. 

It  was  a  sad  and  solemn  task  to  hold 
Their  midnight-watch  on  that  beleaguered  waD  I 
As  the  sea-wave  beneath  the  bastions  rolled, 
A  sound  of  fate  was  in  its  rise  and  fall ! 
The  heavy  clouds  were  as  an  empire's  pall, 
The  giant-shadows  of  each  tower  and  fane 
Lay  like  the  grave's ;  a  low,  mysterious  call 
Breathed  in  the  wind,  and  from  the  tented  plain 
A  Voice  of  omens  rose,  with  each  wild  maHial  strain. 

XXVII. 
For  they  might  catch  the  Arab  charger's  ndgh- 

The  Thracian  drum,  the  Tartar's  drowsy  song; 
Might  almost  hear  the  soldan's  banner  swaying, 
The  watch-word    muttered    in  some  eastern 

tongue. 
Then  flashed  the  gun's  terrific  light  along 
The  marble  streets,  all  stillness— not  repose; 
And  boding  thoughts  came  o'er  them,  dark  and 

strong; 
For  heaven,  earth,  air,  speak  auguries  to  those 
Who  see  their  numbered  houn  faM  pressing  to  tlis 
dose. 

XX  VIII. 
But  strength  is  from  the  mightiest!    There  is 

one  ^ 

Stfll  in  the  breach  and  on  the  rampart  seen. 
Whose  cheek  shows  paler  with  each  morning 

sun. 
And  tells  in  rilence,  how  the  night  hath  been, 
In  kingly  halls,  a  vigil :  yet  serene, 
The  ray  set  deep  within  his  thoughtful  eye, 
And  there  is  that  in  his  collected  mien, 
To  which  the  hearts  of  noble  men  reply, 
With  fires,  partaking  not  this  frame's  mortality  I 
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XXIX. 

Ycsl  call  it  not  of  lofty  minds  ihe  fate, 
To  pass  o'er  earth  in  brightness,  but  alone ; 
High  power  was  made  their  birthright,  to  create 
A  thousand  thoughts  responsive  to  their  own  I 
A  thousand  echoes  of  their  spirit's  tone 
Start  into  life,  wherever  their  path  may  be, 
Still  following  fast;  as  when  the  wind  hath 

blown 
O'er  Indian  groTes,(7)  a  wanderer  wild  and 

free,  . 
Kindling  and  bearing  flames  afar  from  tree  to  tree ! 

XXX. 

And  it  is  thus  with  thee !  thy  lot  is  cast 
On  evil  days,  thoa  CfBsarl  yet  the  few 
That  set  their  generous  bosoms  to  the  blast 
Which  rocks  thy  throne — the  fearless  and  the 

true, 
Bear  hearts  wherein  thy  glance  can  still  renew 
The  free  devotion  of  the  years  gone  by. 
When  fn>m  bright  dreams  th'  ascendant  Roman 

drew 
Enduring  strength!— states  vanish— ages  fly — 
Jut  leave  one  task  unchanged — ^to  suffer  and  to 
diel 

XXXI. 

These  are  our  nature's  heritage.    But  thou, 
The  crowned  with  empire!  thou  wert  called  to 

share 
A  cup  more  bitter.    On  thy  fevered  brow 
The  semblance  of  that  buoyant  hope  to  wear, 
Which  long  had  passed  away ;  alone  to  bear 
The  rush  and  pressure  of  dark  thoughts,  that 

came 
As  a  strong  billow  in  their  wdght  of  care; 
And,  with  all  this,  to  smile!  for  earth-bom 

frame, 
rhese  are  stern  conflicts,  yet  they  pass,  unknown 
to  fame! 

XXXII. 
Her  glance  is  on  the  triumph,  on  the  field. 
On  the  red  scaffold ;  and  where'er,  in  aght 
Of  human  eyes,  the  human  soul  is  steeled 
To  deeds  that  seem  as  of  immortal  might, 
Yet  are  proud  nature's!  But  her  meteor  light 
Can  pierce  no  depths,  no  clouds;  it  falls  not 

where. 
In  silence,  and  in  secret,  and  in  night. 
The  noble  heart  doth  wrustle  with  despair, 
And  rise  more  strong  than  death  from  ita  unwit^ 
neased  prayer. 

xxxm. 

Men  have  been  firm  in  battle:  they  have  stood. 
With  a  prevailing  hope  on  ravaged  plains, 


And  won  the  birthright  of  their  hearths  wita 

blood, 
And  died  rejoicing,  'midst  their  ancient  fanes, 
That  so  their  cliildren,  undefilod  with  chains, 
Might  worship  thqrc  in  peace.    But  they  that 

stand 
When  not  a  beacon  o'er  the  wave  remains^ 
Linked  but  to  perish  with  a  ruined  land. 
Where  Freedom  dies  with  them— call  thcMe  a 
martyr-band! 

XXXIV. 

But  the  world  heeds  them  not    Or  if,  per- 
chance, 
Upon  their  strife  it  bend  a  careless  eye, 
It  is  but  at  the  Roman's  stoic  glance 
Fed  on  that  stage  where  man's  last  agony 
Was  made  Aiv^  sport,  who,  knowing  one  must 

die, 
Recked  not  which  champion;  but  prepared  .the 

strain. 
And  bound  the  bloody  wreath  of  victory, 
To  greet  the  conqueror;  while,  with  calm  dis- 
dain. 
The  vanquished  proudly  met  the  doom  he  met  in 


xxxt. 

The  hour  of  Fate  comes  on !  and  it  is  fraught 
With  thU  of  Liberty,  that  now  the  need 
Is  past  to  veil  the  brow  of  anxious  thought. 
And  ckjthe  the  heart,  which  still  beneath  must 

bleed. 
With  Hope's  frii^seeming  drapery.    We  art 

freed 
From  tasks  like  these  by  Misery;  one  alone 
Is  left  the  brave,  and  rest  shall  be  thy  meed, 
Prince,  watcher,  wearied  one !  when  thou  haal 

shown 
How  brief  the  cloudy  space  which  parts  the  grave 

and  throne! 

XXXVt 

The  ttgnt  are  full    They  are  not  in  the  iky. 
Nor  in  the  many  voices  of  the  air. 
Nor  the  swift  doudt.    No  fiery  hosts  on  high. 
ToBs  thdr  wild  spears ;  no  meteor-banners  glar**, 
No  comet  fieroely  shakes  its  blazing  hair, 
And  yet  the  signs  are  full :  too  truly  seen 
In  the  thin  ramparts^  in  the  pale  despair 
Which  lends  one  language  to  a  peojiJe's  mien, 
And  in  the  ruined  heaps  where  walls  and  tcw^rt 
have  been ! 

XXXVII. 


It  it  a  night  of  beauty;  wen  a  nignc 
As,  from  the  sparry  grot  or  laurel-shad^ 
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Or  wave  in  marbled  cavern  rippling  bright, 
Might  woo  the  nymphs  o5  Grecian  fount  and 

glade 
To  sport  beneath  iu  moonbeams,  which  pervade 
Their  forest-haunts :  a  night,  to  rove  alone, 
Where  the  young  leaves  by  vernal  winds  are 

swayed. 
And  the  reeds  whisper,  with  a  dreamy  tone 
Of  melody,  that  seems  to  breathe  from  worlds  un- 
known. 

XXXVIII. 
A  night,  to  call  from  green  Elysium's  bowers 
The  shades  of  elder  bards :  a  night,  to  hold 
Unseen  communion  with  th'  inspiring  powers 
That  made  deep  groves  their  dwelling-place  of 

old; 
A  night,  for  mourners,  o'er  the  hallowed  mould, 
To  strew  sweet  flowers ;  for  revellers  to  fill 
And  wreath  the  cup ;  for  sorrows  to  be  told, 
Which     love    hath    cherished     long  j— vain 
thoughU!  be  still! 
—It  is  a  night  of  fate,  stamped  with  Almighty 
Will! 

XXXIX. 

It  should  come  sweeping  in  the  storm,  and  rend- 
ing 
The  ancient  summits  in  its  dread  career! 
And  with  vast  billows  wraihfully  contending. 
And  with   dark  clouds  o'ershadowing  every 

sphere! 
— ^But  He,  whose  footstep  shakes  the  earth  with 

'  fear, 
Passing  to  lay  the  sovereign  cities  low, 
Alike  in  His  omnipotence  is  near. 
When  the  soft  winds  o'er  spring's  green  path- 
way blow, 
And  when  His  thunders  cleave  the  monarch- 
mountain's  brow. 

XL. 

The  heavens  in  still  magnificence  look  down 
On  the  hushed  Boephorus,  whose  ocean-stream 
Sleeps,  with  its  paler  stars:  the  snowy  crown 
Of  far  01ympua,(8)  in  the  moonlight-gleam 
Towers  radiantly,  as  when  the  Pagan's  dream 
Thronged  it  with  gods,  and  bent  the  adoring 

kneel 
-But  that  u  past— and  now  the  One  Supreme 
Fills  not  alone  thoae  haunts;  but  earth,  air,  sea, 
And  time,  which  presses  on,  to  finish  his  decree. 

XLI. 

Olympus,  Ida,  Delphi !  ye,  the  thrones 
And  temples  of  a  visionary  might, 
Broorling  in  clouds  above  your  forest-zones, 
And  mantling  thence  the  realms  beneath  with 
night: 


Ye  have  looked  down  un  battles!  Fear  and 

Flight, 
And  armed  Revenge,  all  hurrying  past  below  I 
But  there  is  yet  a  more  appalling  sight 
For  earth  prepared,  than  e'er,  with  tranqui! 

brow, 
Ye  gazed  on  from  your  world  of  solitude  and 

snow! 

XLII. 
Last  night  a  sound  was  in  the  Moslem  camp, 
And  Asia's  hills  re-echoed  to  a  cry 
Of  savage  mirth!— Wild  horn,  and  war-steeds' 

tramp, 
Blent  with  the  shout  of  barbarous  rcveliy. 
The  clash  of  dcsertrspears !   Last  night  the  aky 
A  hue  of  menace  and  of  wrath  put  on. 
Caught  from  red  watch-fires,  bUzing  far  and 

high, 
And  countless,  as  the  flames,  in  ages  gone. 
Streaming  to  heaven's  bright  queen  from  shadowy 
Lebanon ! 

XLIIl. 

But  all  is  stillness  now.    May  this  be  sleep 
Which  wraps  those  eastern  thousands]  YeS| 

fjerchance 
Along  yon  miwnlight  shore  and  dark-blue  deep 
Bright  are  their  visions  with  the  Houri's  glance, 
And  they  behold  the  sparkling  fountains  danoa 
Beneath  the  bowers  of  paradise,  that  shed 
Rich  odours  o'er  the  faithful;  but  the  lance, 
The  bow,  the  spear,  now  round  tho  slumbereit 

spread, 
Ere  Fate  fulfil  such  dreams,  must  rest  beside  tho 
dead. 

XLIV. 

May  this  be  sleep,  this  hush  1 — A  sleepless  eje 
Doth  hold  its  vigil  'midst  that  dusky  race! 
One  that  would  scan  th'  abyss  of  destiny, 
E'en  now  is  gazing  on  the  skies,  to  trace, 
In  those  bright  worlds,  the  burning  isles  of  space, 
Fate's  mystic  pathway;  they  tiie  while,  serene, 
Walk  in  their  beauty;  but  Mohammed's  face, 
Kindles  beneath  their  aspect,(9)  and  his  mie«i, 
,  All  fired  with  stormy  joy,  by  that  soft  light  useea 

XLV. 

Oh!  wild  presumption  of  a  conqueror's  dreav 
To  gaze  on  those  pure  altar-fires,  enshrined 
In  depths  of  blue  infinitude,  and  deem 
They  shine  to  guide  the  spoiler  of  mankind 
O'er  fields  of  blood !— But  with  the  restless  mintf 
It  hath  been  ever  thus!  and  they  that  weep 
For  worlds  to  conquer,  o'er  the  bounds  assigned 
To  human  search,  in  daring  pride  would  tiweep, 

At  o'er  the  trampled  dust  wherein  they  soon  j 

1        sleep. 
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XLVL 

Bi^  ye  I  that  beamed  on  Fate'e  tremendoue 

night, 
When  the  sionn  buxBt  o'er  golden  Babylon, 
And  ye,  that  sparkled  with  your  wonted  light 
O'er  burning  Salem,  by  the  Roman  won; 
And  ye,  that  calmly  viewed  the  elanghter  done 
In  Rome's  own  streets,  when  Alaric's  trumpet- 
Clast 
Rnng  through  the  Capitol;  bright  spheres!  roll  on! 
Still  bright,  though  empires  fall;  and  bid  man 
cast 
Hk  humbled  eyes  to  eaith,  and  commune  witb 
the  past 

.  XLVIl. 
For  it  hath  mighty  lessons !  from  the  tomb, 
And  from  the  ruins  of  the  tomb,  and  where, 
'Midst  the  wrecked  cities  in  the  desert's  gloom. 
All  tameless  creatures  make  their  savage  lair. 
Thence  comes  its  voice,  that  shakes  the  mid- 
night air, 
And  calls  up  clouds  to  dim  the  laughing  day, 
And  thrills  the  soul ; — ^yet  bids  us  not  despair, 
But  make  one  rock  our  shelter  and  our  stay, 
Boieatb  whose  shade  all  else  is  passing  to  decay  I 

XLVIII. 

rhe  hours  move  on.    I  see  a  wavering  gleam 
O'er  the  hushed  waters  tremulously  fall, 
Poured  from  the  Cssars'  palace :  now  the  beam 
Of  many  lamps  is  brightening  in  the  hall. 
And  from  its  long  arcades  and  pillars  tall 
Soft,  graceful  shadows  undulating  lie 
On  the  wave's  heaving  bosom,  and  recall 
A  thought  of  Venice,  with  her  moonlight  sky. 
And  festal  seas  and  domes,  and  faiiy  pageantry. 

XLIX. 

But  from  that  dwelling  floats  no  mirthful  sound ! 
The  swell  of  flute  and  Grecian  lyre  no  more, 
Wafting  an  atmosphere  of  music  round, 
Tells  the  hushed  seaman,  gliding  past  the  shore, 
How  monaichs  revel  there  I — Its  feasts  are  o'er — 
Why  gleam  the  lights  along  its  colonnade  7 
—I  see  a  train  of  guests  in  silence  pour 
Through  its  bug  avenues  of  terraced  shade, 
Wliose  stately  founts  and  bowers  tot  joy  alone 
were  made! 


In  nlence,  and  in  arms!   With  hehn— with 


These  are  no  marriage-garments  I-^Yet  e'en 

now 
Thy  nuptial  feast  should  grace  the  regal  board, 
Thy  Georgian  bride  should  vrreath  her  kyvely 


18* 


I     With  an  imperial  diadem  !(10)—  but  thou, 
'     O  fated  prince!  art  called,  and  these  with  thee. 
To  darker  scenes ;  and  thou  hast  learned  to  bow 
Thine  Eastern  sceptre  to  the  dread  decree. 
And  count  it  joy  enough  to  perish— being  free! 

LI. 

On  through  long  vestibules,  with  solemn  tread, 
As  men  that  in  some  time  of  fear  and  wo. 
Bear  darkly  to  their  rest  the  noble  dead, 
O'er  whom  by  day  their  sorrows  may  not  flow, 
The  warriors  pass:  their  measured  steps  are 

slow, 
And  hollow  echoes  fill  the  marble  halls, 
Whoso  long-drawn  vistas  open  as  they  go, 
In  desolate  pomp ;  and  from  the  pictured  walla, 
Sad  seems  the  light  itself,  which  on  their  armour 
falls! 

Lll. 

And  they  have  reached  a  gorgeous  chamber, 

bright 
With  all  we  dream  of  splendour ;  yet  a  gloom 
Seems  gathered  o'er  it  to  the  boding  sight, 
A  shadow  that  anticipates  the  tomb ! 
Still  from  its  fretted  roof  the  lamps  illume 
A  purple  canopy,  a  golden  throne ; 
But  it  is  empty ! — Hath  the  stroke  of  doom 
Fallen  there  already? — Where  is  He,  tho  One, 
Bom  that  high  seat  to  fill,  supremely  and  alone  1 

LIII. 

Oh !  there  are  times  whose  pressure  doth  eflSice' 
Earth's  vain  distinctions ! — when  the  storm  beats 

loud. 
When  the  strong  towen  are  tottering  to  their 

base. 
And  the  streets  rock, — ^who  mingle  in  the  crowdl 
— Peasant  and  chiefs  the  lowly  and  the  proud. 
Are  in  that  throng  I — Yes,  life  hath  many  an 

hoar 
Which  makes  us  kindred,  by  one  chastening 

bowed. 
And  feeling  but,  as  from  the  storm  we  cower, 
What  shrinking  weakness  feels  before  unbounded 

power  1 

LIV. 

Yet  then  that  Power,  whose  dwelling  is  on  high, 
Its  loftiest  marvels  doth  reveal,  and  speak 
In  the  deep  human  heart  more  gloriously, 
Than  in  the  bursting  thunder  !—Thenca  the 

weak. 
They  that  seemed  formed,  as  flower-stems^  nuK 

to  break 
With  the  first  wind,  have  risen  lo  deeds,  whosk 


Stm  calb  up  thoughts  that  mantle  to  tb^cfaerk. 
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And  thrill  the  pube! — Ay,  iArangth  no  pangi 
could  lame 

lUlh  looked  from  woman's  eye  upon  the  sword 
and  flame!^ 

LV. 

And  this  u  of  lach  houn! — That  throne  is  void, 
And  its  lord  comes,  uncrownM.  Behold  him  stand, 
With  a  calm  hrow,  where  woes  have  not  de- 
stroyed 
The  Greek's  heroic  heauty,  'midst  his  band. 
The  gathered  virtue  of  a  sinking  land, 
Alas !  how  scanty ! — ^Now  is  cast  aside 
All  form  of  princely  state?  each  noble  hand 
Is  prest  by  turns  in  his:  for  earthly  pride 
There  is  no  room  in  hearts  where  earthly  hope 
hath  died  I 

LVI. 

A  moment's  hush — and  then  he  speak»— he 

speaks! 

But  not  of  hope!  that  dream  hath  long  gone  by : 
His  words  are  full  of  memory— as  he  seeks, 
By  the  strong  names  of  Rome  and  Liberty, 
Which  yet  are  living  powers  that  fire  the  eye, 
And  rouse  the  heart  of  manhood ;  and  by  aU 
The  sad  yet  grand  remembrances  that  lie 
Deep  with  earth's  buried  heroes ;  to  recall 
The  soul  of  other  yean^  if  but  to  grace  their  fall  I 

LVII. 

His  words  are  full  of  faith ! — ^And  thoughts,  mora 

high 
Than  Rome  e'er  knew,  now  fill  his  glance  with 

light; 
Thooghti  which  gave  nobler  lessons  how  to  die 
Than  e'er  wen  drawp  firom  Nature's  haughty 

might. 
And  to  that  eye,  with  all  the  spirit  bright, 
Have  theirs  replied  in  tears,  which  may  not  shame 
The  bravest  in  such  moments ! — 'T  is  a  sight 
Tc  make  all  earthly  splendours  cold  and  tame, 
^That  generous  burst  of  soul,  with  iU  electric 

fiameJ 

LVIIL 

They  weep— those  champions  of  the  cross->they 

weepi 
Yet  vow  themselveB  to  death !— Ay,  'midst  that 

train 
Are  martyrs,  privileged  in  tears  to  steep  . 
Their  lofiy  sacrifice ! — The  pang  is  vain, 
And  yet  its  gush  of  sorrow  shall  not  stain 
A  warrior's  sword. — Those  men  aro  strangers 

here-<ll) 
The  homes,  they  never  may  behold  again, 
Lie  far  away,  with  all  things  blest  and  dear, 
( m  laughing  shores,  o  which  their  bariu  no  more 
I 


Enow'st  thou  the  land  where  bloom  the  onngt 

bowers  1(12) 
Where  through  daric  foliage  gleam  the  citron's 

dyesi 
It  is  their  own.    They  see  their  father's  toweos 
'Midst  its  Hesperian  groves  in  sunlight  rise: 
They  meet  in  soul,  the  bright  Italian  eyes. 
Which  long  and  vainly  shall  explore  the  main 
For  their  white  sail's  return :  the  melodies 
Of  that  sweet  land  are  floating  o*er  their  bralii — 
— Oh  I  what  a  crowded  world  one  moment  may 


LX. 


Such  moments  come  to  thousands  I — ttm  may 

die 
Amidst  their  native  shades.    Tho^oung,  the 

brave, 
The  beautiful,  whose  gladdening  voioe  and  ej« 
Made  summer  in  a  parent's  heart,  and  gave 
Light  to  their  peopled  homes ;  o'er  land  and  wave 
Are  scattered  fast  and  far,  as  rose-leaves  fall 
From  the  deserted  steoL    They  find  a  grave 
Far  from  the  shadow  of  th'  ancbstral  hall, 
-A  kmely  bed  is  thein,  whose  smiles  were  hope 

toaUl 

XLI. 
But  life  flows  on,  and  bean  us  with  its  tide, 
Nor  may  we,  lingering,  by  the  slumberen  dwell. 
Though  they  were  those  once  blooming  at  our 

side 
In  youth's  gay  home!— A  way  I  what  sound's 

deep  swell 
Comes  on  the  vrind  1 — It  is  an  empire's  kndl, 
Slow,  sad,  majestic,  pealing  through  the  night ! 
For  the  last  time  speaks  forth  the  solemn  bdl, 
Which  call^  the  Christians  to  their  holiest  rite, 
With  a  funereal  voice  of  solitary  might 

Lxn. 

Again,  and  yet  ag^n ! — A  startling  power 
in  sounds  like  these  lives  ever ;  for  they  bear, 
Full  on  remembrance  each  eventful  hour. 
Chequering  life's  crowded  path.    They  fill  the 

air 
When  conqneron  pass,  and  fearfbl  ddes  wear 
A  mien  like  Joys;  and  when  young  brides  aro  ^ 

led 
From  their  paternal  homes ;  and  when  the  glare 
Of  burning  streets,  on  midnight's  cbnd,  waves 

red, 
And  when  the  silent  house  receives  its  guest— the 

dead.(13) 

LXIIL 
But  to  those  tones  what  thrilling  soul  was  givm^ 
On  that  last  night  of  empire !— As  a  speO 
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Whereby  the  life-blood  to  its  source  is  driven, 
On  th<^  chilled  heart  of  multitudes  they  fell 
Each  cadence  seemed  a  prophecy,  to  tell 
Of  sceptres  passing  from  their  line  away, 
An  angel-watcher's  long  and  sad  farewell, 
•  The  requiem  ofa&ith's  departing  sway, 
A  throne's,  a  nation's  dirge,  a  wail  for  earth's  de- 
cay. 

LXIV. 

Again,  and  yet  again! — from  yon  high  dome, 
8tiU  the  slow  peal  comes  awfully;  and  they 
Who  never  more  to  rest  in  mortal  home. 
Shall  throw  the  breastplate  off  at  fall  of  day, 
Th'  imperial  band  in  close  and  armed  array 
As  men  that  from  the  sword  must  part  no  more, 
Take  through  the  midnight  streets  their  silent 

way, 
Within  tlieir  ancient  temple  to  adore, 
En  yet  its  thousand  years  of  christian  pomp  are 


LXV. 
It  is  the  hour  of  sleep:  yet  few  the  eyes, 
O'er  which  forgetfulness  her  balm  hath  shed, 
In  the  beleagured  dty.    Stillneai  lies 
With  moonlight,  o'er  the  hills  and  waters  spread, 
But  not  the  less  with  signs  and  sounds  of  dread, 
The  time  speeds  on.    No  voice  is  raised  to  greet 
The  last  brave  Constantine ;  and  yet  the  tread 
Of  many  steps  is  in  the  echoing  street, 
And  pressure  of  pale  crowds,  scarce  conscious 
why  they  meet 

LXVI. 

Thdr  homes  ore  luxury's  yet:  why  pour  they 

thence 
With  a  dim  terror  in  each  restless  eye  1 
Hath  the  dread  ear,  which  beafs'the  pestilence, 
In  darkness,  with  its  heavy  wheels,  rolled  by. 
And  rocked  their  palaces,  as  if  on  high. 
The  whiriwind  pMsedl — ^From  oovch  and  joy- 
ous board 
Hath  the  fierce  phantom  beckoned  them  to  die  1 
-*No!— what  are  these  l^ibr  them  a  cup  is 
poured(14) 
Male  dark  with  wrath; — Man  comes— the  spoiler 
and  the  sword. 

LXVIL 

tf  till  as  the  monaieh  and  his  chieftains  pass 
Through  those   pale  throngs,  the  stseaming 

toKhlight  throws 
On  some  wild  form,  amidst  the  living  mass^ 
Hues^  deeply  red,  like  lava's,  which  disdoss 
What  ooiuitlest  shapes  an  worn  by  mortal 

woesl 


Lips  bkxKllesi,  quivering  Urobs,  hands  darpfd 

in  prayer. 
Starts,  tremblings  hurryings, tears*  ail  outward 

shows 
Betokening  inward  agonies,  were  there: 
— Greeks!  Romans  1  all  but  such  as  image  bravs 

despair  I 

LXVin. 
But  high  above  that  scene  in  bright  repose, 
And  beauty  borrowing  from  the  torches'  gleams 
A  mien  of  life,  yet  where  no  life-blood  flows. 
But  all  instinct  with  loftier  being  seems, 
Pale,  grand,  colossal;  lo!  th'  embodied  dreams 
Of   yorel>-God%    heroes,    bards,   in    marble 

wrought, 
Look  down,  as  powen,  upon  the  wild  extremes. 
Of  mortal  passion !— Yet  t  was  man  that  caught, 
And  in  each  glorious  form  enshrined  immortal 
thought! 

LXIX. 

Stood  ye  not  thus  amidst  the  streets  of  Rome? 
That  Rome  which 'witnessed,  in  her  sceptred 

days. 
So  much  of  noble  death  1 — ^When  shrine  and 

dome, 
'Midst  clouds  of  incense,  rung  with  choral  bys, 
As  the  long  triumph  passed  with  all  its  blase 
Of  regal  spoil,  were  ye  not  proudly  bome^ 
O  sovereign  forms  I  concentering  all  the  rays 
Of  the  soul's  lightnings  1— did  ye  not  adorn 
The  pomp  which  earth  stood  still  to  gaze  on  and 
to  mourn  1 

LXX. 

Hath  it  been  thus? — Or  did  ye  grace  the  hall% 
Once  peopled  by  the  mighty? — Haply  there^ 
In  your  still  grandeur,  from  the  pillared  walls 
Serene  ye  smiled  on  banquets  of  despair, 
Where  hopeless  courage  wrought  itself  to  daie, 
The  stroke  of  its  deliverance,  'midst  the  glow 
Of  living  wreaths,  the  sighs  of  perfumed  tat. 
The  sound  of  lyres,  the  flower-crowned  goblet  s 

flow:(15) 
-Behold  again  I — high  hearts  make  nobler  oflfer- 
ingsnowl 

LXXl 

The  stately  fone  is  reached— snd  at  its  git* 
The  warrbrs  pause;  on  life's  tumnltnous  tide 
A  stillness  falls,  while  he,  whom  regal  stats 
Hath  marked  from  all,  to  bs  more  sternly  triou, 
By  suflTeiing,  speaks;-   esch  luder  voice  hath 

died. 
While  his  implons  forpyenessl— "  If  then  hs 
One  'midst  your  tnrongs,  my  peoples-wham  ba 

prids, 
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Or  paadon,  I  have  wronged;  Buch  pardon,  free 
Am  mortolB  hope  fiKun  Heaven,  accord  that  man 


tomer 


Lxxn. 


Bat  all  ig  silence ;  and  a  gush  of  tears 
Alone  replies  I— He  hath  not  been  of  those 
Who,  feared  by  many,  pine  in  secret  fears 
Of  all ;  th'  environed  but  by  slaves  and  foes, 

'  To  whom  day  brings  not  safety,  night  ropose. 
For  they  have  heard  the  voice  cry  <*  sleep  no 

mover 
Of  them  he  hath  not  been,  nor  such,  as  dose 
Their  hearts  to  misery,  till  the  time  is  o'e^. 

When  it  speaks  low  and  kneels  th'  oppressor's 
throne  before  I 

LXXIII. 

He  hath  been  loved— but  who  may  trust  the  love 
Of  a  degenerate  race  1— in  other  mould 
Are  cast  the  free  and  lofty  hearts,  that  prove 
Their  faith  through  fiery  trials.— Yet  behold, 
And  call  him  not  forsaken. — Thoughts  untold 
Have  lent  his  aspect  calmness,  and  his  tread 
Moves  firmly  to  the  shrine. — What  pomps  un- 
fold 

Within  its  precincts!— Isles  and  seas  have  shed 
Tlieir  gorgeous  treasures  there^  around  th'  impe- 
rial dead. 

LXXIV. 

Tis  a  proud  vision — that  most  regal  pile 

Of  ancient  days!— ihs  lamps  are  streammg 

bright 
From  its  rich  altar,  down  each  pillared  ide. 
Whose  vista  fades  in  dimness ;  but  the  sight 
Is  lost  in  splendours,  as  the  wavering  light 
Developes  on  those  walls  the  thousand  dyes 
Of  the  veined  marbles,  which  array  their  height. 
And  £mm  yon  dome,(16)  the  lode-star  of  all 

eyesj 
Pons  sMAb  an  iris-glow  as  emulates  the  skies. 

LXXV. 

But  gaie  thou  not  on  these;  though  heaven's 

own  hues 
In  thcar  soft  donds  and  radiant  traceiy  vie ; 
Though  tints,  of  sun-bom  glory,  may  sufiuse 
Aroh,  column,  rich  mosaic :  pass  thou  by 
The  stately  tombs,  whero  eastern  Ccsars  lie, 
Beneath  Ihetr  trophies;  pause  not  here^  fijr 

know, 
A  deeper  source  of  all  sublimity 
'   Lives  in  man's  bosom,  than  the  world  can  show, 
Ui  tiatufe  or  in  ait,  above,  around,  bebw. 


LXXVI. 

Turn  thou  to  mark  (though  tean  may  dim  thy 

ga«e) 
The  steel-dad  group  before  yon  altar-stone ; 
Heed  not,  though  gems  and  gold  around  it  blaze, 
Those  heads  unhelmed,  those  kneeling  forms 

alone. 
Thus  bowed,  look  glorious  here.    The  light  is 

thrown 
Full  from  the  shrine  on  one,  a  nation's  lord 
A  sufferer  I — but  his  task  shall  soon  be  done^ 
E'en  now,  as  Faith's  mysterious  cup  is  poured, 
See  to  that  noble  brow,  peace,  not  of  earth,  n- 

storedl 

Lxxvn. 

The  rite  is  o'er.    The  band  of  brethren  part, 
Once — and  hut  once-~to  meet  on  earth  again  1 
Each,  in  the  strength  of  a  collected  heart. 
To  dare  what  man  may  dare — and  know  't  is 

vain! 
The  rite  is  o'er,  and  thou  majestic  fane! 
The  glory  is  departed  from  thy  brow ! 
Be  clothed  with  dust  1 — the  Christian's  farewell 

strain 
Hath  died  within  thy  walls;  thy  Cross  must 

bow; 
Thy  kingly  tombs  be  spoiled;  thy  golden  shrine# 

laid  low  1 

LXXVIII. 
The  streets  grow  still  and  kmely — and  the  star 
The  last  bright  lingerer  in  the  path  of  mors^ 
Gleams  famt;  and  in  the  very  lap  of  war, 
As  if  young  Hope  with  Twiliglit's  ray  weiv 

bom, 
Awhile  the  dty  deeps : — ^her  throngs,  o'erworu 
With  fears  and  watchings,  to  their  homes  retire ; 
Nor  is  the  balmy  air  of  dayspring  torn 
With  battle  sounds  ;(17)  the  winds  in  sighs  ex- 
pire. 
And  Q^uiet  broods  in  mists,  that  vdl  the  sunbeam's 
fire. 

LXXIX. 

The  dty  deeps  I — ay!  on  the  combat's  eve, 
And  by  the  scaflold's  brink,  and  'midst  the  sweQ 
Of  angry  seas,  hath  Nature  won  reprieve 
Thus  firom  her  cares.    The  brave  have  dum- 

bered  well. 
And  e'en  the  fearful,  in  their  dungeon-cdl, 
Chained  between  Life  and  Death!— Such  m^ 

be  thine, 
For  conflicts  wait  thee  still !— Yet  who  can  tdl 
In  that  brief  hour,  how  much  of  Heaven  may 

shine  « 

Full  on  thy  spiriyt's  dream  1 — Sleep,  weary  Con- 
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LXXX. 

Doth  the  blast  riwV-the  doadedEurt  is  red, 
As  if  a  storm  were  gathering;  and  I  hear 
What  seems  like  heayy  rain-drope,  or  the  tread, 
The  soft  and  smothered  step,  of  those  that  fear 
Surprise  from  ambushed  fon.    HariL !  jet  more 

near 
It  comes,  a  man  j-toned  and  mingled  sound ; 
A  rustling,  as  of  winds  where  boughs  are  sear, 
A  roUing  as  of  wheels  that  shake  the  ground 
CVom  far ;  a  heavy  rush,  like  seas  that  burst  their 
bound!  I 

LXXXI. 

Wake,  wake  1  They  come  from  sea  and  shore 

ascending 
In  hosts  your  ramparts !  Arm  ye  for  the  day ! 
Who  now  may  sleep  amidst  the  thunders  rend- 

Through  tower  and  wall,  a  path  for  their  array  7 
Hark  I  how  the  trumpet  cheers  them  to  the  prey, 
With  its  wild  voice  to  which  the  sea^  reply  I 
And  the  earth  rocks  beneath  their  engine's  sway, 
And  the  far  hills  repeat  their  battle-cry, 
Till  that  fierce  tumult  seems  to  shake  the  vaulted 
skyi 

LXXXII. 

They  fail  not  now,  the  generous  band,  that  long 
Have  ranged  th^  swords  around  a  falling 

throne; 
Still  in  those  fearless  men  the  walls  are  strong. 
Hearts,  such  as  rescue  empires,  are  their  own ! 
—Shall  those  high  energies  be  vainly  shown? 
No  I  firom  their  towers  th'  invading  tide  is  driven 
Back,  like  the  Red-sea  waves,  when  God  had 

Uown 
With  his  strong  winds  !(18>-the  dark-browed 

ranks  are  riven — 
Shout,  warriors  of  the  cross  (—for  victory  is  of 

Heaven! 

LXXXIII. 

Stand  firm  I — Again  the  crescent  host  is  rushing. 
And  the  waves  foam,  as  on  the  galleys  sweep. 
With  all  their  fires  and  darts,  though  blood  is 

gushing 
Fast  oVr  their  sides,  as  rivers  to  the  deep. 
Stand  firm!— there  yet  b  hope— th'  ascent  is 


And  firom  on  high  no  shaft  descends  in  vain; 
—But  those  that  fiJl  swell  up  the  mangled  heap, 
In  the  red  moat,  the  dymg  and  the  slain, 
And  o'er  that  fearful  bridge  th'  assailants  mount 
again! 

LXXXIV. 

Oh !  the  dread  mingling  in  that  awfol  hoar, 
Of  all  terrific  sounds !— the  savage  tona 


Of  the  wild  horn,  the  cannon's  pcal,  the  shower 
Of  hissing  darU,  the  crash  of  wall's  o'eithrown. 
The  deep,  dull  tambour's- beat !--man's  voice 

alone 
Is  there  unheanl !  Ye  may  not  catch  the  cry 
Of  trampled. thousands — ^prayer,  and  si^iek,  and 

moan, 
All  drowned,  as  that  fierce  hurricane  sweeps  by. 
But  swell  the  unheeded  sum  earth  pays  lor  victoiy  1 

LXXXV. 

War-clouds  have  wrapt  the  city ! — through  their 

dun 
O'erkMded  canopy,  at  times  a  blaxe, 
As  of  an  angry  storm-presaging  sun. 
From  the  Greek  fire  shoots  up;(19)  and  ligfat- 

ning  rays 
Flash,  ftom  the  shock  of  sabres,  through  the 

haze. 
And  glancing  arrows  cleave  the  dusky  air  I 
— Ay  1  this  is  in  the  compass  of  our  gaze, — 
But  fearful  things,  unknown,  untold,  are  there, 
Workings  of  Wrath  and  J>eath,  and  Anguish,  and 

Despairl 

LXXXVI. 
Wo^  shame  and  wo! — A  chief,  a  warrior  flies, 
A  red-cross  champion,  bleeding,  wild,  and  pale  t 
— Oh  God  I  that  nature's  passing  agonies 
Thus  o'er  the  spark  which  dies  not  should  pre-       ^ 

vail! 
Tes !  rend  the  arrow  from  thy  shattered  nudl. 
And  stanch  the   blood-drops,  Genoa's  fallen 

son  1(20) 
Fly  swifter  yet !  the  javelins  pour  as  hail  I 
— But  thero  are  tortures  which  thou  canst  not 

shun, 
The  spirit  is  their  prey ; — thy  pangs  are  but  begun  1 

LXXX  VII. 

Oh  I  happy  in  their  homes,  the  noble  dead ! 

The  seal  is  set  on  their  majestic  fiune ; 

Earth  has  drunk  deep  the  generous  blood  they 

shed. 
Fate  has  no  power  to  dim  thdr  stainless  name 
They  may  not,  in  one  bitter  moment,  shame 
Long  gtorious  yean;  firom  many  a  lofty  stem 
Fall  graceful  flowers,  and  eagle-hearts  grow  tame, 
And  stars  drop,  fading,  from  the  diadem; 
But  the  bright  poet  is  theirs— there  is  no  change 
fattkeml 

Lxxxvm. 

Where  art  then  Constantine  t— Where  Death 

isreapuig 
His  sevenfold  harvest!  Where  the  stormy  light, 
Fast  as  th'  artillery's  thunderbolts  are  sweeping, 
Throws  meteor-bursts  o'er  battle's  noondav 

night  1 
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Whcve  the  towe»  rock  and  cnimble  from  their 

height, 
Af  the  earthquace,  and  the  enginee  ply 
Like  red  Yesavb ;  and  where  human  might 
Confronts  al]  this,  and  itill  hrave  hearts  beat  high, 
While  seymetais  nng  k>ad  on  shivering  panoply. 

LXXXIX. 

Where  art  thoa  Coostantine?— Where  Chiie- 

tian  blood 
Hath  bathed  the  walls  in  torrents,  and  in  Tain ! 
Where  Faith  and  Valour  perish  in  the  flood, 
Whose  billows,  rising  o'er  their  bosoms,  gain 
Dark  strength  each  nx>ment :  where  the  gallant 

slain 
Around  the  banner  of  the  cross  lie  strewed. 
Thick  as  the  vine-leaves  on  the  autumnal  plain ; 
Where  all,  save  one  high  spirit,  is  subdued. 
And  through  the  breach  press  on  the  o'erwhelming 
multitude. 

XC. 

Now  is  he  battling  'midst  a  host  alone. 
As  the  last  cedar  stems  awhile  the  sway    . 
Of  mountain-storms,  whose  fury  hath  overthrown 
Its  forest-brethren  in  their  green  array  I 
And  he  hath  cast  his  purple  robe  away. 
With  its  im|ierial  bearings;  that  his  sword 
An  iron  ransom  from  the  chain  may  pay. 
And  win,  what  haply  Fate  may  yet  accord, 
A  soldier's  death,  the  all  now  left  an  empire's  lord  I 

XCL 

Search  for  him  now,  where  bloodiest  lie  the  files 
Which  once  were  men,  the  faithful  and  the  brave ! 
Search  for  him  now,  where  loftiest  rise  the  piletf 
Of  shattered  helms  and  shields,  which  could  not 

save; 
And  crests  and  banners,  never  more  to  wave 
In  the  free  winds  of  heaven  I — He  is  of  those 
O'er  whom  the  host  may  rush,  the  tempest  rave. 
And  the  steeds  trample,  and  the  spearmen  close, 
Vet  wake  them  not  1— so  deep  their  long  and  last 
repose  1 

XCII. 

Wo  to  the  vanquished !  thus  it  hath  been  still. 
Since  Time's  first  march! — Hark,  hark,  a  peo- 
ple's cry ! 
Ay !  now  the  conqueron  in  the  streets  fulfil 
Their  task  of  wrath  1  In  vain  the  victims  fly ; 
Hark !  now  each  piercing  tone  of  sgony 
Blends  in  the  city's  shriek !— The  lot  is  cast. 
Slaves,  'twasyour  c/ia£:e,thus,  rather  thus,  to  die. 
Than  where  the  warrior's  blood  flows  warm  and 
fast, 

^nJ  roused  and  mighty  hearts  beat  proudly  to  tbe 
lasti 


XCIII. 

Oh  I  well  doth  freedom  battle !— Man  have  made 
E'en  'midst  their  blazing  roofs,  a  noble  stanJ, 
And  on  the  floors,  where  onoe  their  childte 

played. 
And  by  the  hearths,  round  which  thor  house- 
hold band 
At  evening  met ;  ay !  struggling  hand  to  hand, 
Within  the  very  chamben  of  their  deep, 
TTiere  have  they  taught  the  spoilers  of  the  land, 
In  chainless  hearts  what  fiery  strength  lies  deep, 
To  guard  free  homes ! — but  ye !  kneel,  trembicEB ! 
kneel  and  weep  I 

XCIV. 
'T  is  eve— the  storm  hath  died— the  valiant  rest 
Low  on  their  shields ;  the  day's  fierce  work  is 

done, 
And  blood-stained  seas  and  burning  towers  atteA 
Its  fearful  deeds.    An  empire's  race  is  run  I 
Sad,  'midst  his  glory,  looks  the  parting  sun 
Upon  the  captive  city.    Hark !  a  swdl 
(Meet  to  proclaim  Barbaric  war/ields  won) 
Of  fierce  triumphal  sounds,  that  wildly  tell, 
The  Soldan  comes  within  the  Casars'  halls  l« 
dweUl 

XCV. 
Yes !  with  the  peal  of  cymbal  and  of  gong, 
He  comes,— the  Moslem  treads  thoee  andenf 

halls! 
But  all  is  stillness  there,  as  Death  had  long 
Been  lord  alone  within  those  gorgeous  wallk 
And  half  that  silence  of  the  grave  appals 
Thp  conqueror's  heart     Ay,  thus  with  Tri- 
umph's hour, 
Still  comes  the  boding  whisper,  which  recalls 
A  thought  of  those  impervious  clouds  thatbwer 
O'er  Ghandeur's  path,  a  sense  of  some  far  mightier 
Power! 

XCVL 

**  The  owl  upon  Afrasiab's  towen  hath  sung 
Her  watch-song,  and  around  th'  imperial  throne 
The  spider  weaves  his  web  1"(31)    Still  darkly 

hung 
That  Terse  of  omen,  as  a  prophet's  tone, 
O'er  his  flushed  spirit  Yean  on  years  have  flo«ni 
To  prove  its  trudi :  kings  pile  their  domes  in  air, 
That  the  coiled  snake  may  bask  on  sculptured 

stone. 
And  nations  clear  the  forest,  to  prepare 
For  the  wikl  fox  and  wolf  more  stately  dwellings 
there! 

XCVII. 

But  thou !  that  on  thy  ramparts  proudly  dying 
As  a  crowned  leader  in  such  houra  should  die. 
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Upon  thy  pyra  of  shivered  spe&ra  ait  lying, 
With  the  heavens  o'er  thee  for  a  canopy, 
And  banners  for  thy  shroud ! — No  tear,  no  sigh, 
Shall  mingle  with  thy  dirge ;  for  thou  art  now 
Beyond  viciwitude !  Lo  1  reared  on  high. 
The  Crescent  blazes,  while  the  Cross  must  bow ; 
But  where  no  change  can  reach,  there,  Constan- 
tine,  art  thou  1 

XCVIII. 
''  After  life's  fitful  fever  thou  sleepest  well !" 
We  may  not  mourn  thee! — Sceptred  chie&, 

from  whom 
The  earth  received  heC' destiny,  and  fell 
Before  them  trembling—to  a  sterner  doom 
Have  oft  been  called.    For  them  the  dungeon's 

gloom. 
With  its  cold  starless  midnight,  hath  been  made 
More  fearful  darkness,  where,  as  in  a  tomb. 
Without  a  tomb's  repose,  the  chain  hath  weigh- 
ed 
Their  very  soul  to  dust,  with  each  high  power  de- 
cayed. 

XCIX. 

Or  in  the  eye  of  thousands  they  have  stood. 
To  meet  the  stroke  of  Death— but  not  Hke  thee  I 
From  bonds  and  scaffolds  hath  appealed  their 

blood, 
But  thou  didst  &1I  unfettered,  armed,  and  free. 
And  kingly  to  the  last !— And  if  it  be. 
That,  from  the  viewless  world,  whose  marvels 

none 
Return  to  tell,  a  spirit's  eye  can  see 
The  things  of  earth  ]  still  mayest  thou  hail  the 
.  sun. 
Which  o'er  thy  land  shall  dawn,  when  Freedom's 
fight  is  won  1 

C. 
And  the  hour  comes,  in  storm  I — ^A  light  is 

glancing 
Far  through  the  forest^god's  Arcadian  shades! 
— ^T  is  not  the  moonbeam,  tremulously  dandng, 
Where  lone  Alpheus  bathes  his  haunted  glades; 
A  murmur,  gathering  power,  the  air  pervades. 
Round  dark  Cithsron,  and  by  Delphi's  steep ; 
—'T  is  not  the  song  and  lyre  of  Grecian  maids, 
Nor  pastoral  reed  that  luUb  the  vales  to  sleep. 
Nor  yet  the  rustling  pines,  nor  yet  the  sounding 
deep! 

CI. 

Arms  glitter  on  the  mountains^  which,  of  old, 
Ayke  to  freedom's  first  heroic  strain, 
Am  by  the  streams,  once  crimson  as  they  rolled 
The  Pernan  helm  and  standard  to  the  main; 
And  the  blue  waves  of  SaUunis  again 


Thnll  to  the  trumpet;  and  the  tombs  reply, 
With  their  ten  thousand  echoes,  fron  each 

plain. 
Far  as  Platsa's,  where  the  mighty  lie, 
Who  crowned  so  proudly  there  the  bowl  of  liber- 
ty !(22) 

CIL 

Bright  land  with  gloiy  mantled  o'er  by  song. 
Land  of  the  vision-peopled  hills  and  streams, 
And  fountains,  whose  deserted  banks  along. 
Still  the  soft  air  with  inspiration  teems; 
Land  of  the  graves,  whose  dwellers  shall  be 

themes 
To  verw  fur  ever;  and  of  ruined  shrines, 
That  scarce  look  desolate  beneath  such  beams. 
As  bathe  in  gold  thine  ancient  rocks  and  pihesi 
— When  shall  tiiy  sons  repose  in  peace  beneath 
their  vines? 

CIII. 

Hum  wert  not  made  for  bonds,  nor  shame,  nor 

fear  I 
— Do  the  hoar  oaks  and  dark-green  laurels  wave 
O'er  Mantiniea's  earth? — doth  Pindus  rear 
His  snows,  the  sunbeam  and  the  storm  to  brave t 
And  is  there  yet  on  Marathon  a  gravel 
And  doth  Eurotas  lead  his  silvery  line 
By  Sparta's  ruins  1 — And  shall  man,  a  slave, 
Bowed  to  the  dust,  amid  such  scenes  repine  ? 
— If  e'er  a  soil  was  marked  for  Freedom's  step«> 
't  is  thine! 

CIV. 

Wash  from  that  soil  the  stains,  with  battle- 
showers! 
—Beneath  Sophia's  dome  the  Moslem  prays, 
The  Crescent  gleams  amidst  the  olive-boweri| 
In  the  Comneni's  hall8(23)  the  Tartar  sways: 

But  not  for  long !— the  spirit  of  those  days. 
When  the  three  hundred  made  their  funeral  pile 
Of  Asia's  dead,  is  kindling,  like  the  rays 
Of  thy  rpjoicing  sun,  when  first  his  smile 

Warms  the  Parnassian  rock,  and  gilds  the  Dehan 
isle. 

CV. 

If  then  't  is  given  thee  to  arise  in  might, 
Trampling  the  scourge,  and  dashing  down  the 

chain, 
Pure  be  thy  triumphs,  as  thy  name  is  bright ! 
The  cross  of  victory  should  not  know  a  stain ! 
So  may  that  faith  once  more  supremely  reign, 
Through  which  we  lift  our  spirits  from  the  dus:S 
And  deem  not,  e'en  when  virtue  dies  in  vain, 
She  dies  forsaken ;  but  repose  our  trust 
On  Him  whriw  ways  are  d^.'k,  'jmsearchaMe— bat 
jusL 
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NOTES. 

Note  1,  page  180,  ooL  3. 
While  famad'fl  bow,  Ac. 
The  araij  of  Mahomet  the  Second,  at  the 
of  Constantinople,  was  thronged  with  fanatics  of 
all  aectfl  and  nations,  who  were  not  enroUed 
amongst  the  regular  troops.  The  Sultan  himself 
mirohed  upon  the  city  from  Adrianople;  but  his 
army  must  have  been  principally  collected  in  the 
Asiatic  provinces  which  he  had  previously  visited. 

Note  2,  page  181,  col.  1. 
Bring  wine,  bring  odoun^  Ac. 
Hue  vina,  et  unguenta,  et  niminm  breves 
Flores  amOBne  fern  jube  rose. 

Bar.  lib.  ii.  od.  3. 

Note  3,  page  181,  coL  1. 
From  (he  Seven  Towen^  &c. 
The  Castle  of  the  Seven  Towers  is  mentioned 
in  the  Byzantine  history,  as  early  as  the  sixth 
century  of  the  Christian  era,  as  an  edifice  which 
contributed  materially  to  the  defence  of  Constanti- 
nople; and  it  was  the  principal  bulwark  of  the 
town  on  the  coast  of  the  Propontis,  in  the  latter 
periods  of  the  empire.  For  a  description  of  this 
buUding  see  Pauqueville  •  7Vave/«. 

Note  4,  page  181,  col.  3. 
With  its  long  inarch  ofeoepued  Imagery. 
An  allusion  to  the  Rotnan  custom  of  carrying 
in  procession,  at  the  funerals  of  their  great  men, 
the  images  of  their  ancestors. 

Note  5,  page  181,  ool.  9. 
The  Roman  coat  his  glittering  mail  away. 
The  following  was  the  ceremony  of  consecration 
with  which  Decius  devoted  himself  in  battle.  He 
was  ordered  by  Valerius,  the  pontifez  maximus, 
to  quit  his  military  habit,  and  put  on  the 'robe 
he  wore  in  the  senate.  Valerius  then  covered 
his  head  with  a  veil;  commanded  him  to  put 
forth  his  hand  under  his  robe  to  his  chin,  and 
standing  with  both  feet  upon  a  javelin,  to  repeat 
these  words:  "O  Janus,  Jupiter,  Mars,  Romulus,  | 
Bellona,  and  ye  Lares  and  NovensilesI  All  ye 
heroes  who  dwell  in  heaven,  and  all  ye  gods  who 
rule  over  us  and  our  enemies,  especially  ye  gods 
of  hell  I  I  honour  you,  invoke  you,  and  humbly 
iotreat  you  to  prosper  the  arms  of  the  Romans, 
a^d  to  transfer  all  fear  and  terror  frbm  them  to 
tbtf'ir  enemies;  and  I  doy  for  the  safety  of  thej 
Homan  people,  and  their  legions,  devote  myself, ; 
luid  with  myself  the  army  and  auxiliaries  of  the , 
•ocmy  to  the  infernal  gods,  and  the  goddess  of  the 


earth."  Decius  then,  girding  his  robe  around  him, 
mounted  his  horse,  and  rode  full  speed  into  the 
thickest  of  the  enemy's  battelions.  The  Latins 
were,  for  a  while,  thunderstruck  at  this  specUcle: 
but  at  length  recovering  themselves,  they  discharg- 
ed a  shower  of  darts,  under  which  the  consul  fell. 

Note  6,  page  183,  ool.  L 


^Loi  ChrWan  pennons acnamlng 

Redd'ertbewaienI  Ac. 

See  Gibbon's  animated  description  of  the  arri- 
val of  five  Christian  ships,  with  men  and  provi- 
sions,  for  the  succour  of  the  besieged,  not  many 
days  before  the  fall  of  Constantinople. — Declms 
and  Fail  of  the  Roman  Empire,  vol.  zii.  p.  215i. 

Note  7,  page  183,  col.  1. 

As  when  the  wind  bath  blown 

(Ver  Indian  grove%  Ac. 

The  summits  of  the  lofty  rocks  in  the  Camatie, 
particulariy  about  the  Ghauts,  are  sometimes  co- 
vered with  the  bamboo  tree,  which  grows  in  thick 
clumps,  and  is  of  such  uncommon  aridity,  that  in 
the  sultry  season  of  the  year  the  friction  oocasioii- 
ed  by  a  strong  dry  wind  will  literally  produce 
sparks  of  fire,  which  frequently  setting  the  woods 
in  a  blaze,  exhibit  to  the  spectator  stationed  in  a 
valley  surrounded  by  rocks,  a  magnificent,  though 
imperfect  circle  of  fire. — Noica  to  Kindersie^a 
Specimena  of  Hindoo  IMerature. 

Nota8,  page  184,  ool.  L 

■  ■       The  nowy  coown 
OffitfOiTrnpui^  Ac. 

Those  who  steer  their  westward  course  through 
the  middle  of  the  Propontis  may  at  once  descry  the 
high  lands  of  Thrace  and  Bithynia,  and  never 
lose  sight  of  the  lofty  summit  oi  Mount  Olympus, 
covered  with  eternal  snows. — Decline  and  AK, 
4*e.  vol.  iii.  p.  8. 

Note  9,  page  184,  col.  S. 

Mohammed*e  face 
Kindlee  beneath  their  aspect,  Ac. 

Mahomet  II.  was  greatly  addicted  to  the  study 
of  astrology.  His  calculations  in  this  science  led 
him  to  fix  upon  the  morning  of  the  29th  of  May 
as  the  fortunate  hour  for  a  general  attack  upon  Uui 
city. 

Note  10,  page  185,  col.  3. 
Thy  Georgian  bride^  Ac, 
Constantino  Paleologus  was  betrothed  to  a 
Georgian  princess;  and  the  very  spring  which  wit* 
nessed  the  fall  of  Constantinople  had  been  fixed 
upon  as  the  time  for  conveying  the  imperial  bridi* 
to  that  city. 
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Note  11,  page  186,  ooL  1. 

Those  men  are  ttrangen  here. 
Many  of  the  adherents  of  Constantine,  in  his 
last  noble  stand  for  the  liberties,  or  rather  the 
honour,  of  a  falling  empire,  were  foreigners  and 
chiefly  Italians. 

Note  IS,  page  186,  ool.  9l 
Knoweat  thou  the  land,  Sec 
This  and  the  next  line  are  an  almost  literal 
ttanslation  from  a  beautiful  soBg  of  Goethe*s: 
I^nnat  du  das  land,  wo  die  zltronen  bliihn 
Mil  dunkeln  laub  die  gold  orangen  gluhn  1  &c 

Note  13,  page  186,  eoL2L 

The  idea  expressed  m  this  stanza  is  beautifully 
amplified  in  Schiller's  poem  "  Das  Lied  der 
Glocke." 

Notfl  14,  page  187,  coL  L 
Bach  the  flflfDe  phantom,  Ac. 
It  is  said  to  be  a  Greek  superstition  that  the 
plague  is  announced  by  the  heavy  rolling  of  an 
inTisible  chariot,  heard  in  the  streets  at  midnight ; 
and  also  by  the  appearance  of  a  gigantic  spectre, 
who  summons  the  devoted  person  by  name. 

Note  15,  page  187,  cd.  3. 

^7e  amlled  on  banquets  of  despair,  Ac. 

Many  instances  of  such  banquets,  given  and 
riiared  by  persons  resolved  upon  death,  mighCbe 
adduced  from  ancient  history.  That  of  Yibius 
Yirius,  at  Capua,  is  amongst  the  most  memorable. 

Note  16,  page  188,  coL  1. 
Yon  dome,  the  lodestar  of  all  eyea 
For  a  minute  description  of  the  marbles,  jaspers, 
and  porphyries,  employed  in  the  construction  of 
St  Sophia,  see  The  Decline  ojid  FaU,  4^,  vol.  viL 
pi  120. 

Note  17,  page  188,col.  53. 

Nor  Is  the  balmy  air  ordayspringtom 
With  battle«}undi^  Ac. 

llie  aasault  of  the  city  took  place  at  day-break, 
and  the  Turks  were  strictly  enjoined  to  advance 
in  silence,  which  had  also  been  commanded,  on 
pain  of  death,  during  the  preceding  night  This 
circumstance  is  finely  alluded  to  by  Miss  Baiilie, 
in  her  tragedy  of  Constantine  Palsologus: 

"Silent  shall  oe  the  march:  nor  dram,  nor  tnunp^ 

Nor  clash  of  arms,  shall  to  the  watchful  foe 

Our  near  approach  betray :  sUent  and  soft, 

As  the  pard's  velvet  foot  on  Lybla'S  mmSe, 

How  sUaling  with  erooched.ihoaldarB  on  her  prey." 

OoMtantine  Paktologus,  Aa  iv. 

**The  march  and  labour  of  thousands''  most, 

however,  as  Gibbon  observes,  *'  have  inevitably 

pvodured  a  strange  tonfusbn  of  discordant  cUir 
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mouis,  which  reached  the  ears  of  the  watchmen 
on  the  towen." 

Note  18,  page  189,  ooLL 

-The  darlc-browed  ranks  are  risen. 

"  After  a  conflict  of  two  hours,  the  Greeks  still 
maintained  and  preserved  their  advantage,"  says 
Gibbon.  The  strenuous  exertions  of  the  janiza- 
ries first  turned  the  fortune  of  the  day. 

Note  19.  page  189,  ool.  2. 
From  the  Greek  Are  shoos  np^  Ac 
"  A  circumstance  that  distinguishes  the  siege  of 
Constantinople  is  the  reunion  of  the  ancient  and 
modem  artillery.  The  bullet  and  the  battering- 
ram  were  directed  against  the  same  wall;  nor  had 
the  discovery  of  gunpowder  superseded  the  use  of 
the  liquid  and  uneztinguiahable  fire." — DecUns 
and  Fallf  4^.^  voL  xil  p.  213. 

Note  20,  page  189,  col.  2. 
And  stanch  the  blood-dropsy  Genoa's  faOen  aoo  I 
"  The  immediate  loss  of  Constantinople  may  be 
ascribed  to  the  bullet,  or  arrow,  whicii  pierced  the 
gauntlet  of  John  Justiniani  (a  Genoese  chief). 
The  sight  of  his  blood,  and  exquisite  pain,  ap- 
palled the  courage  of  the  chief,  whose  arms  and 
counsels  were  the  firmest  rampart  of  the  dty."— 
Decline  and  Pall^  <f«.,  vol.  zil  p.  229. 

Note  21,  page  190,  ooL  2. 

llM  owl  Upon  Afraslab's  towen  hath  sung 

Her  watch-song,  Ac. 
Mahomet  II.,  on  entering,  after  his  victory,  the 
palace  of  the  Byzantine  emperors,  was  strongly 
impressed  with  the  silence  and  desolatbn  which 
reigned  within  its  precincts.  A  melancholy  r»» 
flection  on  the  vicissitudes  of  human  greatness 
forced  itself  on  his  mind,  and  he  repeated  an  ele- 
gant distich  of  Persian  poetiy:  "  The  spider  has 
wove  his  web  in  the  imperial  palace,  and  the  owl 
hath  sung  her  watch-song  on  the  towers  of  Afira- 
siab.'  ^'-'Dedine  and  FdU,  fc,  toL  xil  p.  240. 

Note  22,  page  191,  col.  2: 
Tlw  bowl  ofUberty. 
One  of  the  ceremonies  by  which  the  battle  of 
Platsa  was  annually  commemorated  was,  to  crown 
with  wine  a  cup  called  the  Boul  of  Liberty ,  which 
was  afterwards  poured  forth  in  libatbiL 

Note  23,  page  191,  col.  2. 

In  the  Omneol'S  hallih  dsc 

The  Comneni  were  amongst  the  most  distui* 

guished  of  the  fimiilies  who  Biled  the  Byzantine 

throne  in  the  declining  years  of  the  eastern  en> 

^le. 
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THE  STORM  OP  DELPHL* 

Far  through  the  Delphian  shAdfli 

An  Eastern  trumpet  rungl 
And  the  startled  eagle  rushed  on  high, 
With  sounding  flight  through  the  fiery  skj. 
And  banners  o'er  the  shadowy  glades, 

To  the  sweeping  winds  were  flung. 

Banners,  with  deep-red  gold 

All  waving,  as  a  flame, 
And  a  fitful  glance  from  the  bright  spear-head 
On  the  dim  wood-paths  of  the  mountain  shed, 
And  a  peal  of  Asians  war-notes  told 

That  in  arms  the  Persian  came. 

He  came,  with  starry  gems 

On  his  quiver  and  his  crest; 
With  starry  gems,  at  whose  heart  the  day 
Of  the  cloudless  orient  burning  lay, 
And  they  cast  a  gleam  on  the  laurel-stems^ 

As  onward  his  thousands  pressed. 

But  a  gloom  fell  o'er  their  way, 

And  a  heavy  moan  went  byl 
A  moan,  yet  not  like  the  wind's  low  swell, 
When  its  voice  grows  wild  amidst  cave  and  ddl, 
But  a  mortal  murmur  of  dismay. 

Or  a  warrior's  dying  sigh  1 

A  gloom  fell  o'er  their  way! 

*T  was  not  the  shadow  cast 
By  the  dark  pine>boughs  as  they  passed  the  blue 
Of  the  Grecian  heavens  with  their  solemn  hue; 
—The  air  was  filled  with  a  mightier  sway, 

—But  on  the  spearmen  passed  1 

And  hollow  to  their  tread, 

Came  the  echoes  of  the  ground, 
And  banners  drooped,  as  with  dews  o'erbome, 
And  the  wailing  blast  of  the  battle-horn 
Had  an  altered  cadence,  dull  and  dead, 

Of  strange  foreboding  sound. 

^But  they  blew  a  louder  strain, 

When  the  steep  defiles  were  passed! 
And  afar  the  crowned  Panuunus  rose. 
To  shine  through  heaven  with  his  radiant  snows, 
And  in  golden  light  the  Delphian  fiaine 
Before  them  stood  at  last! 

In  golden  light  it  stood, 

'Miast  tue  laurels  gleaming  lone. 


BtM  tbs  scoomt  cttsd  from  Herodouu^  in  mtford'S  OrBSCB. 


For  the  Sun-God  yet,  with  a  lovely  smOa^ 
O'er  its  graceful  pillars  looked  awhile, 
Though  the  stormy  shade  on  cliflT  and  wood 
Qnw  deep,  round  its  mountidiKthioiie. 

And  the  Pernans  gave  a  shout! 

But  the  marble-walls  replied. 
With  a  dash  of  steel,  and  a  sullen  roar 
Like  heavy  wheels  on  the  ooeaiHihore, 
And  a  savage  trumpet's  note  pealed  out, 

Till  their  hearU  for  terror  died! 

On  the  armour  of  the  Grod, 

Then  a  viewless  hand  was  laid ; 
There  were  helm  and  spear,  with  a  dapging  dil^ 
And  cordet  brought  from  the  shrine  within. 
From  the  inmost  shrine  of  the  dread  abode. 

And  before  iU  front  arrayed. 

And  a  sudden  silence  fell 
Through,  the  dim  and  loaded  air ! 
On  the  wild  bird's  wing,  and  the  myrtle-spray, 
And  the  very  founts,  in  thdr  silvery  way, 
With  a  weight  of  sleep  came  down  the  spell, 
Till  man  grew  breathless  there. 

But  the  pau«  was  broken  sooni 

*T  was  not  by  song  or  lyre ; 
For  the  Ddphian  maids  had  left  thdr  bowers. 
And  the  hearths  were  lone  in  the  dty's  towers, 
But  there  burst  a  sound  through  the  misty  noon. 

That  battle-noon  of  fire ! 

It  burst  from  earth  and  heaven  I 

It  rolled  from  crag  and  doudl 
For  a  moment  of  the  mountain-blast, 
With  a  thousand  stormy  voices  passed, 
And  the  purple  gloom  of  the  sky  was  riven, 

When  the  thunder  pealed  aloud. 

And  the  lightnings  in  their  play  . 

Flashed  forth,  like  javelins  thrown; 
Like  sun-darts  winged  from  the  silver  bow, 
They  smote  the  spear  and  the  turbaned  brow, 
And  the  bright  gems  flew  from  the  crests  like  spray 

And  the  banners  were  struck  down ! 

And  the  massy  oak-boughs  crashed 

To  the  fifs-bdts  from  on  high. 
And  the  for^  lent  its  billowy  roar. 
While  the  glorious  tempest  onward  bore, 
And  lit  the  streams,  as  they  fi)aroed  and  daah«d, 

With  the  fierce  rain  sweefmig  by. 
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Tben  rushed  the  Delphian  men 

On  the  pale  and  scattered  host; 
Like  the  joyous  hurst  of  a  flashing  wave, 
They  rushed  from  the  dim  Corycian  cave, 
And  the  singing  blast  o'er  wood  and  glen 

RoUed  on,  with  the  spears  they  tosMd. 

There  were  cries  of  vrild  dismay, 
There  were  shouts  of  warrior-glee, 
There  were  savage  sounds  of  the  tempest's  mixth. 
That  shook  the  realm  of  their  eagle-birth ; 
Bat  the  mount  of  song,  when  they  died  away, 
Still  nee,  with  its  temple,  freel 

And  the  Pean  swelled  ere  tong,  ' 

lo  Psan  I  firom  the  fane ; 
lo  Paan !  for  the  war-array, 
On  th^  crowned  Parnassus  riven  that  dayl 
•Thou  shalt  rise  tu  free,  thou  mount  of  song  I 

With  thy  bounding  streams  again. 


U. 

THE  BOWL  OP  UBERTY.* 

Before  the  fieiy  sun, 
The  sun  that  k)oks  on  Greece  with  cloudless  eye. 
In  the  free  air,  and  on  the  war-field  won, 
Our  fiUhers  crowned  the  Bowl  of  Liberty. 

Amidst  the  tombs  they  stood, 
The  tombs  of  heroes!  with  the  solemn  skies, 
And  the  wide  plain  around,  where  patriot-blood 
Had  steeped  the  soil  in  hues  of  sacrifice. 

They  called  the  gkirious  dead. 
In  the  strong  fait^  which  brings  the  viewless  nigh, 
And  poured  rich  odours  o'er  their  battle-bed. 
And  bade  them  to  the  rite  of  Liberty. 

They  called  them  from  the  shades, 
The  golden-fruiled  shades,  when  minstrols  tell 
How  softer  light  th'  immortal  clime  pervades, 
And  mutric  floats  o'er  meads  of  AsphodeL 

Then  last  the  bright  red  winet 
Flowed  to  their  names  who  taught  the  world  to  die. 
And  made  the  land's  green  turf  a  living  shrine. 
Meet  for  the  wreath  and  Bowl  of  Liberty. 


*  This  and  the  IbUowIng  piece  appeared  ortginaUy  In  the 
New  Monthly  Magazina 

tFor an  aeeoant  of  tbia caremony,  anciently  performed  In 
eomiMmofitlon  ofthalMatle  orPlaUBa,aea  PMIer'f^fUigtci- 
lfea  ^  Greaca^  ToL  L  pu  389. 


So  the  rpjoicing  earth 
Took  from  her  vines  again  the  blood  she  gavn^ 
And  richer  flowers  to  deck  the  tomb  drew  birth 
From  the  free  soil  thus  hallowed  to  the  orave. 

We  have  the  baUle-fields, 
The  tombs,  the  names,  the  blue  majestic  sky. 
We  have  the  founts  the  purple  vintage  yields  | 
^Whan  shall  we  crown  the  Bowl  of  Liberty  I 


III. 
THE  VOICE  OP  SCIO. 

A  TOiCE  from  Scio's  isle, 
A  voice  of  song,  a  voice  of  old, 
Swept  far  as  cloud  or  billow  rolled. 

And  earth  was  hushed  the  while. 

The  souls  of  nations  woke  I 
Where  lies  the  land  whoee  hills  among, 
That  voice  of  Vifctory  hath  not  rung, 

As  if  a  trumpet  spoke  1 

To  sky,  and  sea,  and  shon 
Of  those  whose  blood,  on  llion's  plain, 
Swept  from  the  rivers  to  the  main, 

A  glorious  tale  it  bon. 

Still,  by  our  sun-bright  deep, 
With  all  the  fame  that  fiery  lay 
Threw  round  them,  in  its  rushing  way, 

The  sons  of  battle  sleep. 

And  kings  their  turf  have  crowned  I 
And  pilgrims  o'er  the  foaming  wave 
Brought  garlands  there:  so  rest  the  brave. 

Who  thus  their  bard  have  found ! 

'  A  voice  firom  Scio's  ble, 
A  voice  as  deep  hath  riaen  again  I 
Ab  far  shall  peal  its  thrilling  strain. 
Where'er  our  sun  may  smile  I 

Let  not  its  tones  expire ! 
Such  power  to  waken  earth  and  heaven, 
And  might  and  vengeance,  ne'er  was  giveD 

To  mortal  song  or  lyre  I 

Know  ye  not  whence  it  oomesi 
— From  ruined  hearths,  from  burning  fioiea. 
From  kindred  blood  on  yon  red  plains, 

From  desolated  homes ! 

T  is  with  OS  through  the  night ! 
'T  is  on  our  hills,  t  is  in  our  sky — . 
— Hear  it,  ye  heavens !  when  swords  flash  high 

O'er  th4  mid-waves  of  fight  I 
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IV. 
THE  SPARTAN'S  MARCH.* 


"Thb  Bpartans  used  not  the  trumpet  In  their  much  hito 
batile,  mys  Thucydidoe,  because  tliey  wished  not  to  exdltt 
the  rsfie  of  their  warrion  Their  chai^in^  step  was  made  to 
the  '  Dorian  mood  of  flutes  and  sorv  recovdera.'  Hie  valour  of 
a  Spartan  was  too  highly  tempered  to  lequlra  a  stunning  or 
lousing  Impulse.  Hie  spirit  was  liice  a  steed  too  proud  for  the 
•pur/*— Campbell  on  theBlegiae  Poetry  of  the  Qreeka, 


T  WAS  morn  upon  the  Groctan  hilla, 
Where  peasants  dressed  die  vines, 

Sunlight  was  on  Cithsron's  rilb, 
AroMlia's  rocks  and  pines. 

And  brightly,  through  his  reeds  and  flowers, 

Eurotas  wandered  by^ 
When  a  sound  arorn  from  Sparta's  towers 

Of  solemn  harmony. 

Was  it  the  hunters*  choral  strain 
To  the  woodland-goddess  poured  1 

Did  virgin-hands  in  Pallas'  fane 
Strike  the  fuU-sounding  chonl  1 

But  helms  were  glancing  on  the  stream, 

Speara  ranged  in  dose  array, 
And  shields  flung  back  a  glorious  beam 

To  the  nv>ni  of  a  fearful  day  I 

,  And  the  mountain-echoes  of  the  land 
Swelled  through  the  deep  blue  sky, 

While  to  soft  strains  moved  forth  a  band 
Of  men  that  moved  to  die. 

They  marched  not  with  the  trumpet'i  blast, 

Nor  bade  the  horn  peal  out, 
And  the  laurel  groves,  as  on  they  passed, 

Rung  with*no  battle-shout !  ' 

They  asked  no  clarion's  voice  to  fire 
Their  souls  with  an  impulse  high ; 

But  the  Dorian  reed  and  the  Spartan  lyre 
For  the  sons  of  liberty  I 

And  still  sweet  flutes,  their  path  aioand, 

S^nt  forth  Eolian  breath ; 
They  needed  not  a  sterner  sound 

To  marshal  them  for  death! 


*  Oitg-uaOy  publMied  bi  the  Edlnbuigh  Magazine. 


So  moved  they  calmly  to  their  field, 

Thence  never  to  return. 
Save  bearing  back  the  Spartan  shield. 

Or  on  it  proudly  borne! 


V. 

THE  URN  AND  SWORD. 

Thet  sought  for  treasures  in  the  tomb, 
Where  gentler  hands  were  wont  to  spread 
Fresh  boughs  and  flowers  of  purple  bloom, 
And  sunny  ringlets,  for  the  dead.* 

They  scattered  far  the  greensward-heap, 
Where  once  those  hands  the  bright  wine  poured , 
— What  found  they  in  the  home  of  sleep) 
— ^A  mouldering  urn,  a  shivered  sword  I 

Anr  urn,  which  held  the  dust  of  one 
Who  died  when  hearths  and  shrines  wei^  free; 
A  sword,  whose  work  was  proudly  done. 
Between  our  mountains  and  the  sea. 

And  these  are  treasures!— undismayed, 
Still  for  the  suflfering  land  we  trust, 
Wherein  the  past  its  fame  hath  laid, 
With  freedom's  sword,  and  valor's  dust 


VI. 
THE  MYRTLE-BOUGH. 
Still  green  along  our  sunny  shore 

The  flowering  myrtle  wavea, 
As  when  its  fragrant  boughs  of  yore 

Were  offered  on  the  graves; 
The  graves,  wherein  our  mighty  men 
Had  rest,  unviolated  then. 

Still  green  it  waves!  as  when  the  hetfth 

Was  sacred  through  the  land ; 
And  fearless  was  the  banquet's  miith, 

And  free  the  minstrel's  hand; 
And  guests,  with  shining  myrtle  crowned, 
Sent  the  wreathed  lyre  and  wine-cup  round 

Still  green!  as  when  on  holy  ground 
The  tyrant's  blood  was  poured : 

—Forget  ye  not  what  garlands  bound 

The  young  deliverer's  sword ! 
— Though  earth  may  shroud  Harmodioi  ii»W| 

We  still  have  sword  and  myrtle-bough  1 


*  See  Pouer's  Grecian  Antlqultiei^  VOL  U.  pk 'i9flL 
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The  following  ballads  an  not  tranalationa  from 
the  Spanish,  but  are  founded  upon  tome  of  the 
'  wild  and  wonderful'  tiaditioM  preserved  in  the 
romances  of  that  language,  and  the  ancient  poem 
otftheCid. 


THE  CID'S  DEPARTURE  INTO  EXILE. 

With  si^ty  knights  in  his  gallant  train, 
Went  forth  the  Campeador  of  Spain; 
For  wild  oerras  and  plains  afar, 
He  left  the  lands  of  his  own  Bivar.(l) 

To  maieh  o*er  field,  and  to  watch  in  tent, 
Fiom  his  home  in  good  Castile  be  went; 
To  the  wasting  siege  and  the  battle's  van, 
-*For  the  noble  Cid  was  a  banished  man  I 

Thiongh  his  olive-woods  the  mom-breeze  played, 
And  his  native  streams  wild  music  made, 
And  clear  in  the  sunshine  his  vineyards  lay, 
When  for  march  and  combat  ihe  took  his  way. 

With  a  thoughtful  spirit  his  way  he  took, 
And  he  turned  his  steed  for  a  parting  look. 
For  a  parting  look  at  his  own  fair  towers; 
»Oh!  the  Exile's  heart  hath  weary  hoursi 

The  psnnons  were  spread,  and  the  band  arrayed. 
Bat  the  Cid  at  the  thieshold  a  moment  stayed; 
It  woB  bat  a  moment— the  halls  were  bne, 
And  the  gates  of  hit  dwelling  all  open  thrown. 

There  was  not  a  steed  in  the  empty  stall. 
Nor  a  spear  nor  k  cloak  on  the  naked  wail, 
Nor  a  hawk  on  the  perch,  nor  a  seat  at  the  door. 
Nor  the  sound  of  a  step  on  the  hollow  floor  1(2) 

Then  a  dim  tear  swelled  to  the  warrior's  eye^    - 
As  the  voice  of  his  native  groves  vrent  by ; 
And  he  said—'*  My  foemen  their  wish  have  won— 
— NonRT  the  will  of  God  be  in  all  things  doner 

Bot  the  trampet  blew,  with  its  note  of  cheer, 
And  the  winds  of  the  morning  swept  off  the  tear, 
And  the  fields  of  his  gloiy  lay  distant  far, 
•  -He  is  gone  from  the  towen  of  his  own  Bivar  I 


*  OrigUiBllj  paUDrtMd  In  the  New  IfoDth^  MagasfaM. 
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THE  CID'S  DEATH-BED. 

It  was  an  hour  of  grief  and  fear 

Within  Valencia's  waUs, 
When  the  blue  spring-heaven  lay  still  and  dev 

Above  her  marble  halls. 

There  were  pale  cheeks  and  troubled  eyes, 

And  steps  of  hurrying  feet, 
Where  the  Zambra's(3)  notes  were  wont  to  iln, 

Abng  the  sunny  street 

It  was  an  hour  of  fear  and  grief. 

On  bright  Valencia's  shore. 
For  death  was  busy  with  her  chleQ 

The  noble  Campeador. 

The  MooK^king's  barks  were  on  the  deep, 

With  sounds  and  signs  of  war, 
For  the  Cid  was  passing  to  his  deep, 

In  the  silent  Alcazar. 

No  moan  was  heard  through  the  towea  of  stats, 

No  weeper's  aspect  seen, 
But  by  the  couch  Ximena  sate, 

With  pale  yet  steadfast  mien.(4) 

Stillness  was  round  the  leader's  bed, 

Warrion  stood  mournful  nigh, 
And  banners,  o'ertiis  glorious  hc»ad, 

Were  drooping  heavily. 

And  feeble  grew  the  conquering  hand, 

And  cold  the  valiant  breast ; 
—He  had  fought  the  battles  of  the  land, 

And  his  hour  was  come  to  rest 

What  said  the  Ruler  of  the  field  1 

—His  voice  is  faint  and  low; 
The  breeze  that  creeps  o'er  his  lance  and  shieM 

Hath  louder  accents  now. 

"  Raise  ye  no  cry,  and  let  no  moan 

Be  made  when  I  depart ; 
The  Moot  must  hear  no  dirge's  tone, 

Be  je  of  mighty  heart! 

Let  the  cjfinbal-clash  and  the  trompet-atraio 
From  yom  walls  ring  far  and  shrill. 
And  fear  ye  not,  for  the  saints  of  Spain 
Shall  grant  yoa  victory  stiU. 

'  And  gird  my  form  with  mail-array, 
And  set  me  on  my  steed, 
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So  go  ye  forth  on  your  funeral-way, 
And  Gfod  shall  give  you  vpeed. 

*  Go  with  the  dead  in  the  front  of  war, 

All  armed  with  sword  and  helm, 
And  march  by  the  camp  of  King  Bacar, 

For  the  good  Castilian  realm. 

**  And  let  me  slumber  in  the  boU 

Which  gave  my  fathers  birth ; 
I  have  closed  my  day  of  battle-toil, 

And  my  contse  is  done  on  earth." 

—Now  wave,  ye  glorious  banners,  wave  1(5) 
Through  the  lattice  a  wind  sweeps  by, 

And  the  arms,  o'er  the  death-bed  of  the  brave, 
Send  forth  a  hollow  sigh. 

Now  wave,  ye  banners  of  many  a  fight  t 
As  the  fresh  wind  o'er  you  sweeps ; 

The  vnnd  and  the  banners  fall  hushed  as  night, 
The  Campeador— he  sleeps  I 

Sound  the  battle-horn  on  the  breeze  of  mom, 
And  swell  out  the  trumpet's  blast, 

Till  the  notes  prevail  o'er  the  voice  of  wail, 
For  the  noble  Cid  hath  passed ! 


THE  CID'S  FUNERAL  PROCESSION. 

Tbe  Moor  had  beleaguered  Valencia's  towers. 
And  lances  gleamed  up  through  herdtron-bowers, 
And  the  tents  of  the  desert  had  girt  her  plain, 
And.  camels  were  trampling  the  vines  of  Spain ; 
For  the  Cid  was  gone  to  rest 

There  were  men  from  vrilds  where  the  death-wind 
>     sweeps, 

There  were  spears  from  hills  where  the  lion  sleeps, 
There  were  bows  from  sands  where  the  ostrich  runs. 
For  the  shrill  hoin  of  Afiric  had  called  her  eons 
To  the  battles  of  the  West 

Tne  midnight  bell,  o'er  the  dim  seas  heard 
Like  the  roar  of  waters,  the  air  had  stirred ; 
The  stars  were  shining  o'er  tower  and  wave, 
Ami  the  camp  lay  hushed,  as  a  wizard^  cave ; 
But  the  Christians  woke  that  night 

Thuy  reared  the  Cid  on  his  barbed  steed. 
Like  a  warrior  maiied  for  the  hour  of  need, 
And  they  fixed  the  sword  in  the  cold  right  hand, 
Which  had  fought  so  well  for  his  fathers'  land. 

And  the  shield  from  his  neck  hung  bright 

There  was  arming  heard  in  Valencia's  halls. 
There  was  vigil  kept  on  the  rampart  walls ; 
Stark  had  not  faded,  nor  clouds  turned  red, 
Whf^n  the  knights  had  girded  the  nobk  dead. 
And  the  burial-train  moved  out 


With  a  measured  pace,  as  the  pace  of  one, 
Was  the  still  death-march  of  the  host  begun; 
With  a  silent  step  went  the  cuirassed  bands. 
Like  a  lion's  tread  on  the  burning  sands, 
And  they  gave  no  battle  shout. 

When  the  first  went  forth  it  was  midnight  deep, 
In  heaven  was  the  moon,  in  the  camp  was  sleep. 
When  the  last  through  the  city's  gates  had  gone, 
O'er  tent  and  rampart  the  bright  day  shone. 
With  a  sun-burst  from  the  sea. 

There  were  knights  five  hundred  went  armed  befi>r6^ 
And  Bermudez  the  Old's  green  standard  bore  ;(6) 
To  its  last  fair  field,  with  the  break  of  mom. 
Was  the  glorious  banner  in  silence  home, 
On  the  glad  wind  streaming  free. 

And  the  Campeador  came  stately  then, 
Like  a  leader  circled  with  steel-clad  men ! 
The  helmet  was  down  o'er  the  face  of  the  dead; 
But  his  steed  went  proud,  by  a  warrior  led, 
For  he  knew  that  the  Cid  was  there. 

He  was  there,  the  Cid,  with  his  own  good  sword, 
And  Ximena  following  her  noble  lord ; 
Her  eye  was  solemn,  her  step  was  slow, 
But  there  rose  not  a  sound  of  war  or  wo, 
Not  a  whisper  on  the  air. 

The  halls  in  Valencia  were  stUl  and  lone,       , 
The  churches  were  empty,  the  masses  done ; 
There  was  not  a  voice  through  the  wide  streets 

fai. 
Not  a  foot-fall  heard  in  the  Alcazar, 

— So  the  burial-train  moved  out. 

# 

With  a  measured  pace,  as  the  pace  of  one. 
Was  the  still  death-march  of  the  host  begun; 
With  a  silent  step  went  the  cuirassed  bands, 
Like  a  lion's  tread  on  the  burning  sands ; 
— And  they  gave  no  battle-shout 

But  the  deep  hills  pealed  with  a  cry  ere  long, 
When  the  Christians  bunt  on  the  Paynim  throng. 
With  a  sudden  fiash  of  the  lance  and  spear, 
And  a  charge  of  the  war-steed  in  full  career, 
It  was  Alvar  Fanez  came  !(7) 

He  that  was  wrapt  with  no  funeral  shroud, 
Had  passed  before  like  a  threatening  dood  I 
And  the  storm  rushed  down  on  the  tented  plain. 
And  the  Archer-GtueenXS)  with  her  bands  lay 
slain. 
For  the  Cid  upheld  his  fiune. 

Then  a  terror  fell  on  the  King  Bucar, 
And  the  Lybian  kings  who  had  joined  bis  war; 
And  their  hearts  grew  heavy,  and  died  away, 
And  their  hands  could  not  widd  an  aen(ay» 
For  the  dreadful  things  they  sawi 


Digiti 


ized  by  Google 


BONGS  OP  THE  CID. 


$S9 


For  it  teemed  when  Minaya  hU  oniet  made, 
There  were  seventy  thousand  knights  arrayed, 
All  white  as  the  snow  on  Nevada's  sleep, 
And  they  came  hke  the  foam  of  a  roaring  deep ; 
— 'T  was  a  ught  of  fear  and  awe ! 

And  the  crested  form  of  a  warrior  tall, 
With  a  sword  of  fire,  went  before  them  all ; 
With  a  sword  of  fire,  and  a  lianner  pale^ 
And  a  blood-red  cross  on  bis  shsilowy  maU, 
He  rode  in  the  battle's  van ! 

There  was  tear  in  the  path  of  his  dim  while  horse, 
There  was  death  in  the  Giant-warrior's  course ! 
Where  hit  banner  streamed  with  its  ghostly  light. 
Where  hit  sword  blazed  out,  there  was  hurrying 
flight, 
For  it  seemed  not  the  sword  of  man  \ 

The  field  and  the  river  grew  darkly  red, 
As  the  kings  and  the  leaders  of  Afrie  fied ; 
There  was  work  for  the  men  of  the  Cid  that  day  1 
*-They  were  weary  at  eve,  when  they  ceased  to 
slay. 
As  reapers  whose  task  u  done  1 

The  kings  and  the  leaders  of  Afric  fled  I 
The  sails  of  their  galleys  in  haste  were  spread ; 
But  the  sea  had  its  share  of  the  Paynim-slain, 
And  the  bow  of  the  desert  was  broke  in  Spain ; 
—So  the  Cid  to  hit  grave  passed  on  I 


THE  GliyS  RISING. 

'T  WAS  the  deep  mid-watch  of  the  silent  night, 

And  Leon  in  slumber  lay. 
When  a  sound  went  forth,  in  rushing  night, 
Dke  an  army  on  its  way  1(9) 
In  the  stillness  of  the  hour, 
When  the  dreams  of  sleep  have  power, 
And  men  foiget  the  day. 

Thfough  the  dark  and  lonely  streets  it  went, 

Till  the  slomberen  woke  in  dread ; 
The  sound  of  a  ptssing  armament. 
With  the  charger's  stony  tread. 
7*here  was  heard  no  trumpet's  peal, 
But  the  heavy  tramp  of  steel, 
As  a  host's,  to  combat  led. 

Through  the  dark  and  lonely  streets  it  passed, 

And  the  hollow  pavement  rang. 
And  the  towers,  as  with  a  sweeping  blast, 
Rocked  to  the  stormy  clang ! 
Bat  the  march  of  the  viewless  train 
Wsnion  to  a  royal  lane, 
Where  a  priest  his  nightbymn  sang. 


"  That  the  Cid  Ruy  Dies,  the  Campeador, 
Was  there  in  his  ariAs  arrayed ; 
And  that  with  him,  from  the  tomb, 
Had  the  Count  Gonzalez  come, 
With  a  host,  uprisen  to  aid ! 

"  And  they  came  for  the  buried  king  tLat  Jay 

At  rest  in  that  ancient  fane ; 

For  he  must  be  armed  on  the  battle^ay. 

With  them  to  deliver  Spain  1" 

*-Then  the  march  went  sounding  on, 

And  the  Moors,  by  noontide  sun, 

Were  dust  on  Tolosa's  plain. 


NOTES. 

Note  1,  page  197,  col.  1. 

Bivar,  the  supposed  birth-place  of  the  Cid,  was 
a  castle,  about  two  leagues  from  Burgos. 

Note  S,  page  197,  col.  1. 

Tomaba  la  cabeza,  e  estabalos  catando: 
Yio  puertas  abiertas,  e  uzos  sin  canadot, 
Ab^andaras  vadas,  sin  pielles  e  sin  mactos: 
E  sin  falcones,  e  sin  adtores  mudados. 
Sospird  mio  Cid.  Poem  qf  the  CHd, 

Note  3,  page  197,  col.  3. 

The  lambra,  a  Moorish  dance.  When  Valencia 
was  taken  by  the  Cid,  many  of  the  Moorish  fiimi- 
lies  chose  to  remain  there,  and  leside  under  hit 
govemment. 

Note  4,  page  197,  col.  3. 

The  calm  fortitude  of  Ximena  is  firequently 
allndedtointhe] 


Note  5,  page  198,  col.  L 

Banderas  antiguas,  triOes 
De  victorias  un  tiempo  amadas, 
Tromolando  esten  al  viento 
Y  Uoran  aunque  no  hablan,  dice. 
Herder's  translation  of  these  romances  (Dor 
Cid,  nach  Spanischen  Roroanzen  bosungen)  are 
remarkable  for  their  spirit  and  scrupuk>us  fidelity. 

Note  6,  page  198,  col.  9l 

"And  while  they  stood  there,  they  saw  the  Cm 
Ruy  Dies  coming  up  with  three  hundred  knighte; 
for  he  had  not  been  in  the  battle,  and  they  knew 
his  green  pennon."-^  Soulhei/'e  Chroniele  qf  the 

Note  7,  page  138,  coL  3. 


Then  was  knocking  that  shook  the  marble  floor,       Alvar  Panes  Minayi,  one  of  the  Cid's  most 
And  a  waes  al  the  gate,  which  said-*  .  distinguished  wamon. 
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Notes,  page  198, col.  3. 

Hm  urcher  queoD 

A  Moorish  Amazon,  who^  with  a  band  of  fe- 
male warriora,  aooompanied  King  Bucar  from 
Africa.    Her  arrows  were  lo  unerring,  that  she 
obtained  the  name  of  the  Star  of  archers. 
Una  Mora  muy  gallaida, 
Gran  maestra  en  el  tirar, 


Con  aaetas  del  Aljava, 
De  los  aroos  de  Turquia 
Estiella  era  nombrada, 
Por  la  destrezaque  avia 
En  el  herir  de  la  Kara. 

Note  9.  page  199,  col.  1. 
See  Soathey's  Chronicle  of  the  Cid,  p.  353. 


Ktecotrtnet  oc  Womun. 


ARABELLA  STUART. 

'Thb  Ladt  Arabella,"  as  she  has  been  fre- 
quently entitled,  was  descended  from  Margaret, 
eldest  daughter  of  Henry  Yll.  and  consequently 
allied  by  birth  to  Elizabeth,  as  well  as  James  I. 
This  affinity  to  the  throne  proved  the  misfortune 
of  her  life,  as  the  jealousies  which  it  constantly 
excited  in  her  loyal  relatives,  who  were  anxious  to 
prevent  her  marrying,  shut  her  out  firom  the  en- 
joyment of  that  domestic  happiness  *which  her 
heart  appears  to  have  so  fervently  desired.  By  a 
secret,  but  early  discovered  union  with  William 
Seymour,  son  of  Lord  ^eauchamp,  she  alarmed 
the  cabinet  of  James,  and  the  wedded  lovers  were 
immediately  placed  in  separate  confinement.  From 
this  they  found  means  to  concert  a  romantic  plan 
of  escape ;  and  having  won  over  a  female  attend- 
ant, by  whose  assistance  she  was  disguised  in 
male  attire,  Arabella,  though  faint  from  recent 
sickness  and  suffering,  stole  out  in  the  night,  and 
at  last  reached  an  appointed  spot,  where  a  boat 
and  servants  were  in  waiting.  She  embarked; 
and,  at  break  of  day,  a  French  vessel,  engaged  to 
loceive  her,  was  discovered  and  gained.  As  Sey- 
mour, however,  had  not  yet  arrived,  she  was  de- 
siiDus  that  the  vessel  should  lie  at  anchor  for  him ; 
but  this  wish  was  overruled  by  her  companions, 
who,  contrary  to  her  entreaties,  hdsted  sail, 
*<  which,"  iays  Disraeli,  "occasbned  so  fatal  a 
(erminaUon  to  this  romantic  adventure.  Seymour, 
mdeed,  had  escaped  from  the  Tower ;— -he  reached 
the  wharl^  and  found  his  confidential  man  waiting 
with  a  boat,  and  arrived  at  Lee.  The  time  passed ; 
the  waves  were  rinng;  Arabella  was  not  there; 
but  in  the  distance  he  descried  a  vesBel.  Hmng 
a  fisherman  to  take  him  on  board,  he  discovered, 
lo  his  grief,  or  hailing  it,  that  it  was  not  the 
Finench  ship  charged  with  his  Arabella;  in  despair 
and  confusion  he  found  another  ship  from  New- 
eastle,  which  fur  a  large  sum  altered  its  course, 
and  landed  him  in  Flanders." — Arabella,  mean- 
ItnM,  while  imploring  her  attendants  to  linger,  and 


earnestly  looking  out  for  the  expected  boat  of  het 
husband,  was  overtaken  in  Calais  Roads  by  a 
vessel  in  the  King's  service,  and  brought  back  to 
a  captivity,  under  the  sufifering  of  which  her  mind 
and  constitution  gradually  sank.  "What  passed 
in  that  dreadful  imprisonment,  can  not  perhaps  bt 
recovered  for  authentic  hirtory,— but  enough  if 
known;  that  her  mind  grew  impaired,  that  shf 
finally  lost  hiT  reason,  and,  if  the  duration  of  het 
imprisonment  was  short,  that  it  was  only  termi 
nated  by  her  ieath.  Some  efiusbns,  often  begat 
and  never  ended,  written  and  erased,  incoherent 
and  rational,  yet  remain  among  her  papers." — 
lyiaraelCa  Curiosities  of  LiUrature. The  fol- 
lowing poem,  meant  as  some  record  of  her  fate, 
and  the  imagined  fiuctuations  of  her  thoughts  and 
feeUngs,  is  supposed  to  commence  ddring  the 
time  of  her  fifst  imprisonment,  while  her  mind  was 
yet  buoyed  up  by  the  consciousness  of  Seymour's 
affection,  and  the  cherished  hope  of  eventual  deli- 
verance. 


And  it  noc  love  in  vain, 
Toctnre  enough  without  a  living  tombt 

JByrMk 
Fermoail  si  fln  U  cor  che  balso  tanla 

Pindemanta> 


'TwAs  but  a  dream ! — I  saw  the  stag  leap  fima^ 
Under  the  boughs  where  early  biiUs  were  sing- 
ing, 
I  stood,  overshadowed  by  the  greenwood  tne. 

And  heard,  it  seemed,  a  sudden  bugle  ringing 
Far  through  a  royal  fi>rest:  then  the  fawn 
Shot,  like  a  gleam  of  light, Yrom  grassy  lawn 
To  secret  covert;  and  the  smooth  turf  shook, 
And  lilies  quivered  by  the  glade's  lone  brook. 
And  young  leaves  trembled,  as,  in  fleet  oaner, 
A  princely  band,  with  horn,  and  hound,  andcpear, 
Like  a  rich  masque  swept  forth.    I  saw  the  danc» 
Of  their  white  plumes,  that  bore  a  silveiy  glance 
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Into  the  deep  wood'i  heart;  and  all  paved  by, 
Save  one^l  met  tiie  Mnile  of  one  clear  eye, 
Flashing  out  joy  to  mine. — Yea,  tkou  weit  thera, 
Seymour !  a  soft  wind  blew  the  clustering  hair 
Back  from  thy  gallant  brow,  aa  thou  didst  rein 
Thy  courser,  turning  from  that  goigeous  train, 
And  fling,  methought,  thy  hunting  spear  away, 
And,  lightly  graceful  in  thy  green  array. 
Bound  to  my  side ;  and  we,  that  met  and  parted, 

£wr  in  dread  of  some  darii  watohful  power, 
Won  back  to  chiklbood's  trait,  and,  learlew- 
hearted. 

Blent  the  glad  ftilnees  of  our  thffoghto  thai  hoar, 
Ev'n  like  the  mingllag  of  sweet  streams,  beneath 
Dim  woven  leaves,  and  midst  the  floating  bieath 
Of  hidden  foKit  flowers. 

IL 

T  is  past!— I  wake, 
A  captive,  and  alone,  and  far  from  thee, 
My  love  and  friend !   Yet  fostering  for  thy  sake, 

A  quenchless  hope  of  happiness  to  be ; 
And  feeling  still  my  woman's  spirit  strong, 
In  the  deep  faith  which  lifts  from  earthly  wrong, 
A  heavenward  glance.   I  know,  I  know  our  love, 
Shall  yet  call  gentle  angels  from  above, 
By  its  undying  fervour ;  and  prevail. 
Sending  a  breath,  as  of  the  spring's  flrst  gale, 
Thro'  hearts  now  cold;  and,  raising  its  bright 

face. 
With  a  free  gush  ofsunny  tears  erase 
The  characten  of  anguish ;  in  this  trust 
T  bear,  I  strive,  I  bow  not  to  the  dust, 
That  I  may  bring  thee  back  no  faded  form, 
No  bosom  chilled  and  blighted  by  the  storm, 
But  all  my  youth's  first  treasures,  when  we  meet, 
Alaking  past  sorrow,  by  communion,  sweet 

nL 

And  thou  too  art  in  bonds ! — ^yet  droop  thou  not, 
Oh,  my  beloved  I — ^there  is  one  hopdess  lot. 
But  one,  and  that  not  ours.    Beside  the  dead 
There  sits  the  grief  that  mantles  up  its  head. 
Loathing  the  laughter  and  proud  pomp  of  light, 
When  darkness  from  the  vainly-doting  sight, 
Cofvers  its  beaut«ft]l?(l)  If  Ifaoo  wert  gone 

To  the  grave's  bosom,  with  thy  radiant  brow, — 
(f  thy  deep^thriOing  voice,  with  that  k>w  tone 

Of  earnest  tenderness,  vrfaich  now,  ev'n  now. 
Seems  floating  thro'  my  soul,  wen  music  taken 
For  ever  from  this  world,— oh  t  thus  forsaken. 
Could  I  bear  on  1— thou  HVst,  thou  liv'st,  thou  'it 

mine! 
With  thb  glad  thought  I  make  my  heart  a  shrine. 
And  by  ihe  lamp  which  quenchless  there  shall 

burn, 
8it,  A  kfiie  wtttcher  fta  the  day's  rotom. 
P 


IV. 
And  lo !  the  joy  that  cometh  with  the  menring, 

Brightly  victorious  o'er  the  houn  of  care ! 
I  have  not  watohed  in  vain,  serenely  scorning 

The  wild  and  busy  whispers  of  despair ! 
Thou  hast  sent  tidings  as  of  heaven. — I  wait 

The  hour,  the  sign,  for  blessed  flight  to  thee. 
Oh !  for  the  skylark's  vring  that  seeks  its  mato 

As  a  star  shoots ! — ^but  on  the  breezy  sea 
We  shall  meet  soon. — To  think  of  such  an  hour! 

Will  not  my  heart,  o'erburdened  by  its  bliss. 
Faint  and  give  way  within  me,  as  a  flower 

Bore  down  and  perishing  by  noontide's  ki^? 
Yet  shall  I  fear  that  lot  7— the  perfect  rest, 
The  full  deep  joy  of  dying  on  thy  breast, 
After  long-suffering  won  7    So  rich  a  close 
Too  seldom  crowns  with  peace  aflfection's  woes. 

V.  « 

Sunset ! — I  tell  each  moment^-from  the  skiee 

The  last  red  splendour  floats  along  my  wall, 
Like  a  king's  banner! — Now  it  melts,  it  dieA 

I  see  one  star — I  hear — ^'t  was  not  the  call, 
Th'  expected  voice;  my  quick  heart  throbbed  too 

soon. 

I  must  keep  vigil  till  yon  rising  moon 
Shower  down  less  golden  light   Beneath  her  beam 
Through  my  lone  lattice  poured,  I  sit  and  dream 
Of  summer  lands  afar,  whqre  holy  love^ 
Under  the  vine,  or  in  the  citron-grove. 
May  breathe  from  terror. 

Now  the  night  grows  deep, 
And  silent  as  its  clouds,  and  full  of  sleep. 
I  hear  my  veins  beat — EEarkI  a  bell's  slow  chime, 
My  heart  strikes  with  it— Yet  again — 'tis  time  I 
A  step! — a  voice !— or  but  a  rising  breeie  1 
Hark ! — haste  I — I  come,  to  meet  thee  on  the  seai^ 

VL 
Now  never  more,  oh !  never,  in  the  worth 
Of  ite  pure  cause,  let  sorrowing  love  oo  earth 
Trust  fondly — ^never  more  !•— the  hope  is  crashi^d 
That  lit  my  life,  the  vqjoe  within  me  hushed 
That  spoke  sweet  oracles ,  and  I  return 
To  lay  my  youth,  as  in  a  burial-ttm, 
Where  sunshine  may  not  And  it — All  is  lost  f 
No  tempest  met  our  barks— hm  billow  to«edi 
Yet  were  they  severed,  e'en  as  we  must  be, 
That  so  have  feved,  so  striven  oar  hearts  to  free 
From  their  dos^-ooiling  fate  1   In  vain — in  vain  I 
The  dark  links  meet,  and  elasp  themselves  ttgekk^ 
And  press  out  life. — Upon  the  deck  I  ftood. 
And  a  white  sail  came  gliding  o'er  the  flood. 
Like  some  proud  bird  of  ocean ;  then  mine  eye 
Strained  out,  one  moment  earlier  to  deecir 
The  form  it  Mched  for,  and  the  bairk's  caveer 
Seemed  slow  to  thait  ted  Teaming:  Udnvneai, 
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Fraught  with  oar  foes  I— What  boota  it  to  recall 
Tb«  itiUe,  the  teanl  Onoe  more  a  priaon-wall 
Shut*  the  green  hille  and  woodlands  fiom  my  eight, 
And  joyous  glanoe  of  waters  to  the  light, 
And  thee,  my  Seymour,  thee  1 

I  will  not  sink  I 
Thou,  thou  hast  rent  the  heavy  chain  that  bound 
thee: 
An*!  this  shall  be  my  strength— the  joy  to  think 
That  tl»ou  roayst  wander  with  heaven's  breath 
aibund  thee; 
And  all  the  Uughing  sky!  This  thought  shall  yet 
Shine  o'er  my  heart,  a  radiant  amalet, 
Guarding  it  from  despair.    Thy  bonds  are  broken, 
And  unto  me,  I  know,  thy  true  love's  token 
Shall  one  day  be  deliverance,  though  the  yean 
Lie  dim  between,  o'erhung  with  mists  of  tears. 

m 

My  ftiend,  my  friend !  where  art  thou  1   Day  by 

•day, 
Gliding,  like  some  dark  moumlul  stream,  away, 
My  silent  youth  flows  from  me.  Spring,  the  wfaUe, 

Comes  and  rains  beauty  on  the  kindling  boughs 
Round  hall  and  hamlet;  Summer,  with  her  smile. 

Fills  the  green  forest  ;•— young  hearts  breathe 

their  vows ; 

Brothen  long  parted  meet;  fair  children  rise 

Round  the  glad  board ;  Hope  Uughs  fiom  loving 

eyes: 
All  this  is  in  the  worid  f^Theae  joys  lie  sown. 
The  dew  of  eveiy  path— On  one  alone 
Their  fieshness  may  not  &11— the  stricken  deer, 
Dying  of  thint  with  all  the  watexs  near. 

vni. 

Ye  are  from  dingle  and  fresh  glade,  ye  flowen ! 

By  some  kind  hand  to  cheer  my  dungeon  sent; 
O'er  you  the  oak  shed  down  the  summer  showers, 

And  the  lark's  nest  was  where  your  bright  cups 
bent, 
CSlulvering  to  bresaee  and  raindrop,  like  the  sheen 
Of  twilight  stanL    On  you  Heaven's  eye  hath 


Through  the  leaves,  pouring  its  dark  sultry  blue 

Into  your  glowing  hearts;  the  bee  to  you 

Ha$h  murmured,  and  the  rilL— My  soul  grows 

famt 
With  passionato  yearning,  as  ito  quick  dreams 


IToitr  haunts  by  dell  and  stream,— the  green,  the 

free, 
llie  Ml  of  aU  sweet  sound,— the  shut  fiom  mel 

IX. 
Thepe  wnt  di  swift  bird  nnglng  past  my  eeli—  • 

O  Lew  And  FresdomI  ye  are  lovely  thinipil 
With  jm  tliB  peasant  on^the  hills  may  dwdl, 


And  by  the  streams;  but  I— the  Uood  of  kings, 
A  proud,  unmingUng  Viver,  through  my  veins 
Flows  in  tone  brightness,-— and  iti  gifts  are  chains! 
Kings  1— >I  had  silent  visions  of  deep  bliss. 
Leaving  their  thrones  hi  distant,  and  for  thb 
I  am  cast  under  their  triumphal  car. 
An  insect  to  be  crushed.— Oh  I  Heaven  Is  far, — 
Earth  pitiless! 


Dost  thou  forget  me,  Seymour!    I  am  proved 
So  long,  so  sternly  I  Seymour,  my  beloved  t 
There  are  such  tales  of  holy  marveb  done 
By  strong  affection,  of  deliverance  won 
Through  its  prevailing  power  1   Are  these  thin^i 

Cold 
Till  the  young  weep  with  rapture,  and  the  old 
Wonder,  yet  dare  not  doubt, — and  thou,  oh  I  thoo, 

Dost  thou  forget  me  in  my  hope's  decay  1— 
Thou  canst  not! — ^through  the  silent  nightjoVn  now, 

I,  that  need  prayer  so  much,  awake  and  pray 
Still  firrt  for  thee.— Oh  I  gentle,  gentle  fiiend  I 
How  shall  I  bear  this  anguish  to  the  end  1 

Aid !— comes  there  yet  no  aid  7— the  voice  of  Uood 
Panes  Heaven's  gate,  ev'n  ere  the  crimson  flood 
Sinks  through  the  greensward  I — is  there  not  a  cry, 
From  the  wrung  heart,  of  power,  through  agony, 
To  pieree  the  ck>uds1    Hear,  Merey  1  hear  me  I 

None 
Tliat  bleed  and  weep  beneath  the  smiling  sun, 
Have  heavier  cahse !— yet  hear ! — my  soul  grows 

dariE— 
Who  bean  the  last  shriek  from  the  rfnking  baik. 
On  the  mid  aeas,  and  with  the  storm  alone, 
And  bearing  to  th'  abysa,  unseen,  unknown, 
Its  fieight  of  human  hearts!— th'  o'ermastering 

wave! 
Who  shall  ten  how  it  rushed— «od  none  to  sav«1 

Thou  hast  forsaken  nw !    I  foel,  I  know. 
There  would  be  nseue  if  this  were  not  so. 
Thou'rt  at  the  chase,  thou'rt  at  the  festive  board, 
Thon'rt  where  the  red  wine  Qree  and  high  is  poured, 
Thou'rt  where  the  danoen  meet  I— a  magic  glass 
Is  set  within  my  soul,  and  pioud  shapes  pass. 
Flushing  it  o'er  with  pomp  fiom  bower  and  haU ;— ' 
I  see  one  shadow,  stateliest  there  of  aO,— 
TUnc/^WhatdostfAmiamidstthehrightandfiJr, 
Whispering  light  words,  and  mocking  my  deipairt 
It  is  not  well  oif  theel~-my  love  vras  mon 
Than  fieiy  song  may  breathe,  deeptbougfat  exploit 
And  there  thou  amUest,  while  my  heart  b  dyings 
With  all  ito  blighted  hopes  around  it  lying; 
Ev'n  thou,  on  whom  they  hungtheirlastgreenleaf 
Yet  smile,  smile  on!  too  bright  art  tiMra for  grkT' 


Death!— what,' is  a  death  a  todted  and  I 

thing, 
Guaided  by  swmds  of  fire  1(9)  a  hidden  ^nii^ 
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A  fitbled  fruit,  that  I  ihoaUl  thw  emlura, 
As  if  the  world  within  me  held  no  core  1 
Wheidbie  not  sproad  free  wingii— Heaven,  Hea- 
ven 1  eootrol 
Pheie  thoaghta— «h^  nuh — ^I  look  into  my  lottl 
As  down  a  gui^  and  tremble  at  th'  array 
Of  fieioefiMine  crowding  it!  Give  strength  to  pray, 
So  shall  their  dark  host  pass. 

The  storm  »  slitted. 

Father  in  Heaven!  Thou,  only  thou,  canst  sound 
rhe  heart's  gnat  deep,  with  floods  of  anguish 
tfUed, 

For  human  Kfe  too  fearfully  profinind. 
TheivtiMe,  fergive^  my  Father !  if  Thy  child. 
Rocked  on  its  heaving  darkness,  hath  grown  wild, 
And  linned  in  hei'  despair  I    It'weD  may  be. 
That  Thou  woukbt  lead  my  spirit  back  to  Thee, 
Ey  the  crushed  hope  too  kmg  on  this  world  poured, 
The  stricken  love  which  hath  perchance  adoied 
A  mortal  in  Thy  place  I    Now  let  me  strive 
With  Thy  strong  arm  no  mon !  Foigivey  Unrgbn ! 
Take  me  to  peace ! 

And  peace  at  last  is  nigh* 
A  sign  is  on  my  brow,  a  token  sent 

Th'  overwearied  dust,  from  home :  no  breeae  fiitsby, 
But  calls  me  with  a  strange  sweet  whisper,  blent 

Of  many  mysteries. 

Hark  t  the  warning  tone 
Deepens— 4ts  woid  is  Death, ,  Alone,  alone, 
And  sad  in  youth,  but  chastened,  I  depait, 
Bowing  to  heaven.    Yet,  yet  my  woman's  heart 
Shall  wake  a  spirit  and  a  power  to  bless, 
Ev'n  in  this  hour's  o'enhadowing  fearfulness. 
Thee,  its  iirit  k>vel— ohi  tender  still,  and  tmet 
Be  it  Ibvgotten  if  mine,  anguish  throw 
Drops  from  its  bitter  fountain  on  thy  name, 
Though  but  a  moment 

Now,  with  frunting  frame, 
'With  eottl  jost  lingering  on  the  flight  begun, 
To  bind  fiir  thee  its  last  dim  thoughts  in  one, 
1  bless  theet    Peace  be  on  thy  noble  head, 
ITenis of  brigbl  fiune,  when  I  am  with  the  dead! 
1  bid  this  prayer  survive  me,  and  ntain 
Its  might,  again  to  Ueis  thee,  and  again  1 . 
Tlioa  hast  been  gathered  into  my  dark  &te 
Too  mwh;  too  kmg,  for  my  sake,  desolate 
Hath  been  thine  eiiled  youth ;  but  now  take  back, 
From  dying  hands,  thy  freedom,  and  ratrack 
(After  a  few  kind  tean  for  her  whose  days 
Went  eui  in  dreams  of  thee)  the  sunny  ways 
Of  hope,  and  find  tlioa  happiness!    Yet  send, 
Ev'n  then,  in  rflent  houm  a  thought,  dear  friend ! 
Down  to  my  voieeSess  chamber;  for  thy  love 
Hath  been  to  me  all  gifts  of  eaith  above, 


Though  bought  with  burning  tean !  It  is  the  sting 
Of  death  to  leave  that  vaioly-precbus  thing 
In  thk  cold  worU  I    What  were  it  then,*  if  thou, 
With  thy  fond  eyes,  wert  gazing  on  me  now  1 
Too  keen  a  pang  I — Farewell  I  and  yet  once  mon. 
Farewell ! — the  passbn  of  long  years  I  pour 
Into  that  word :  thou  hear'st  not,— but  the  wo 
And  fervour  of  its  tones  may  one  day  flow 
To  thy  heart's  holy  place;  there  let  them  dwell- 
We  shall  o'ersweep  the  grave  to  meet— Farewell  I 
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Ftel--l'm  a  Oraek,  and  how  dioald  I  fear  daotht 
▲  ilav%  and  whBPttea  ■hould  1 4lraad  my  freadam  I 

I  win  not  Uva  dagmlad.— AirdoiiapaJtM. 


Comb  from  the  woods  with  the  dtren-flowen. 
Come  with  your  lyres  for  the  festal  hours, 
Maids  of  blight  Sdo!  They  came,  and  the  bneae 
Bore  their  sweet  songs  o'er  the  Grecian  seas ;— > 
They  came,  and  Eudora  stood  robed  and  crown- 
ed. 

The  bride  of  the  mom,  with  her  train  areund. 
Jewels  flashed  out  from  her  braided  hair, 
Like  starry  dews  midst  the  roses  then; 
Pearb  on  her  bosom  quivering  shone. 
Heaved  by  her  heart  through  its  goMeDieae; 
But  abrow,  as  those  gems  of  the  ocean  pale, 
Gleamed  from  beneath  her  transparent  veil; 
Changeful  andHaint  was  her  feir  cheek's  hue, 
Tho'  clear  as  a  flower  which  the  light  looks 

through; 

And  the  glanoe  of  her  dark  resplendent  eye, 
For  the  aspect  of  woman  at  times  too  high. 
Lay  floating  in  mists,  which  the  troubled  stream 
Of  the  soul  sent  up  o'er  Its  fervid  beam. 

She  looked  on  the  vine  at  her  father's  deor, 

Like  one  that  is  leaving  his  native  shore ; 

She  hung  o'er  the  myrtle  once  called  her  own. 

As  it  greenly  waved  by  the  threshold  stone; 

She  tumed---«nd  her  mother's  gaze  brought  bade 

Eadh  hue  of  her  childhood's  feded  track. 

Oh  1  hush  the  song,  and  let  her  tean 

Fkw  to  the  dream  of  her  eariy  yieanl 

Holy  and  pure  are  the  drops  that  fall 

When  the  young  br&de  goes  from  her  fether's  hal; 

She  goes  unto  love  yet  untried  and  new. 

She  parts  from  k>ve  which  hath  still  been  true; 


*FliNiiidedonacireoin«aDoa  rdatod  la  die  fleeonl  flnfse 
erihe  CaitaritiBB  of  Llieratnveh  and  ibrmhisptft  ef  a  flflMe 
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Mute  be  the  song  and  the  choral  atraini 

Till  her  ^eart'a  deep  well-apring  la  dear  again  I 

She  wept  on  her  mother'a  fiuthfol  bvtaat, 

Like  a  babe  that  aoba  itaelf  to  rest; 

She  wept — ^yet  laid  her  hand  awhile 

In  Jtu  that  waited  her  dawning  smile, 

Her  soul's  affianced,  nor  cherished  leas 

For  the  gush  of  nature's  tenderness! 

She  lifted  her  graceful  head  at  last— 

The  dioking  swell  of  her  heart  was  past ; 

And  her  lovely  thoughts  firom  their  cells  found 

way 
In  the  sudden  flow  of  a  plaintive  lay  .(3) 


TBS  bride's  farewell. 

Why  do  I  weep?— to  leave  the  vine 

Whose  dusters  o^er  me  bend, — 
The  myrtle— yet,  oh !  call  it  mine  !^ 

The  flowers  I  loved  to  tend. 
A  thousand  thoughts  of  all  things  dear, 

like  shadows  o'er  me  sweep, 
I  leave  my  sunny  childhood  heiv, 

Oh,  therefbte  let  me  weep! 

I  leave  thee,  sister!  we  have  pUyed 

Through  many  a  joyous  hour, 
Whbrs  the  olvery  green  of  the  dive  shade 

Hung  dim  o'er  fount  snd  bower.  ^ 
\ea,  thou  and  I,  by  stream,  by  shoiek 

In  song,  in  prayer,  In  deep, 
Have  been  as  we  may  be  no  more  ■ 

Kind  skter,  let  me  weepi 

I  leave  thee,  father!  Eve's  bright  oioon 

Must  now  light  other  feet,  ^ 

With  the  gathered  grapes,  and  the  lyre  in  tune, 

Thy  homeward  step  to  greet 
Thou  in  whose  vokse,  to  bless  thy  child, 

Lay  tones  of  love  so  deep, 
Whose  e^ie  o'er  all  my  youth  hath  smiled — 

I  leave  thee!  let  me  weep  I 

Mother!  I  leave  thee!  on  thy  breast, 

Pouring  out  joy  and  wo, 
I  have  found  that  hdy  place  of  rest 

Still  changeless,— yet  I  go! 
lips,  that  have  lulled  me  with  your  strain. 

Eyes,  that  have  watched  my  sleep! 
Win  earth  give  bve  Ifte  yours  again  1 

Sweet  mother!  let  me  vreep ! 


And  like  a  dight  young  tree,  that  throws 
The  weight  of  rain  from  its  drooping  boughs, 
On^  mors  she  vrept    But  a  chiingefu]  thing 
k  the  human  heart,  as  a  mountain  spring, 
That  works  ile  way  through  the  tonent^  foam, 
To  the  bright  pod  near  it,  the  lily's  home! 


It  is  Weill— the  doud,  en  her  soul  that  lay. 
Hath  melted  in  glittering  dr(»pB  away. 
Wake  again,  mingle,  sweet  fhite  and  lyiel 
She  turns  to  her  lover,  she  leaves  her  sire. 
Mother!  on  earth  it  must  still  be  so, 
Thou  reaiest  the  k>vely  to  see  them  go! 

They  are  moving  onward,  the  bridd  throng, 
Ye  may  track  their  way  by  the  swells  of  song; 
Ye  may  catch  thro^  the  fbliage  their  white  robes' 

gisan. 
Like  a  swan  midst  the  reeds  of  ashadowy  stream. 
Their  arms  bear  up  gariands,  their  gtiding  tread 
Is  over  the  deep-vdned  viotet's  bed; 
They  have  light  leaves  around  them,  bios  akim 

above. 
An  aMh  for  the  triomph  of  youth  and  kuve! 

a 

Still  and  sweet  was  the  home  that  stood 
In  the  flowering  depths  of  a  Gredan  vrcod. 
With  the  soft  green  light  o'er  its  low  roof  spread. 
As  if  from  the  glow  of  an  emerdd  shed, 
Pouring  through  likne-kaves  that  mingled  on  high, 
Asleep  in  the  silenoe  of  noon's  dear  sky. 
Citrons  amidst  their  dark  .foliage  glowed. 
Making  a  gleam  round  the  lone  abode ; 
Laurels  o'erhung  it,  whose  fidntest  shiver 
Scattered  out  rays  like  a  glaneing  river; 
Stars  of  the  jasmine  its  pillars  crowned, 
Vine-stdks  its  lattice  and  waUs  had  bound, 
And  brightly  befbie  it  a  fountaii^'s  play 
Flung  showers  through  a  tfaidLet  of  glossy  bay, 
To  a  cypress  which  rose  in  that  flashing  rain. 
Like  one  tall  shah  of  some  fidlen  fime. 

And  thither  lanthis  had  brought  his  bride, 
And  the  guests  were  met  by  that  fonntain-side; 
They  Hfled  the  veil  from  Eudora's  face, 
It  smiled  out  sofUy  in  pensive  grace, 
With  lips  of  love,  and  a  brow  serene, 
Meet  for  the  soul  of  the  deep  wood-scene.— 
Bring  wins,  bring  odooni — the  board  is  spread— 
Bring  roses!  a  chaplet  for  every  head  I 
The  wine-cups  foamed,  and  the  rose  was  showered 
On  the  young  and  fair  from  the  worid  embowered, 
The  sun  kwked  not  on  them  in  that  sweet  shade^ 
The  vrinds  amid  seented  boughs  were  laid; 
But  tbSM  came  by  ftoi,  through  soms  wavy  tiee, 
A  sound  afad  a  gleam  of  the  moaning  sea. 

Hnrii!  be skUl!— was  that  no  moss 
Than  the  murmur  from  the  shore? 
Silenoe  I— did  thiok  rain-drops  beat 
On  the  grass  like  tranq)ling  feetl*- 
FUlV  down  the  goblet,  and  draw  the  sword ! 
The  groves  are  fiJ^l  vrith  a  pirate-horde  I 
Through  the  dim  olives  their  sabres  shine  f— 
Now  must  the  red  blood  stream  for  wine  I 
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The  youth  firom  the  banquet  to  hatUe  sprang, 
The  wcNidfl  with  the  ahriek  of  the  maidena  rang ; 
Under  Um  goldenrlruited  boughs 
There  were  flaahing  poniards  and  darkening  brows, 
Footsteps,  o'er  garland  and  lyre  that  fled ; 
And  the  dying  soon  oo  a  grsenswaid  bed. 

Eadora,  Eudora  j  thou  dost  not  fly  1^ 

She  saw  but  Janthis  before  her  lie, 

With  the  blood  from  his  breast  in  a  gushing  flow, 

like  a  child's  large  teats  in  its  hour  of  wo, 

And  a  gathering  film  in  his  lifted  eye, 

That  sought  his  young  bride  out  mournfully. — 

She  knelt  down  beside  him,  her  arms  she  wottnd, 

Like  tendrils,  his  drooping  neck  aiound, 

As  if  the  passion  of  that  fond  grasp 

Might  chain  in  life  with  its  iTy-clasp. 

But  they  tore  her  thenoe  in  her  wild  despair, 

The  sea's  fierce  roreis— they  lefl  Mm  there ; 

They  left  to  the  fountain  a  daik-red  vein, 

And  on  the  wet  violets  a  pile  of  slain, 

A^  a  hush  of  fear  through  the  sommer-grova,— 

8ock»ed  the  triumph  of  youth  and  Joret 

III. 

GkKimy  lay  the  shore  that  night, 
When  the  moon,  with  sleeping  light, 
Bathed  each  purple  Sciote  hill, — 
Gloomy  lay  the  shore,  and  stilL 
O'er  the  wave  no  gay  guitar 
Sent  its  floating  music  far ; 
No  glad  sound  of  dancing  feet 
Woke,  the  stany  hours  to  greet 
But  a  voice  of  mortal  wo. 
In  its  changes  wild  or  k>w» 
Through  the  midnightVi  blue  repose. 
From  the  sea-beat  rocks  arose, 
As  Eudon's  mother  stood 
Oaang  onth'  Egean  flood, 
With  a  fixed  and  straining  eye— 
Oh !  was  the  spoiien'  vessel  nigh 
Yes  1  there,  becalmed  in  silent  sleep, 
Dark  and  alone  on  a  breathless  deep, 
On  a  sea  of  molten  silver  dark. 
Brooding  it  frowned  that  evil  bark  I 
There  its  broad  pennon  a  shadow  cast, 
Moveless  and  black  from  the  tall  still  mast, 
And  the  heavy  sound  of  its  flapping  sail, 
Idly  and  vainly  wooed  the  gale. 
Hushed  was  all  else — had  ocean's  breaA 
Recked  e'en  Eudora  that  hour  to  rest  9 

To  re#?— tbA  veaves  tremble!  what  piercing  cry 
Bunts  firom  the  heart  of  the  ship  on  high? 
20 


What  light  through  the  heavens^  in  a  sudden 

spire, 
ShooU  from  the  deck  upl  Fire !  'tis  fire! 
There  are  wild  fiirms  hurrying  to  and  iko, 
Seen  darkly  olear  on  that  lurid  glow ; 
There  are  shout,  and  signal-gun,  and  csll, 
And  the  dashing  of  water,— but  firuitlcss  all ! 
Man  may  not  letter,  nor  ocean  tame 
The  might  and  wnth  of  the  rushing  flame! 
It  hath  twined  the  mast  like  a  glittering  snake, 
That  oolls  up  a  tree  from  a  dusky  brake; 
it  hath  touched  the  saib,  and  their  canvass  loUs 
Away  firom  its  breath  into  shrivelled  soroUs ; 
It  hath  taken  the  flag's  high  place  in  air, 
And  reddened  the  stare  with  its  wavy  glare. 
And  sent  out  bright  anows,  and  soared  in  glee, 
To  a  burning  mount  midst  the  meonyght  sea. 
Theswimmen  am  phinging  firom  stem  and  prow— 
Eudora,  Eudora !  where,  where  ait  thoul 
The  slave  and  his  master  alike  are  gone.— 
Mother!  who  stands  on  the  deck  ak>ne1 
The  child  of  thy  boeom ! — and  lo  I  a  brand   - 
Blazing  up  high  in  her  lifted  hand  I 
And  her  veil  flung  back,  and  her  free  dark  haur 
Swayed  by  the  flames  as  they  rock  and  flare, 
And  her  firagile  form  to  its  loftiest  height 
DUated,  as  if  by  the  spirit's  might. 
And  her  eye  with  an  eagle-gladness  firaught,— 
Oh !  could  thk  work  be  of  woman  wrought  1 
Yes !  t  was  her  deed !— by  that  haughty  smile 
It  was  her's !— She  hath  kindled  her  funeral  pile ! 
Never  might  shame  on  that  blight  head  be. 
Her  bkiod  was  the  Greek's,  and  hath  made  her 

fine. 

Proudly  she  stands,  like  an  Indian  bride 

On  the  pyre  with  the  holy  dead  beside; 

But  aafariek  firom  her  mother  hatb  caqght  her  MTi 

As  the  flames  to  her  marriage-robe  draw  near. 

And  starting,  she  spreads  her  pale  arms  in  vain 

To  the  form  the^  must  never  infiiU  again. 

One  moment  more,  and  her  hands  are  claspe^ 
Fallen  is  the  torch  they  had  wildly  grasped, 
Her  sinking  knee  unto  Heaven  is  bowed, 
And  her  last  look  raised  through  the  smoke's  dim 

ahroud, 
And  Jier  lips  as  In  prayer  hr  her  pardon  movie— 
Nam  the  n^ht  gathers  o'er  youth  and  love  t^ 
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THE  SWITZER'S  WIFE. 

Werner  SUnffacher,  one  of  the  three  confeder- 
ates of  the  field  of  OraUi,  bad  been  aUrmed  by  the 
envy  with  which  the  Aiutrian  ButifiC  Landen- 
beig,  bad  noticed  the  appearance  of  wealth  and 
comfert  which  distinguished  his  dwelling.  It  was 
not,  howsTer,  until  roused  by  the  entreaties  of  his 
wiifl^  a  woman  who  seems  to  have  been  of  an  he- 
roic spirit,  that  he  was  induced  to  deliberate  with 
his  firiends  upon  the  measures  by  which  Switzer- 
land was  finally  delivered. 


Nor  look  norioDB  rsToilsth  saght; 
fihT»  woiDMi'iqul0(naa  of  Uioqghi; 
And  yec  ftiound  bar  is  A  Hgtn 
Of  Inwixd  nuyesty  and  might— iUl  J,  J. 
•  •  •  •  •  • 

War  Milch  ein  ken  an  nlDen  Dunn  dnickt, 
Dar  iaiin  for  herd  and  hof  mit  fnodsn  Achten. 

WiUMmTtiL 


It  was  the  time  when  children  bound  to  meet 
Their  father's  homeward  step  from  field  or  hill, 

And  when  the  herd's  returning  bells  are  sweet 
In  the  Swiss  Yalleys,  and  the  lakes  grow  still, 

And  the  last  note  of  that  wild  horn  swells  by, 

Which  haunts  the  exile's  heart  with  melody. 

And  lovely  smiled  full  many  an  Alpine  home. 
Touched  vrith  the  crimson  of  the  dying  hour, 

Which  lit  its  low  roof  by  the  torrent's  foam, 
A|id  pierced  its  lattice  thro^  the  vine-hung  bow- 

But  one,  the  loveliest  o'er  the  land  that  rose, 
Then  first  looked  mournful  in  its  green  repose. 

Far  Werner  sat  beneath  the  linden-tree. 
That  sent  its  lulling  whispers  through  his  door, 

Even  as  man  sits  whose  heart  alone  would  be 
With  some  deep  care,  and  thus  can  find  no  more 

Th'  accustomed  joy  in  all  which  evening  brings, 

Gattering  a  housdif^  with  her  quiet  wings. 


His  wife  stood  hushed  before  him,-Hnd,  yet  mild 
In  her  beseeching  mien ; — he  marked  it  not 

The  nlvery  laughter  of  his  bright-haired  child 
Rang  from  the  greensward  round  the  sheltered 
spot, 

But  seemed  unheard ;  until  at  last  the  boy 

Raised  firom  his  heaped  up  flowers  a  glance  of  joy, 

And  met  his  father's  fiioe:  but  then  a  change 
Passed  swiftly  o'er  the  brow  of  infant  glee. 

And  a  quick  senm  of  something  dimly  strange 
Brought  him  from  play  to  stand  beside  the  knee 

Bo  often  climbed,  and  lift  his  loving  eyes 

That  shone  through  clouds  of  sorrowful  surprise. 


Then  the  proud  bosom  of  the  strong  man  shook  ; 

But  tenderly  his  babe's  fair  mother  laid 
Her  hand  on  his,  and  with  a  pleading  look. 
Thro'  tears  half  quiverings  o'er  him  bent,  and 
said,  • 

"  What  grief,  dear  friend,  hath  made  thy  heart  its 

prey, 
That  thou  shouldst  turn  thee  from  our  love  awayl 

''It  is  too  sad  to  see  thee  thus,  my  firiend  I 
Markest  thou  the  wonder  on  thy  boy's  fair  brow, 

Missing  the  smile  ftoro  thinel  Oh!  cheer  thee* 
bend 
To  his  soft  arms,  unseal  thy  thou^rhti  e'en  now  I 

Thou  dost  not  kindly  to  withhold  the  share 

Of  tried  affection  in  thy  secret  care." 

He  looked  up  into  that  svreet  earnest  fiice, 
But  sternly,  mournfully:  not  yet  the  band 

Was  loosened  from  his  soul ;  its  inmost  place 
Not  yet  unveUed  by  love*s  o'ermastering  hand. 

"  Speak  low  I*'  be  cried,  and  pointed  where  on  high 

The  white  Alps  glittered  through  the  solomn  sky: 

''  We  must  speak  few  amidst  our  ancient  hills 
And  their  free  torrents ;  for  the  days  are  come 

When  tyranny  lies  couched  by  forest-riUs, 
And  meets  the  shepherd  in  his  mountain-home. 

Go,  pour  the  wine  of  our  own  grapes  in  fear. 

Keep  silence  by  the  hearth !  its  foes  are  near. 

The  envy  of  the  oppressor's  eye  hath  boon 

Upon  my  heritage.    I  sit  to-night 
Under  my  household  tree,  if  not  serene, 

Yet  with  the  faces  best-beloved  in  sight : 
To-morrow  eve  may  find  me  chained,  and  thee— 
How  can  I  bear  the  boy's  young  smiles  to  seel" 

The  bright  blood  left  that  youthful  mother's  dieek , 
Back  on  the  linden-stem  she  leaned  her  form, 

And  her  lip  trembled,  as  it  strove  to  speak, 
Like  a  fhdl  harp  string,  shaken  by  the  storm. 

'Twas  but  a  moment,  and  the  faintness  passed, 

And  the  free  AJfrnie  spirit  woke  at  last. 

And  she,  that  ever  through  her  home  had  moved 
With  the  meek  thoughtfalnessand  quiet  smile 

Of  woman,  calmly  loving  and  beloved. 
And  timid  in  her  happiness  the  while, 

Stood  brightly  forth,  and  stedfastly,  that  hour, 

Her  dear  glance  kindling  into  sudden  power. 

Ay,  pale  she  stood,  but  with  an  eye  of  light, 
And  took  her  fair  child  to  her  holy  breast. 

And  lifted  her  soft  vMce,  that  gathered  might 
As  it  found  language  :•"  Are  we  thus  oppress- 
edi 

Then  must  we  rise  upon  our  mountain-«od. 

And  man  must  arm,  and  woman  call  on  QodI 


'*  I  know  what  thou  wouldst  do,— and  be  it  dooel 
Thy  soul  is  darkened  with  its  fears  Ion  ma. 
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Tmat  me  to  HeaYen,  my  hiuband  I— this,  thy  too. 
The  bebe*wlioin  I  hmYe  born  thee,  most  be  6ee ! 
And  the  sweet  memory  of  our  pleasant  health 
May  well  give  streogUi— if  aught  be  strong  on 
earth. 

**  Thou  hast  been  fafooding  o'er  the  silent  dread 
Of  my  desponding  tean;  now  lift  once  roore^ 

My  hunter  of  the  hills  I  thy  stately  head, 
And  let  thine  eagle  glanee  my  joy  restore! 

I  can  bear  all,  but  seeing  thee  subdued,— 

Take  to  thee  beck  thine  own  undaunted  mood. 

"  Go  forth  beside  the  waters,  and  ak>ng 

The  chamois-paths,  and  through  the  forests  go ; 

And  tell,  in  burning  words,  thy  tale  of  wrong 
To  the  brave  hearts  that  midst  the  hamlets  glow. 

Gpd  shall  be  with  thee^  my  beloved !— Away ! 

Blece  but  thy  child,  and  leave  me, — ^I  can  pray  I** 

He  sprang  up  like  a  warrior-youth  awaking 
To  clarion-sounds  upon  the  ringing  air ; 

lie  caught  her  to  his  breast,  while  proud  tears 
breaking 
From  his  dark  eyes,  fell  o'er  her  braided  hair, — 

And  "  Worthy  art  thou,"  was  his  joyous  cry, 

*'  That  man  fat  thee  should  gird  himself  to  die. 

"  My  bride,  my^ife,  the  mother  of  my  child ! 

Now  shall  thy  name  be  armour  to  my  heart ; 
And  this  our  land,  by  chains  no  more  defiled, 

Be  taught  of  thee  to  choose  the  better  parti 
I  go — thy  spirit  on  my  words  shall  dwell. 
Thy  gentle  voice  shall  stir  the  Alps— Farewell ! 

And  thus  (hey  parted,  by  the  quiet  lake, 
In  the  clear  stariight :  he,  the  strength  to  rouse 

Of  the  free  hills;  she,  thoughtful  for  his  sake, 
To  rock  her   child  beneath   the  whispering 
boughs  I 

Singing  its  Une,  half-curtained  eyes  to  sleep, 

With  a  low  hymii,  amidst  the  stillness  deep. 


PROPERZIA  ROSSI. 

Propenia  Rossi,  a  celebrated  female  sculptor  of 
Bologna,  possessed  also  of  talents  for  poetry  and 
mnric,  died  in  consequence  of  an  unrequited  at- 
tachment.— A  painting  by  Ducis,  represents  her 
showing  her  last  work,  a  basso-roliovo  of  Ariadne, 
to  a  Roman  Knight,  the  object  of  her  affection, 
who  regards  it  with  indifference. 


^Taa  ms  no  mor^  no  more 

Ofmysoul'taloftygiAsi  An  Uwy  not  vain 
To  qoench  Hs  hsunOiv  thint  for  happliMal 
Han  I  not  lovod,  snd  ittiTan,  and  iUM  to  blDd 
One  inw  hcaitumo  me,  whereon  my  own 
Mlgtalflad  a  reedog-plaoe.  a  home  for  all 
litaidnQfafiBCtiaasI  1  depart, 


Unknown,  thoqgh  Fkmo  go«a  wkh  me;  1  muiik 
TheaanhuokDowa   Yet  it  may  be  that  death 
Shan  give  mj  name  a  power  to  win  such  taan 
Am  wouU  have  made  lUe  pncioua 


I. 

One  dream  of  passion  and  of  beauty  more! 
And  in  its  bright  fulfilment  let  me  pour 
My  soul  away !    Let  earth  retain  a  trace 
Of  that  which  lit  my  being,  though  its  race 
Might  have  been  loflie^  far. — Yet  one  mora  dreautl 
From  my  deep  spirit  one  victorious  gleam 
En  I  depart !    For  thee  alone,  for  thee ! 
May  this  last  work,  this  &rewell  triumph  be, 
Thou,  loved  so  vainly!  I  would  leave  enshriiied 
Something  immortal  of  my  heart  and  mind, 
That  yet  may  speak  to  thee  when  I  am  gone, 
Shaking  thine  inmost  bosom  with  a  tone 
Of  lost  affectiqn ; — something  that  may  prove 
What  she  hath  been,  whose  melancholy  kve 
On  thee  was  lavished ;  silent  pang  and  tear, 
And  fervent  song,  that  gushed  when  none  were 

near, 

And  dream  by  night,  and  weaiy  thought  by  day, 
Stealing  the  brightness  from  her  life  away,-— 

While  thou Awake!  not  yet  within  me  die^ 

Under  the  burden  and  the  agony 

Of  this  vain  tenderness, — my  spirit,  wake 

Ev'n  for  thy  sorrowful  affection*8  sake, 

Live !  in  thy  work  breathe  out  I— that  he  may  yet, 

Feeling  sad  mastery  there,  |)erchance  regret 

Thine  unrequited  giit. 

II. 

It  comes, — the  power 
Within  me  bom,  flows  back  *,  my  fruitless  dower 
That  could  not  win  me  love.    Yet  once  again 
I  greet  it  proudly,  with  its  rushing  train 
Of  glorious  images  :~they  throng-— they  j 
A  sudden  joy  lights  up  my  loneliness,— 
I  shall  not  perish  all! 

The  bright  work  grows 
Beneath  my  hand,  unfolding,  as  a  rose, 
Leaf  after  leaf,  to  beauty;  line  by  line, 
I  fix  my  thought,  heart,  soul,  to  burn,  to  shine, 
Through  the  pale  marble's  veins.    It  grows — and 

now 
I  give  my  own  life's  history  to  thy  brow. 
Forsaken  AiUulne  I  thou  shalt  wear 
My  form,  my  lineaments;  but  oh!  more  fair, 
Touched  into  lovelier  being  by  the  glow 

Whbh  in  me  dwells,  as  by  the  summer-lighi 
AH  things  are  glorified.    From  thee  my  wo 

Shall  yet  look  beautiful  to  meet  his  siglit, 
When  I  am  passed  away.    Thou  art  the  mould. 
Wherein  I  pour  the  fervent  thoughts,  th'  mitold. 
The  self-consuming !   Speak  to  him  of  me, 
Thou,  the  deserted  by  the  bnely  sea. 
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With  the  foft  ndnem  of  tbine  euneit  eye, 

Speak  to  him,  fern  one!  deeply,  moumfally, 

Of  all  my  love  and  grief!   Oh !  could  I  throw 

Into  thy  frame  a  Toioe,  a  sweet  and  low, 

And  thrilling  voice  of  longi  when  he  came  nigh,' 

To  tend  the  paasion  of  its  melody 

Through  his  pieroed  bosom— on  its  tones  to  bear, 

My  life's  deep  feeling,  as  the  southern  air 

WaAs  the  faint  myrtle's  breath,— to  rise,  to  swell, 

To  fink  away  in  accents  of  farewell. 

Winning  but  one,  one  gush  of  tears,  whose  flow 

Sorely  my  parted  aplrit.yet  might  know 

If  k>ve  be  strong  as  death  I 

III. 

Now  fair  thou  art, 
Thou  form,  whose  life  is  of  my  burning  heart  I 
Yet  all  the  vision  that  within  me  wrought, 

It  can  not  make  thee!  Oh!  I  might  have  given 
Birth  to  creations  of  far  nobler  thought, 

I  might  have  kindled  with  the  fire  of  heaven. 
Things  not  of  such  as  die !    But  [  have  been 
Too  moch  alone;  a  heart  whereon  to  lean, 
With  aU  these  deep  affections,  that  o'erfiow 
My  aching  soul,  and  find  no  shore  below; 
An  eye  to  be  my  star,  a  voice  to  bring 
Hope  o'er  my  path,  like  sounds  that  breathe  of 

spring, 
These  are  denied  roe— dreamt  of  still  in  vain,— 
Therefore  my  brief  aspirings  from  the  chain. 
Are  ever  but  as  some  wild  fitful  song, 
Rising  triumphantly,  to  die  ere  long 
In  dirge-like  echoes. 

IV. 

Yet  the  world  will  see 
little  of  this,  my  parting  work,  in  thee. 

Thou  shalt  have  fame!  Oh,  mockery!  give  the 
reed 
From  storms  a  shelter,  give  the  drooping  vine 
Something  round  which  its  tendrils  may  entwine, — 

Give  the  parohed  flower  a  rain-drop,  and  the 
meed 
Of  love's  kind  words  to  woman !  Worthless  fame ! 
That  in  his  bosom  wins  not  for  my  name 
Tb'  abiding-place  it  asked  1    Yet  how  my  heart, 
In  its  own  fairy  world  of  song  and  art, 
Once  beat  for  praise !— Are  those  high  longings 

o'erl 
That  which  I  have  been  can  I  be  no  morel 
Never,  oh  I  never  more;  though  still  thy  skj 
Be  blue  as  then,  my  glorious  Italy  I 
And  though  the  music,  whose  rich  breathings  fill 
Thine  air  with  soul,  be  wandering  past  me  still, 
And  though  the  mantle  of  thy  sunlight  streams, 
UncbangMi  on  forms^  instind  with  poet-dreams; 


Never,  oh !  never  more  I    Where'er  I  moi9% 
The  shadow  of  this  brokMi-hearted  love 
Is  on  me  and  around  I    Too  well  the}f  know, 
Whose  lift  is  all  within,  too  soon  and  well. 
When  there  the  blight  hath  settled;— but  I  go 

Under  the  silent  wings  of  peace  to  dwell ; 
From  the  slow  wasting,  from  the  lonely  pain. 
The  inward  boming  of  those  woids— ''t'n  vain," 
Seared  on  the  heait^I  go.  'T  will  soon  be  past 
Sunshine,  and  soq^  and  bright  lulian  heaven, 
And  thon,  oh  I  thou,  on  whom  my  spirit  cast 
Unvalned  wealth,— *who  knowest  not  what  wm 

given 
In  that  devotedness, — the  sad,  and  deep. 
And  nnrepald— farewell !    If  I  could  weep 
Once,  only  once,  beloved  one !  on  thy  breas^ 
Pouring  my  heart  forth  ere  I  Mnk  to  rest  I 
Bqt  that  were  happiness,  and  unto  me 
Earth's  gift  it  fame.    Yet  I  was  formed  to  be 
So  richly  blest !    With  thee  to  watch  the  sky 
Speaking  not,  feeling  but  that  thou  wert  nigh; 
With  thee  to  listen,  while  the  tones  of  song 
Swept  ev'n  as  part  of  our  sweet  air  along, 
To  listen  silently ; — ^with  thee  to  gaze 
On  forms,  the  deified  of  olden  days, 
This  had  been  joy  enough ; — and  hour  by  hour, 
From  its  glad  well-springs  drinking  life  and  powei^ 
How  had  my  spirit  soared,  and  a»de  its  fimie 
A  gk>ry  for  thy  brow  I — Dreams,  dreams ! — ^tha 
fire 
Bums  faint  within  me.    Yet  I  leave  my  name- 
As  a  deep  thrill  may  linger  on  the  lyre 
When  its  full  chords  an  hushed — awhile  to  livia^ 
And  one  day  haply  in  thy  heart  revive 
Sad  thoughts  of  me :— I  leave  it,  with  a  sound, 
A  speH  o'er  memory,  mournfully  profound, 
I  leave  it,  on  my  country's  air  to  dwell, — 
Say  proudly  yet— '*T  wot  Aer**  tsAo  Uned  me 

weur 


QERTRUDB,  \ 

OR  FIDBtlTY  TILL  DBATH. 

The  Baron  Von  Der  Wart,  accused,  though  it 
is  believed  unjustly,  as  an  accomplice  in  the  assas- 
sination of  the  Emperor  Albert,  was  bound  alive 
on  the  wheel,  and  attended  by  his  wife  Gertrude, 
throughout  his  last  agonizing  houn,  with  the  most 
heroic  devotedness.  Her  own  sufferings,  with 
those  of  her  unfortunate  husband,  are  most  affoct* 
ingly  described  in  a  letter  which  she  afterwards  ad- 
dressed to  a  female  friend,  and  which  was  publish- 
ed some  yean  ago,  at  Haarlem,  in  a  book  entitled 
Gertrude  Von  Der  Wart  or  Fidelity  unto  Death. 
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Dtilc  Vmvn  our  Ate, 


But  Dochtni^  till  thai  laiMl  agon/ 

Wbtch  nven  th«e  ftom  aatuv^  il 

This  fixed  and  aacreil  hold.    In  th  j  dark  priaon-house^ 

In  the  terrific  face  of  armed  law, 

\ea,  OB  tliB  acaflUdl,  If  It  OBedi  moM  hi, 

InefarwUlf 


Beb  hands  were  cIsBped,  her  dark  eyes  railed, 

The  breeze  threw  twck  her  hair ; 
Up  to  the  fearfal  wheel  she  gaied^ 

All  that  ehe  loved  was  them. 
The  lught  was  roand  her  dear  and  eold. 

The  holy  heaven  above. 
Us  pale  Stan  watching  to  behold 

The  might  of  earU4]r  kyve. 

"  And  bid  me  not  depart,"  she  cried, 

**  My  Rudolph,  say  not  so ! 
Thb  is  no  time  to  quit  thy  side, 

Peace,  peace !  I  can  ntot  go. 
Haih  the  world  aught  for  me  to  fear, 

When  death  is  on  thy  browl 
The  worki!  whal  means  it  1— mine  is  Aers— 

I  will  not  leave  thee  now. 

"  I  have  been  with  thee  in  thine  hoar  ^ 

Ofglory  and  of  bliss; 
Doobt  not  its  memoiy's  Kviqg  power 

To  strengthen  me  through  this! 
And  thou,  mine  honooced  k>ve  and  tme 

Bear  on,  bear  nobly  onl 
We  have  the  blessed  heaven  in  view. 

Whose  rest  shall  soon  be  won." 

And  were  not  these  high  words  to  flow 

From  woman's  breaking  heart  1 
Through  all  that  night  of  blttereflt  wo 

She  bore  her  k)fty  part; 
Bot  oh  I  with  such  a  glanng  ey^ 

With  such  a  curdling  cheeks 
Love^  love!  of  mortal  agony. 

Thou,  only  lAou  shoddst  speak! 

The  wind  rose  high,— bat  with  it  rose 

Her  voue,  that  be  might  hear: 
Perchance  that  dark  hoar  brought  repose 

To  happy  bosoms  near; 
While  she  sat  striving  with  despair 

Beside  his  tortured  form, 
And  pouring  her  deep  soul  in  prayer 

Forth  on  the  rushing  storm. 

She  wiped  Oe  deattnlaqipe  ftom  Us  hraw. 

With  her  pale  hands  and  soft. 
Whose  touch  upon  the  lute-chords  few. 

Had  stilled  his  heart  so  oft. 
80* 


She  spra&d  her  mantle  o^er  his  I 
She  bathed  his  lips  with  dew, 

And  on  hb  cheeks  such  kisses  pfeassd 
As  hope  and  joy  ne'er  knew. 

Oh !  lovely  are  ye,  Love  and  Faith, 

Enduring  to  the  last ! 
She  had  her  meed^ne  smile  in  death— 

And  his  worn  spirit  passed. 
While  even  as  o'er  a  martyr's  grave 

She  knelt  on  that  sad  spot, 
And,  weeping,  blessed  the  GiA  who  gave 

Strength  to  forsake  it  not  I 


IMELDA. 


Tbe  yoong  ibtgoi  the  benoB  they  had  leant, 
▲id  loved  when  they  ahoidd  h«a^.|lks  ibea^  Iiaaida  i(r 
lita^,aPMsi« 
ftfls  k  beOa  Donna,  •  par  dN  dwB»«»3bee«k 


We  have  the  myrtle's  breath  around  us  here, 

Amidst  the  fitUen  pillars;— this  hath  been 
Some  Naiad's  fane  of  old.    How  brightly  clear, 

FOnging  a  Tein  of  silver  o'er  the  scene, 
Up  through  the  shadowy  grass,  the  fountain  weOs, 

And  music  with  it,  gushing  ftom  beneath 
The  ivied  altar!— that  sweet  murmur  telb 

The  rich  wild  flowers  no  tale  of  wo  or  death ; 
Tet  once  the  wave  was  darkened,  and  a  stain 
Lay  deep,  and  heavy  drop*— but  not  of  rain- 
On  the  dim  violets  by  its  marble  bed, 
And  the  pale  shining  water-lily's  head. 

Sad  is  that  legend's  truA.— A  lair  giri  met 

One  whom  she  k>ved,  by  this  kme  tsmpM 
spring, 
Just  as  the  sun  behind  the  pine-grove  eet, 

And  eve's  km  voioe  in  whispers  woke,  to  bring 
AH  wanderers  home.    They  stood,  that  gentle  pair, 

With  the  blue  heaven  of  Itdy  above, 
And  citron-odouTf  dying  on  the  air. 

And  light  leaves  trembling  round,  andeariy  love 
Deep  in  each  breast.— What  recked  Mefr  sous  at 

strife 
Between  their  fathers  1  Unto  them  young  lifo 
Spread  out  the  treasures  ef  its  vernal  years ; 
And  if  they  wept,  they  wept  far  other  tears 
Than  the  oold  world  wrings  forth.    They  #teod, 

thathour. 
Speaking  of  hope,  while  tree^  and  fount,  tad  ^w- 

A»d  staff,  j^  flaamin(g  throogh  the  oyi*"** 

boughs. 
Seemed  holy  things,  asreeords  of  their  towi. 
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,    Bat  change  came  o'er  the  eoene.    A  hwiyiiig 
tread 
Broke  on  the  whiepery  ehedee.    ImekU  knew 
The  footetep  of  her  brother's  wrath,  and  fled 

Up  where  the  eedan  make  yon  avenue 
Dim  with   green   twilight:  pausing  there^  she 

eaogh^— 
Was  it  the  clash  of  swords?— a  swift  dark  thought 
Struck  down  her  lip's  rich  crimson  as  it  passed, 
And  from  her  eye  the  sunny  sparkle  took 
One  moment  with  its  fearfiilneai,  and  shook 

Her  slight  frame  fiercely,  as  a  stormy  blast 
Might  rock  the  rose.    Once  more,  and  yet  once 


She  stilled  her  heart  to  Iisten,~^l  was  o'er; 
Sweet  summer  winds  alone  were  heard  to  sigh, 
Bearing  the  nightingale's  deep  spirit  by. 

That  lught  Imelda's  voice  was  in  the  song, 
Lovely  it  floated  through  the  festive  throng, 
Peopling  her  father's  halls.    That  fatal  night 
Her  eye  looked  sUrry  in  its  dazzling  light, 
And  her  cheek  glowed  with  beauty'v  flushing 

dyes, 
Like  a  rich  doud  of  eve  in  southern  skies, 
A  bummg,  ruby  cloud.    There  were,  whose  gaze 
Followed  her  form  beneath  the  clear  lamp's  blaze, 
And  marvelled  at  its  radiance.    But  a  few 
Beheld  the  brightness  of  that  feverish  hue. 
With  something  of  dim  fear;  an<|  in  that  glance 

Found  strange  and  sudden  tokens  of  unrest, 
Startling  to  meet  amidst  the  mazy  dance. 

Where  thought,  if  present,  an  unbidden  guest, 
Comes  not  unmasked.    Howe'er  this  were,  the 

time 
Sped  as  it  speeds  with  joy,  and  grief,  and  crime 
Alike:  and  when  the  banquet's  hall  was  left 
Unto  its  garlands  of  their  bloom  bereft, 
When  trembling  stars  kwked  silvery  in  their  wane, 
And  heavy  flowers,  yet  slumbered,  once  again 
There  stole  a  footstep,  fleet,  and  light,  and  k>ne, 
Through  the  dim  cedar  shade ;  the  step  of  one 
That  started  at  a  leaf,  of  one  that  fled. 
Of  one  that  panted  with  some  secret  dread : — 
What  did  Imelda  there  1  She  sought  the  scene 
Where   love  so  late  with  youth  and  hope  had 

been; 
Bodings  were  on  her  soul — a  shuddering  thrill 
Ran  through  each  vdn,  when  firrt  the  Naiad's 

riU 
Met  her  with  melody— sweet  sounds  and  low ; 
We  hear  them  yet,  they  live  along  its  flow—* 
Her  voice  is  nwafi  lost  I  The  fountain-side 
She  glined — the  wave  flashed  forth — 't  was  darkly 

dyed 
iC'eh  an  irom  warriof^hearts ;  and  on  its  edge, 
Amid<i^  tne  Um,  and  flowen,  and  moss-tufts 

41*0 


There  lay,  as  lulled  by  stream  and  rustling  sedge^ 

A  youth,  a  gncefol  youth.    " Ohl  dost  thoo 
deepi 
Ano!"  she  cried,  *<  my  Abo  I  bthlsreBtr 
But  then  her  low  tones  fUtered :— "  On  thy  breast 
Is  the  stain,— yes,  'tis  bkwd!— and  that  cold 
I        cheek- 
That  movdeas  lip!— thoa  dost  not  ilumberT— 

speak. 

Speak,  Azzo,  my  beloved !— no  sound— no  breath! 
What  hath  come  thus  between  our  spirits'?— Death  t 
Death t— I  but  dnan>— I  dream!"— and  there  sho 

stood, 

A  ftdnt,  frail  trembler,  gaang  first  on  blood. 
With  her  fiur  arm  around  yon  cypress  thrown. 
Her  form  sustained  by  that  dark  stem  alone, 
And  fiuling  ftst,  like  spell-etruck  maid  of  old, 
Into  white  waves  dissolving,  clear  and  cold ; 
When  iiom  the  grass  lier  dimmed  eye  caught « 

gleam— 
'Twas  where  a  sword  lay  shivered  by  the  stream,—? 
Her  brother's  sword  I— she  knew  it;  and  she  knew 
'Twas  with  a  venorood  point  that  weapon  slew  I 
Wo  for  young  love !  But  k>ve  is  strong.    Theze 

came 
Strength  upon  woman's  fragile  heart  and  frame. 
There  came  swift  courage !  On  the  dewy  ground 
She  knelt,  vrith  all  her  dark  hair  floating  round, 
Like  a  kng  silken  stole ;  she  knelt,  and  pressed 
Her  Hps  of  glowing  Kfe  to  Azzo's  breast. 
Drawing  the  poison  forth.    A  strange,  sad  sight ! 
Pale  death,  and  fearless  love,  and  solemn  night  1— 
So  the  moon  saw  them  last 

The  mom  came  flinging 

Through  the  green  forest  of  the  Appenines, 
With  all  her  joyous  birds  their  free  flight  swinging, 

And  steps  and  voices  out  among  the  vines. 
What  found  that  day-spring  here  ?  Two  fair  fynm 

laid 
Like  sculptured  sleepers;  from  the  myrtle  shade 
Casting  a  gleam  of  beauty  o'er  the  wave. 
Still,  mourMul,  sweet    Were  such  things  for  tb« 

gravel 
Could  it  be  so  indeed  1  That  radiant  girl. 
Decked  as  for  bridal  hours!— long  braids  of  peail 
Amidst  her  shadowy  locks  were  faintly  shining^ 

As  tears  might  shine,  with  melancholy  light; 
And  there  was  gold  her  slender  waist  entwining; 

And  her  pale  graceful  arms— how  sadly  bright! 
And  fiery  gems  upon  her  breast  were  lying, 
And  round  her  marble  brow  red  roses  dying. — 
But  she  died  first!— the  violet's  hue  had  spread 

O'er  her  sweet  eye-lids  with  repose  oppressed, 
She  had  bowed  heavily  her  gentle  head, 

And,  oil  the  youth's  hushed  bosom,  sunk  to  lesL 
So  slept  they  well!— the  poison's  work  wm  done; 
Love  with  true  heart  had  striven— but  Death  hail 
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A  talb  of  ths  woods.* 


DaBeffigBl  nfe dein Kind nirtck  1 
kh  habe  ganown  d«  lidlKhB  Gliifik, 
kh  babe  geksbi  uod  gaUeboL 

WaOetuieln, 


The  woods — oh  I  aolemn  are  the  boundloM  woods 

Of  the  great  Western  World,  when  day  declines, 
And  loader  sounds  the  roll  of  distant  floods, 

More  deep  the  rustling  of  the  ancient  pines ; 
When  dimness  gathers  on  the  stilly  air, 

And  mystery  seems  o'er  every  leaf  to  brood, 
Awful  it  is  for  human  heart  to  bear 

The  might  and  burden  of  the  solitude  I 
Yet,  in  that  hour,  midst  those  green  wastes,  there 

sate    " 
One  young  and  &ir ;  and  oh  I  how  desolate ! 
But  undismayed ;  while  sank  the  crimson  light, 
And  the  high  ocdazs  darkened  with  the  night. 
Alone  she  sate :  though  many  lay  around, 
They,  pale  and  silent  on  the  bloody  ground, 
Were  severed  from  her  need  and  from  her  wo, 

Far  as  Death  severs  Life.    O'er  that  wild  spot 
Combat  had  raged,  and  brought  the  valiant  low, 

And  left  them,  with  the  history  of  their  lot, 
Unto  the  forest  oaks.    A  fearful  scene 
For  her  whose  home  of  other  days  had  been 
Midst  the  fidr  haUs  of  England !  but  the  love 

Which  filled  her  soul  was  strong  to  cast  out  fear, 
And  by  its  might  upborne  all  else  above, 

She  shrank  not— «iarked  not  that  the  dead  were 


Of  him  alone  she  thought,  whose  languid  head 

Faintly  upon  her  wedded  bosom  fell ; 
Memory  of  aught  but  him  on  earth  was  fled, 

While  heavily  she  felt  his  life-blood  well 
Fast  o'er  her  garmenU  forth,  and  vainly  bound 
W'ith  her  torn  robe  and  hair  the  streaming  wound, 
Vet  hoped,  still  hoped ! — Oh !  from  such  hope  how 
long 

Aibction  wooes  the  whispers  that  deceive. 
E'en  when  the  pressure  of  dismay  grows  strong, 

And  we,  that  weep,  watch,  tremble,  ne'er  believe 
The  blow  indeed  can  fiUl  1  So  bowed  she  there. 
Over  the  dying,  while  unconscious  prayer 
Filled  all  her  soul.    Now  poured  the  moonlight 

down, 

Veining  the  pine-stems  through  the  foliage  brown, 
And  fire-flies,  kindling  up  the  leafy-plaoe, 
Cast  fitful  radiance  o^er  the  warrior's  face, 


>  FoondBd  on  inddeols  reblod  In  aa  Amarican  work, 
■  of 


Whsroby  she  caught  its  changes:  to  her  eye, 
The  eye  that  faded  looked  through  gathering 
haze, 

Whence  kyve,  o'ermastering  mortal  agony. 
Lifted  a  k>ng  deep  melaneholy  gaxe. 

When  voice  was  not:  thai  fiHid  sad  meaning  pas** 


She  knew  the  fulness  of  her  wo  at  last! 
One  shriek  the  forests  heard,^-«nd  mute  she  Is  j. 
And  cold;  yet  clasping  still  the  prsdous  olay 
To  her  scaroe-heaving  breast  O  Love  and  Death! 
Ye  have  sad  meetings  on  this.changeful  earth, 
Many  and  sad  1  but  airs  of  heavenly  breath 
Shall  melt  the  links  which  bind  you,  for  your  birth 
Is  for  apart. 

Now  light,  of  richer  hoe 
Than  the  moon  sheds,  came  flushing  mist  and  dew; 
The  pines  grew  red  with  morning;  fireah  windf 

played, 
Bright-oofeuied  birds  with  splendour  crossed  th« 

shade, 
Flitting  on  flower-like  wings ;  glad  murmms  broko 
From  reed,  and  spray,  and  lea(  the  living  strings 
Of  earth's  Eolian  lyre,  whose  music  woke 
Into  young  life  and  joy  all  happy  things. 
And  she  too  woke  from  that  long  dreamless  trance, 
The  widowed  Eldith :  fearfully  her  glance 
Fell,  as' in  doubt,  on  feces  dark  and  strange, 
And  dusky  forms.    A  sudden  sense  of  change 
Flashed  o'er  her  spirit,  ev'n  as  memory  swept 
The  tide  of  anguish  back  with  thoughts  thai 

slept ; 
Yet  half  instinctively  she  rose,  and  spread 
Her  arms,  as  't  were  for  something  lost  or  fled. 
Then  faintly  sank  again.    The  forest-bough, 
With  all  its  whispers,  waved  not  o'er  her  now,-^ 
Where  was  she?  Midst  the  people  of  the  wild. 

By  the  ted  hunter's  fire :  an  aged  chief, 
Whose  hoDte  looked  sad— for  therein  played  n« 

child— 
Had  borne  her,  in  the  stillness  of  her  grief, 
To  that  lone  cabin  of  the  woods ;  and  there, 
Won  by  a  form  so  desolately  feir. 
Or  touched  with  thoughts  from  some  past  sorrow 

sprung, 
O'er  her  low  couch  an  Indian  matron  hung. 
While  in  grave  silence,  yet  with  earnest  eye. 
The  ancient  warrior  of  the  waste  stood  by. 
Bending  in  watchfulness  his  proud  gray  head, 
And  leaning  on  his  bow. 

And  life  returned, 
Life,  but  vrith  all  its  memories  of  the  dead, 

To  Edith's  heart;  and  well  the  sufferer  leamei: 
Her  task  of  meek  endurance,  well  she  wore 
The  chastened  grief  that  humbly  can  adore. 
Midst  blinding  tears.    But  unto  that  old  pair, 
Ev'n  as  a  breath  of  spring's  awakening  air. 
Her  presence  was;  or  a  sweet  wild  tune 
Bringing  back  tender  thoughts,  which  all  too  moo 
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Depart  ^h  ekildhood.    SiaUj  thej  had  Men 

A  daughter  to  the  land  of  apiriu  fo, 
And  ever  from  that  time  her  fading  mien, 

And  Toiee,  like  winds  of  mminer,  aoft  and  low, 
Had  haunted  their  dim  yean;  but  Gdith'v  ftoe 
Now  looked  in  bolj  sweetneii  fiom  her  plaee, 
And  they  again  aeemed  parents.    Oh !  the  jey  I 
The  rich,  deep  bhwssdnwis    tliough  earth's  alloy, 
Fear,  that  still  bodes,  be  there— of  pouring  Ihrth 
The  heart's  whole  power  of  love,  its  weakb  and 

worth 
Of  strong  afiection,  in  one  healthful  flow. 
On  something  all  its  own ! — that  kindly  glow, 
Which  to  shut  inward  is  oonsuomig  pain, 
Gives  the  glad  soul  its  flowering  time  again, 
When,  ike  the  sunshine,  freed. — And   gentle 


Th'  adopted  Edith  meekly  gave  for  Iheifs 
Who  loved  her  thus :— her  spirit  dwelt,  the  while, 
With  the  departed,  and  her  patient  smile 
Spoke  of  &rewells  to  earth ;— yet  still  she  prayed, 
Ev'n  o'er  her  soldier's  lowly  grave,  for  aid 
One  purposs  to  fulfil,  to  leave  one  trace 
Brightly  recording  that  her  dwelling-plaoe 
Had  been  among  the  vrilds;  for  well  she  knew 
The  secret  whisper  of  her  bosom  tnie, 
Which  warned  her  hence. 

And  now,  by  many  a  word 
Linked  unto  roomeolB  when  the  heart  was  stirred, 
By  the  sweet  rooumiulness  of  many  a  hymn. 
Sung  when  the  woods  at  eve  grew  hushed  and 

dim, 
By  the  persuasion  of  her  fervent  eye, 
All  eloquent  with  chiU-like  piety. 
By  the  still  beauty  of  her  life,  she  strove 
To  vrin  for  heaven,  and  heavon^iom  truth,  the 

love 
Poured  out  on  her  so  freely. — ^Nor  in  vain 
Was  that  soft-breathing  influence  to  enchain 
The  soul  ,in  gentle  bonds:  by  slow  degrees 
Light  followed  on,  as  when  a  summer  bnece 
Parts  die  deep  masses  of  the  forest  shade 
And  lets  the  sunbeam  'through  :—^her  voice  was 

made 
Ev'n  such  a  breeze;  and  she,  a  lowly  guide, 
By  faith  and  sorrow  raised  and  purified. 
So  to  the  Cross  her  Indian  fosterers  led, 
Until  their  pmyere  %ere  one.    When  morning 

spread 
O'er  the  blue  Uke,  and  when  the  nmaef  s  gkiw 
Touched  into  golden  bronze  the  cypress-bough, 
And  when  the  quiet  of  the  Sabbath  tune 
Sank  on  her  heart,  though  no  mekidions  chime 
Wakened  the  witderaess,  their  prayers  were  one. 
•  Now  might  she  pass  in  hope,  her  worit  was  done. 
And  «ne  wot  passing 'from  the  woods  away; 
The  oroken  flower  of  Eaj^d  mi^  not  staj 
Anudst  those  alien  shades;  her  qre  was  bright 
8ir^  yet  with  mn^hijig  of  a  stany  light, 


But  her  fimn  wasted,  and  her  fair  young  cheek 
Wore  oft  and  patiently  a  latal  streak, 
A  rose  whose  root  was  death.    The  parting  sigh 
Of  autumn  through  the  forests  had  gone  by, 
And  the  rich  maple  o'er  her  wanderings  lone 
Its  crimson  leaves  in  many  a  shower  had  strown, 
Flushing  the  air;  and  wintei*s  blast  had  been 
Amidst  the  pines;  and  now  a  softer  green 
Fxiqged  their  dark  boughs ;  for  spring  again  had 


The  sunny  spring!  but  Edith  to  her  home 
Was  journeying  fost.    Alas  1  we  think  it  sad 
To  part  with  Ufo,  when  all  the  earth  looks  glad 
In  her  young  k>vely  things,  when  voices  break 
Into  sweet  sounds,  and  leaves  and  blossoms  wakef 
Is  it  not  brighter  then,  in  that  iar  cfime 
Where  graves  are  not,  nor  blights  of  cfaangeftd 

time, 
Uhere  such  glory  dwtiD  with  passittg  bk)oms, 
Stich  golden  sunshine  rest  around  the  tombs  t 
So  thought  the  dying  one.    'T  was  eariy  day, 
And  sounds  and  odours  with  the  breezes'  play, 
Whispering  of  spring-time,  through  the  oabln- 

door, 
tJnto  her  oouch  life's  farewell  sweetness  bore; 
Then  with  a  look  where  all  her  hope  awoke, 
"  My  fether  T— to  the  gray-haired  chief  she  spok^- 
"Know'st  thou  that  I  depart  1"— "I  know,  1 

know,** 
He  answered  mournfully,  **  that  thou  must  go 
To  thy  beloved,  my  daughter !"— '<  Sorrow  not 
For  me,  kind  motherl"  with  meek  smiks  oaei 

more 
She  murmured  in  low  tones;  *'  one  happy  lot 
Awaits,  us,  friends!  upon  the  better  shore; 
For  we  have  prayed  together  in  one  trust, 
And  lifted  our  fnil  spirits  ttota  the  dust, 
To  God,  who  gave  them.    Lay  me  by  mine  own, 
Under  the  cedar-shade :  where  he  is  gone 
Thither  I  go.    There  will  my  risten  be, 
And  the  dead  parents,  lisping  at  whose  knee 
My  childhood's  prayer  was  learned,— Che  SavioQi^ 

prayer 
Wluch  now  ye  know,— and  I  shall  meet  yon 

there. 
Father,  and  gentle  mother  I— ye  have  bound 
The  bruised  reed,  and  meroy  shall  be  found 
By  Mercy's  children."— From  the  matron's  eye, 
Dropped  tears,  her  sole  and  passionate  reply; 
But  Edith  felt  them  not;  for  now  a  sleep. 
Solemnly  beautiful,  a  stillness  deep. 
Fell  on  her  settled  face.    Then,  sad  and  slow. 
And  mantling  up  his  stately  head  in  wo, 
"  Thou  ^  passing  hence,"  he  sang,  that  waxrkv 

okl. 
In  sounds  fike  those  by  plaintive  waters  rolfed. 

'  Thou  "rt  pasttng  tnm  the  lake's  green  nde^    • 
And  the  hunter's  hearth  awaf  * 
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For  the  thne  of  flowen,  for  the  rammer's  piida, 
Daoghter  I  thtm  cantt  not  sUy. 

Thou  'rt  joumeyii^  to  thy  spiiit'o  boiM, 

Where  the  skiat  ue  ever  dear; 
The  eorn-moDth'e  goUen  hours  wiUoooM^ 

Bat  they  shall  Bot  find  thee  hoie. 

And  we  shall  miss  thy  voice,  my  lord  I 

Under  our  whispering  pine ; 
Music  shall  midst  the  leaves  be  heard, 

But  not  a  song  like  thine. 

A  breeze  that  roves  o*er  stream  and  hill, 

Tdling  of  winter  gone, 
Uath  such  sweet  falls— yet  caught  we  stOI 

A  farewell  in  its  tone. 

But  thou,  my  bright  one !  thou  shalt  be 

Where  &reweU  soondi  ars  o^er ; 
Thou,  in  the  eyes  thou  kiv'st,  shalt  see 

No  ftar  of  parting  more. 

The  moesy  graye  thy  tears  have  wet, 
And  the  wind's  wild  moanings  by, 

Thou  with  thy  kindred  ahalt  forget. 
Midst  flowen— not  such  as  die. 

.  The  shadow  from  thy  brow  shall  melt, 

The  sorrow  firom  thy  stnun, 
But  where  thine  earthly  smile  hath  dwelt, 
Our  hearts  shall  thirrt  in  vain. 

Dim  will  our  cabin  be,  and  kme. 

When  thou,  its  light,  art  fled; 
Yet  hath  thy  step  the  pathway  shown 

Unto  the  happy  dead. 


And  we  will  foOow  thee,  our  guide! 

And  join  that  shining  band ; 
Thou  'rt  pasnng  from  the  lake^  greed  si 

Go  to  the  better  land!" 


The  song  had  ceased— the  Iiatenen  caught 

breath, 
That  lovely  sleep  had  mehed  Into  death. 


THE  INDIAN  CITY.* 


tasnrt 

Tha  liMit^  bleed  kncMl,  and  tat  hesl  to  wesr 
ThaiisUchdMgmsli. 


I. 
RoTAL  in  splendour  went  down  the  day 
On  the  plain  where  an  Indian  city  lay, 


*  ftama  isk  la  FoibM^  Oxisnlal  Meaobs. 


With  Its  crown  of  domes  o^er  the  fbrest  high, 

Red  as  if  ftwd  in  the  boming  sky, 

And  its  deep  groves  pieroed  by  the  rays  which  raa&k 

A  bright  stream's  way  through  each  long  arcadff, 

Tili  thepillared  Taults  of  the  Banian  stood, 

Like  toteh-Iit  aides  midst  the  solemn  wood. 

And  the  plantain  glittered  vrith  leaves  of  gold, 

As  a  tree  midst  the  genii-gardens  okl, 

And  the  cypress  lifted  a  blazing  s^iire. 

And  the  stems  of  the  cocoas  were  shafts  of  fire 

Many  a  white  pagoda's  gleam 

Slept  lovely  round  upon  lake  and  stream. 

Broken  alone  by  the  btus-flowers^ 

As  they  caught  the  glow  of  the  sun's  last  hours 

Like  rosy  wine  in  their  cups,  and  shed 

Ito  glory  forth  on  their  crystal  bed. 

Many  a  graceful  Hindoo  maid, 

With  the  water-vase  from  the  palmy  shade, 

Came  gliding  light  as  the  desert's  roe, 

Down  marble  steps  to  the  tanks  below ; 

And  a  cool  sweet  plashing  was  ever  heard. 

As  the  nkolten  glass  of  the  wave  was  stirred; 

And  a  murmur,  thrilling  the  scented  air, 

Told  where  the  Bramin  bowed  in  prayer. 

There  wandered  a  noble  Moslem  boy 
Through  the  scene  of  beauty  in  breathless  j^y ; 
He  gazed  where  the  stately  dty  rose 
Like  a  pageant  of  clouds  in  ite  red  repose ; 
He  turned  where  birds  through  the  goigeous  gloom 
Of  the  woods  went  glancing  on  starry  plume ; 
He  tracked  the  brink  of  the  shining  lake. 
By  the  tall  canes  feathered  in  tuft  and  brake, 
Till  the  path  he  chose,  in  ite  mazes  wound 
To  the  very  heart  of  the  holy  ground. 

And  there  lay  the  water,  as  if  enshrined 
In  a  rocky  urn  from  the  sun  and  wind, 
Bearing  the  hues  of  the  grove  on  high, 
Far  down  through  ite  dark  still  purity. 
The  flood  beyond,  to  the  fiery  west 
Spread  out  like  a  metal-mirror's  breast, 
But  that  bne  bay,  in  ite  dimness  deep. 
Seemed  made  for  the  swimmer's  joyous  leap. 
For  the  stag  athirst  from  the  noontide  chase, 
For  all  free  things  of  the  wild-wood's  race. 

Like  a  fidoon's  glance  on  the  wide  blue  sky, 
Was  the  kindling  flash  of  the  boy's  glad  eye, 
Like  a  sea-bird's  flight  to  the  foaming  wave, 
Frotn  the  shadowy  bank  was  the  bound  he  gave; 
Dashing  the  spray-drops,  cold  and  white, 
O'er  the  glossy  leaves  in  his  young  delight. 
And  bowing  his  locks  to  the  waten  dear^ 
Alae!  he  dreamt  not  that  fiito  ww  near 

His  mother  looked  from  her  tent  the  while, 
O'er  heaven  and  earm  witn  a  quiet  smile : 
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She,  on  her  wmy  onto  Meoea's  fiiiM, 

Had  ftayed  the  match  of  her  pilgrim-train, 

Calmly  to  Unger  a  few  brief  hoan^ 

In  the  Bramin  city's  glorioua  bowen ; 

For  the  pomp  of  the  foreit,  the  waire's  bright  fall, 

The  red  gold  of  auiiet— «he  loved  them  aU. 

II. 

The  moon  rose  dear  in  the  eplendonr  given 
To  the  deep-Uue  night  of  an  Indian  heaven ; 
The  boy  from  the  high-arched  woode  came  back— 
Oh !  what  had  he  met  in  hie  lonely  track  1 
Theeerpent'flglance,  through  the  tongreedn  bright  7 
The  arrowy  spring  of  the  tiger's  might  1         • 
No  !»yet  as  one  by  a  conflict  worn, 
With  his  graceful  hair  all  soiled  and  torn, 
And  a  gloom  on  the  lids  of  his  darkened  cye,. 
And  a  gash  on  his  bosom — ^he  came  to  die  I 
He  looked  for  the  fiu»  to  his  yoang  heart  sweet, 
And  found  il,  and  sank  at  his  mother's  feet 

**  Speak  to  met— whence  doth  the  swift  Mood  run7 
What  hath  btfaUen  thee,  my  child,  my  son  V 
The  mist  of  doOh  on  his  brow  Uy  pale^ 
But  his  voice  just  lingered  to  breathe  the  tale, 
Murmuring  fkintlv  of  wrongs  and  scorn. 
And  wounds  from  the  children  of  Brahma  bom : 
This  was  the  doom  for  a  Moslem  found 
With  feot  profane  on  their  holy  ground, 
This  was  for  suliymg  the  pure  waves  free 
(Into  them  alone— t  was  their  Qod's  decree. 

A  change  came  o'er  his  wandering  look— 

The  mother  shrieked  not  then,  nor  shook : 

Breathless  she  knelt  in  her  son's  young  bloo^, 

Rending  her  mantle  to  staunch  its  flood ; 

But  it  rushed  like  a  river  which  none  may  stay, 

Bearing  a  flower  to  the  deep  away. 

That  which  our  k>ve  to  the  earth  would  chain, 

Fearfully  striving  with  Heaven  in  vain. 

That  which  fedei  from  us,  while  yet  we  hold. 

Clasped  to  our  bosoms,  its  mortal  mould, 

Was  fleetuig  before  her,  afar  and  fast ; 

One  moment— the  soul  from  the  face  had  pevedl 

Are  then  no  words  for  that  common  wol 
—Ask  of  the  thousands,  its  depth  that  know! 
The  boy  had  breathed,  in  his  dreaming  rest, 
Like  a  k>w-voiced  dove,  on  her  gentle  breast; 
He  had  stood,  when  she  sorrowed,  beside  her  knee, 
Painfully  stilling  his  quick  heart's  glee; 
He  had  kissed  from  her  cheek  the  vridow's  tean, 
With  the  loving  lip  of  his  Infant  years ; 
He  had  smilod  o'er  her  path  like  a  bright  spring- 
day—  V 
Now  in  his  blood  on  the  earth  he  lay  I 
JIficriferecf /— Alas !  and  we  k>ve  so  well 
In  a  world  where  anguish  like  this  can  dwell  I 


She  bowed  down  mutely  o'er  her  dead— 
They  that  stood  round  her  watched  in  dread; 
Thqr  watched— she  knew  not  they  were  bj^- 
Her  soul  sat  veiled  in  its  agony. 
On  the  silent  lip  she  pressed  no  kisi. 
Too  stem  was  the  grasp  of  her  pangs  for  this; 
She  shed  no  tear  as  her  face  bent  low, 
O'er  the  shining  hair  of  the  lifeless  brow; 
She  looked  but  Into  the  half-shut  eye, 
With  a  gaze  that  found  there  no  reply. 
And  shrieking,  mantled  her  head  from  nght, 
And  fen,  strack  down  by  her  sorrow's  might  I 

And  what  deep  change,  what  work  of  power, 
Was  wrought  on  her  secret  soul  that  h^nxl 
How  rose  the  bnely  onel — She  rose 
Like  a  prophetess  from  dark  repose  1 
And  proudly  flung  from  her  feoe  the  veil. 
And  shook  the  hair  firom  1^  forehead  paJe, 
And  'midst  her  wondering  handmai<ls  stood, 
With  the  sudden  glanoe  of  a  danntlets  mood. 
Ay,  lifting  up  to  the  midnight  sky 
A  brow  in  its  regal  passion  high. 
With  a  ckse  and  rigid  grasp  she  pressed 
The  blood-stained  robe  to  her  heaving  breast. 
And  said— "Not  yet— not  yet  I  weep. 
Nor  yet  my  spirit  shall  sink  or  sleep, 
Not  till  yon  city,  in  ruins  rent. 
Be  piled  for  its  victim's  monument 
— Cover  his  dust  1  bear  it  on  before  I 
It  shall  visit  those  temple-gates  onoe  more." 

And  away  in  the  train  of  death  she  tamed. 
The  strength  of  her  step  was  the  heart  that  bumed : 
And  the  Bramin  groves  in  the  starlight  smiled, 
As  the  mother  passed  with  lier  slaughtered  child 

IIL 

Hark !  a  mid  sound  of  the  desert's  horn 
Throc^h  fhe  woods  round  t^  Indian  city  borne, 
A  peal  of  the  cymbal  and  tambour  afar — 
War  I  't  is  the  gath^rii^  of  Moslem  war  I 
The  Bramin  looked  fitom  the  leaguered  towex»-^ 
He  saw  the  wild  archer  araidiit  his  bowen; 
And  the  lake  that  flash'dthn>U(rh  the  planMdnshade 
As  the  light  of  the  lances  ahmg  it  p^ayMl; 
And  the  canes  that  shook  as  if  winds  wer>  Uifh, 
When  the  fiery  steed  of  the  waste  swept  Vr 
And  the  camp  as  it  lay,  like  a  billowy  sea, 
Wkle  round  the  sheltering  Banian  tree. 

There  stood  one  tent  from  tlie  rest  apart— 
That  was  the  place  of  a  wounded  heart 
— OhI  deep  is  a  wounded  heart,  and  strong 
A  voice  that  cries  against  mighty  wrong; 
And  full  of  death  as  a  hot  wind's  blight, 
Doth  the  ire  of  a  crushed  aflection  I^ht 

Malmuna  fWxn  realm  to  realm  had  pMsed, 
And  her  tale  had  vuig  like  a  tnimpel's  blast 
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Theva  had  been  words  from  lier  pde  Upe  poued. 
Each  one  a  apeU  to  unsheftth  the  swonl. 
The  Tartar  had  sprung  from  his  tteed  to  hear, 
And  the  dark  chief  of  Araby  grasped  his  spear, 
Till  a  chain  of  long  knoes  be|;iit  the  wall, 
And  a  vow  was  leoorded  that  doomed  its  UXL 
Back  with  the  dust  of  her  son  she  came, 
When  her  ^roice  had  kindled  that  lightning  flame; 
She  came  in  the  might  of  a  queenly  fi», 
Banner,  and  javelin,  and  bended  bow ; 
But  a  deeper  power  on  her  forehead  sate  — 
T%srs  sought  the  warrior  his  star  of  &to ; 
Her  eye's  wild  flash  through  the  tented  line 
Was  haSed  as  a  spirit  and  a  sign, 
And  the  fainteat  tone  from  her  lip  was  caught, 
As  a  Sybil's  breath  of  prophetic  thought. 

Vain,  bitter  ghiry!— the  gift  of  grie^ 
That  Ughto  up  vengeance  to  find  relief 
Transient  and  ftithlesl— it  can  not  fill 
So  the  deep  mU  of  the  heart,  nor  still 
The  yearning  left  by  a  broken  tie, 
That  haunted  frrer  of  which  we  diel 

Sickening  she  turned  from  her  sad  renown, 
As  a  king  in  death  might  reject  his  crown ; 
Slowly  the  strength  of  the  walls  gave  way^ 
She  withered  taster  from  day  to  day. 
All  the  proud  loonds  of  that  bannered  plain. 
To  flUy  the  flight  of  her  soul  were  Tain: 
Like  an  eagle  caged,  it  had  etriven,  and  worn 
The  frail  dust  ne'er  for  such  conflicts  bom, 
Till  the  ban  were  rent,  and  the  hour  was  come 
For  its  fearful  rushing  through  darkness  home. 

The  bright  sun  set  in  hie  pomp  and  pride, 
As  on  that  eve  when  the  fair  boy  died ; 
She  gazed  from  her  couch,  and  a  softnesa  fell 
O'er  her  weary  heart  with  the  day's  farewell ; 
She  apoke,  and  her  voice  in  its  dying  tone 
Had  an  echo  of  feelings  that  long  seemed  flown. 
She  murmured  a  low  sweet  cradle  song, 
Strange  midst  the  din  of  a  warrior  throng, 
A  rong  of  the  time  when  bor  boy's  young  cheek 
Had  glowed  on  her  breast  in  its  slumber  meek; 
But  something  which  breathed  from  that  moumfiil 

strain 
Sent  a  fitftil  gust  o*er  her  soul  again, 
And  starting  as  if  from  a  droam,  aha 
"  Give  him  proud  burial  at  my  side  1 
There,  by  yon  lake,  where  the  palm-boughs  wav«, 
When  the  temples  an  fallen,  make  there  our 

gnve." 

And  the  tomples  fell,  though  the  spirit  passed, 
That  sUyed  not  for  vfctory's  voioe  at  last ; 
When  the  diy  was  won  for  the  martyr-dead. 
For  tlis  brakM  heart,  and  the  bright  blood  abed. 


Through  the  gates  of  the  vanquished  the  Tarttf 

steed 
Bore  in  the  avenger  with  foaming  speed ; 
Free  swept  the  flame  through  the  idol-ianes, 
And  the  streams  glowed  red,  as  from  wanior-veina 
And  the  sword  of  the  Moslem,  Ic^  loose  to  slay 
Like  the  panther  leapt  on  its  flying  prey, 
Till  a  city  of  ruin  begirt  the  shade, 
Where  the  boy  and  his  mother  at  rest  were  laid. 

Palace  and  tower  on  that  plain  were  left. 
Like  fellen  trees  by  the  lightmng  deft ; 
The  wild  vine  mantled  the  stately  square, 
The  Rajah's  throne  was  the  serpent's  lair, 
And  the  jungle  grass  o'er  the  altar  sprung^ 
This  was  the  work  of  one  deep  heart  wrung ! 


THE  PEASANT  GIRL  OP  THE  RHONE. 


— nnn  litetoosplaMlndiewoill 
TUiber  wbm  1m  liet  buriad  I 


TlierB,  then  to  aB  that  alll  remalM  of  hln^ 
That  slogle  spot  to  the  whole  earth  to  ton. 

Coleridg&t  WuOnuUin, 
Atosl  our  young  aflecdons  ran  to  waHe^ « 
Or  water  bat  the  dewt^CIUIrfs  BbltcU, 


There  went  a  warrior's  funeral  throu^  the  night, 
A  waving  of  tall  plumes,  a  ruddy  light 
Of  torohes,  fitfully  and  wildly  thrown 
From  the  high  woods,  along  the  sweeping  Rhons^ 
Far  down  the  watera    Heavily  and  dead, 
Under  the  moaning  trees  the  horse>hoof 's  tread 
In  muffled  sounds  upon  the  greensward  fell, 
As  chieftains  passed ;  and  solenmly  the  sweO 
Of  the  deep  requiem,  o'er  the  gleaming  river 
Borne  with  the  gale,  and  with  the  leaves'  low 

shiver, 
Fk>ated  and  died.    Proud  mourners  there,  yet  pale, 

Wore  man's  mute  anguish  sternly;— but  of  on« 
Oh !  who  shall  speaki    What  words  h  h  brow  un* 
TeUI 

A  father  following  to  the  grave  his  son ! 
That  is  no  grief  to  picture!  Sad  and  slow. 

Through  the  wood-shadows  moved  the  knightly 
train, 
With  youth's  fair  form  upon  the  bier  biid  low. 

Fair  even  when  found,  amidst  the  bloody  slam, 
Stretched  by  its  broken  lance.    They  reached  the 
k>ne 

Baronial  chapel,  where  tne  torest  gloom 
Fell  lieaviest,  for  the  massy  boughs  had  grown 

Into  thich  archways,  as  to  vault  the  tondk 
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BlaHy  tiiey  trod  the  hollow  riqging  uile, 
A  atrange  deep  echo  shudderincf  through  Um  pile, 
Till  created  headaat  bat,  in  aRenca  bent 
Round  the  De  Coacia*  antique  monument, 
When  doat  to  doat  waa  gWen  :>-and  Aymer  alept, 

Beneath  the  drooping  banneraof  hia  Kne, 
Whoae  hroideied  felda  the  Syrian  wind  hadawept 

Proudly  and  oft  o'er  fielda  of  Pakadne: 
So  the  aad  rite  waa  cloaed.— The  aculptor  gave 
Trophiea,  ere  long,  to  deck  that  lordly  grave, 
And  the  pale  image  of  a  youth,  arrayed 
Aa  wanioTB  are  for  fight,  but  calmly  laid 

In  alomber  on  hia  ahield.— Then  all  waa  done, 
An  atill,  around  the  dead.— Hia  name  waa  heard 
Peichance  when  wine-cupa  flowed,  and  hearta 
wereatirred 

By  aome  old  aong,  or  tale  of  battle  won, 
Told  round  the  hearth :  but  in  hia  father'a  breaat 
Manhood'a  high  paaaiona  wolw  again,  and  preaaed 
On  to  their  mark;  and  in  hia  friend'a  clear  eye 
There  dwelt  no  ahadow  of  a  dream  gone  by; 
And  with  the  brethren  of  hia  fielda,  the  feaat 
Waa  gay  aa  when  the  voice  whoae  aounda  had 

ceaaed 
Mingled  with  thein.— EVn  thua  Ufe'a  ruahing 

tide 
Bean  back  affection  from  the  grave'a  dark  aide: 
Alaal  to  think  of  thia!— the  heart'a  void  place. 

Filled  up  ao  8oonI--ao  like  a  aummer-cloud. 
All  that  we  loved  to  paaa  and  leave  no  trace ! — 

He  lay  forgotten  in  hb  early  ahraud. 
Forgotten  1 — ^not  of  all!— the  aunny  amile 
Glancing  in  play  o*er  that  proud  lip  erewhile, 
And  the  dark  locka  whoae  breezy  waving  threw 
A  gladneaa  round,  whene'er  their  ahade  withdrew 
From  the  bright  brow;  and*  all  the  aweetneaa  ly- 
ing 

Within  that  eagle-eye'a  jet  radiance  deep, 
And  all  the  music  with  that  young  voice  dying, 

Whoae  joyoua  echoea  made  the  quick  heart  leap 
Aa  at  a  hunter'a  bugle— ^ese  thinga  lived 
StiU  in  one  breaat,  whoae  ailent  love  aurvived 
The  pompa  of  kindred  aorrow. — Day  by  day, 
On  Aymer'a  tomb  freah  flowera  in  garlands  lay. 
Through  th^lim  fane  aoft  aummer-odoura  breath- 
ing. 
And  all  the  pale  aepulchral  trophiea  wreathing. 
And  with  a  fluah  of  deeper  brilliance  glowing 
In  the  rich  light,  like  molten  rubies  flowing 
Through  atoned  windowa  down.   The  violet  there 
Might  apeak  of  love— a  aecret  tove  and  lowly, 
And  the  roae  image  all  thinga  fleet  and  fair. 
And  the  (aint  paaaion-flower,  the  aad  and  holy. 
Tell  of  diviner  hopea.    But  whoae  light  hand, 
Aa  for  an  altar,  wove  the  radiant  band? 
Wnoae  gentle  nurture  brought,  from  hidden  della, 
That  gem-like  wealth  of  bloaaoma  and  aweet  bella^ 
To  bluih  through  every  aeaaont — Blight  and  chill 
Might  touch  the  changing  wooda,  but  duly  atill, 


For  yean,  thoae  gmgeooa  oowoala  lenewad, 

And  brightly  elaaping  marble  apear  and  h«lai| 
Even  through  mid-winter,  filled  the  aoUtode 

With  a  atrange  amile,  a  glow  of  aummer'a  leaJm. 
Surely  aome  fond  and  fervent  heart  waa  pooling 
Ita  youth'a  vain  wonhip  on  the  doat,  adoring 
In  lone  davptedneaal 

One  apring-mom  roae. 

And  faund,  within  that  tomb'a  proud  ahadoir 
laid^ 
Oh !  not  aa  midat  the  vineyarda,  to  repoae 

From  the  fierce  noon— a  dark^haind  peMtat 


Who  oould  reveal  her  atoryl— That  atiH  fece ' 
Had  once  been  fair;  for  on  the  dear  aiehed 


And  the  curved  lip,  there  lingered  yet  auch  grace 
Aa  aculpture  givea  itadreama ;  and  long  and  low 
The  deep  black  laahea,  o'er  the  half-ahut  ey^— 
For  death  waa  on  ita  Hda— fell  moumfuHy. 
But  the  cold  cheek  waa  annk,  the  raven  hair 
Dimmed  the  alight  form  all  waated,  aa  by  care. 
Whence  came  that  eariy  bUgfat  l—Bbr  kindnd^a 

place 
Waa  not  amidat  the  high  De  Cooci  race; 
Yet  there  her  ahrine  had  been  1 — She  gnaped  % 

vrreath — 
The  tomb*a  laat  garland !— Thia  waa  love  in  death 


INDIAN  WOMAN'S  DEATH  SONQ. 

An  Indian  woman,  driven  to  deapair  by  her  hu»- 
band'a  deaertion  of  her  for  another  wife,  entered  a 
canoe  with  her  children,  and  rowed  it  down  the 
Mieriaaippt  toward  a  cataract  Her  voice  waa 
heard  from  the  ahore  ainging  a  mournful  death- 
aong,  until  overpowered  by  the  aound  of  the  wa- 
ten  in  which  ahe  periahed.  The  tale  ia  related  in 
Long'a  Expedition  to  the  aouree  of  St.  Peter'a  Ri- 


Non,  jane  paiavfvnavecvn  coeorWaA;    Ofam  <|iMja 
ntnavt  It  Jole^  et  qua  Je  m'antanaozaqvlta  libfH  de  Vtta 
BrUUiffMt$Hnm, 
Tkandated  by  MwlaaM  De  ScmL 

L8iiwtm7childbaagiil,tbr  varyaadiitbelUBer  a«» 
mm.  7%tPrakU. 


Down  a  broad  river  of  the  weatem  wilda, 
Piercing  thick  Ibreat  glooma,  a  light  canoe 
Swept  with  the  current:  fearful  waa  the  apeed 
Of  the  frail  bark,  aa  by  a  tempeat'a  wing 
Borne  leaf-like  on  to  where  the  mist  of  apray 
Roae  vrith  the  cataract'a  thunder. — ^Yet  witfaiiw 
Proudly,  and  dauntleaaly,  and  all  alone, 
Save  that  a  babe  lay  aleeping  at  her  breaat, 
A  woman  atoed :  upon  her  In<lian  brow 


Digitized  by 


Google 


RECORDS  OP  WOMAN. 


817 


Sat  a  strange  gladnefls,  and  her  dark  hair  waved 
Ae  if  triumphantly.    She  prewed  her  child, 
In  its  bright  slumber,  to  her  beatipg  heart, 
And  lifted  her  sweet  Toice,  that  rose  awhile 
Above  the  sound  of  waters,  high  and  clear. 
Wafting  a  wild  proud  strain,  her  song  of  death. 

Roll  swiftly  to  the  Spirit's  land,  thou  mighty  stream 

and  free! 
Father  of  andent  waters,(5)  roll  I  and  bear  our 

lives  with  thee  t 
The  weary  bird  that  storms  have  tossed,  would 

seek  the  sunshine's  calm, 
And  the  deer  that  hath  the  arrow's  hurt,  flies  to 

the  woods  of  balm. 

Roll  on ! — my  warrior's  eye  hath  looked  upon  ano- 
ther's face, 

And  mine  hath  faded  from  his  soul,  as  fiides  a 
moonbeam's  trace ; 

My  shadow  comes  not  o'er  his  path,  my  whisper 
to  his  dream, 

He  flings  away  the  broken  reed — ^roU  swifUr  yet, 
thou  stream  I 

The  voice  that  spoke  of  other  days  is  hushed  with- 
in his  breast. 

But  mine  its  lonely  music  haunts,  and  will  not  let 
merest; 

It  sings  a  low  and  mournful  song  of  gladness  that 
bgone, 

1  can  not  live  without  that  lightr^Father  of  waves ! 
roll  on  t 

Will  he  not  mias  the  bounding  step  that  met  him 
from  the  chase  1 

The  heart  of  k)ve  that  made  hb  home  an  ever  son- 
ny place  1 

The  hand  that  spread  the  hunter's  board,  and 
decked  his  couch  of  yore  1 — 

EEe  will  not !— roll,  dark  foaming  stream,  on  to  the 
better  shore  1 

Some  blessed  fount  amidst  the  woods  of  that  bright 
land  must  flow,  ^ 

Whose  waters  from  my  soul  may  have  the  memo- 
ry of  this  wo; 

Some  gentle  wind  most  whuper  there,  whose 
breath  may  waft  away 

The  burden  of  the  heavy  night,  the  sadness  of  the 
day. 

And  thou,  my  babel  though  bom,  like  me,  for 

woman's  weary  lot, 
Smile  !^to  that  wasting  of  the  heart,  my  own  1  I 

leave  thee  not; 
Too  bright  a  thing  art  thou  to  pine  in  aching  love 

away. 
Thy  mother  bears  thee  far,  young  Fawn  I  from 

sorrow  and  decay.  ' 

Q  21 


She  bean  thee  to  the  gkirioos  bowers  wheie  none 

are  heard  to  weep, 
And  where  th'  unkind  one  hath  no  power  again 

to  trouble  sleep ; 
And  where  the  soul  shall  find  ite  youth,  arwaken-  • 

log  from  a  dream,— 
One  moment,  and  that  reahn  isours--On,  on,  dark 

rolling  stream  1 


JOAN  OF  ARC,  IN  RHEIMS. 

Jeanne  d'Arc  avait  eu  la  joie  de  voir  k  Chalons 
quelques  amis  de  son  enfance.  Une  joie  plus  in- 
efiable  encore  Tattendait  a  Rheims,  au  sein  de  son 
triorophe:  Jacques  d'Arc,  son  pire  y  se  trouva, 
auasitot  que  de  troupes  de  Charles  VII.  y  furent 
entrees ;  et  comme  les  deux  frdres  do  notre  H6roine 
I'avaicnt  accompagnes,  elle  se  vit,  pour  un  instant 
au  milieu  de  sa  famille,  dans  les  bras  d'un  pdre 
vertucux. —  Vie  de  Jeanne  d'Arc. 


Tlwu  haot  ■  channnd  can  O  Fkme ! 

A  draught  that  mantles  high. 
And  aeeini  to  lift  thia  earth-born  ftame 

Abow  mortality : 
Awayl  to  me— «  woman— bring 
Bwset  wateis  from  aflbctkm'fl  spring. 


That  was  a  joyous  day  in  Rheims  of  old, 
When  peal  on  peal  of  mighty  music  rolled 
Forth  from  her  thronged  cathedral ;  while  around, 
A  multitude,  whose  billows  made  no  sound, 
Chained  to  a  hush  of  wonder,  though  elate 
With  victory,  listened  at  their  temple's  gate. 
And  what  was  done  within  1 — within,  the  light 

Through  the  rich  gloom  of  pictured  windows 
flowing, 
Tinged  with  soft  awfulness  a  stotely  sight, 

The  chivalry  of  France,  their  proud  heads  bow- 
ing 
In  martial  vassalage! — ^while  midst  that  ring, 
And  shadowed  by  ancestral  tombs,  a  king 
Received  his  birthright's  crown.    For  thii^  the 

hymn 
Swelled  out  like  rushing  waten,  and  the  day 
With  the  sweet  censer's  misty  breath  grow  dim. 

As  through  long  aisles  it  floated  o'er  th'  array 
Of  arms  and  sweeping  stoles.    But  who,  alone 
And  unapproached,  beside  the  altar-atone. 
With  the  white  banner,  forth  like  sunshine  stream- 
ing, 
And  the  gold  behn,  through  clouds  of  fragrance 

gleaming. 

Silent  and  radiant  stood  T—4he  helm  was  raised. 
And  the  fidr  face  revealed,  that  upward  gazed, 

Intensely  wonhipinng: — a  still,  dear  face. 
Youthful,  but  brightly  solemn  1 — ^Woman's  cheel 
And  bffow  were  there,  in  deen  devotion  meek, 
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Yet  gtoriiled  with  !nspiraUon*f  trace 
On  its  pore  paleness;  while,  enthroned  above, 
The  pictured  virgin,  with  her  smile  of  love, 
Seemed  bending  o'er  her  votaress.— That  slight 

form! 
Was  that  the  leader  thtough  the  battle^torm  1 
Had  the  soft  light  m  that  adoring  eye. 
Guided  the  warrior  where  the  swords  flashed 

high7 
'T  was  80,  even  so!— and  thou,  the  shepherd's 

child, 
Joanne,  the  lowly  dreamer  of  the  wild ! 
Never  before,  and  never  since  that  hour, 
Hath  woman,  mantled  with  victorious  power, 
Stood  forth  as  thou  beside  the  shrine  didst  stand, 
Holy  amidst  the  knighthood  of  the  land ; 
And  beautiful  with  joy  and  with  renown, 
Lift  thy  white  banner  o'er  the  olden  crown, 
Ransomed  for  France  by  th^el 

The  rites  are  done. 
Now  let  the  dome  with  trumpet-notes  be  shaken. 
And  bid  the  echoes  of  the  tombs  awaken, 
And  come  thou  forth,  that  HMven's  rejoicing 
sun 
May  give  thee  welcome  from  thine  own  blue  skies^ 

Daughter  of  victoiy  l^- a  triundphant  strain, 
A  proud  rich  stream  of  waiiike  melodies. 

Gushed  through  the  portals  of  the  antique  fane, 
And  forth  she  came. — Then   rose   a   nation's 

sound — 
Oh !  what  a  power  to  bid  the  quick  heart  bound, 
The  wind  bean  onward  with  the  stormy  cheer 
Man  give  to  glory  on  her  high  career  1 
Is  there inde^  such  power! — far  deeper  dwells 
In  one  kind  household  voice,  to  reach  the  cells 
Whence  happiness  flows  forth!— The  shouts  that 

fined 
The  hoUow  heaven  tempestuously,  were  stilled 
One  moment ;  and  in  that  brief  pause,  the  tone, 
As  of  a  breeze  that  o'er  her  home  had  blown, 
Sank  on  the  bright  maid's  heart. — **  Joanne  !^- 

Who  spoke 
Like  those  whose  childhood  with  her  chiUlhood 
grew 
Under    one   roofi — ^'^  Joanne  T'—ZAo/    mnrmor 

broke 
With  sounds  of  weeping  forth ! — She  turned- 
she  knew 
Beside  her,  marked  from  all  the  thousands  there, 
In  the  calm  beauty  of  hb  silver  hair, 
The  stately  shepherd ;  and  the  youth,  whose  Joy 
From  his  dark  eye  flashed  proudly ;  and  the  boy 
The  youngest-bom,  that  ever  loved  her  best ; 
'*  Father  I  and  ye,  my  brothen!"— On  the  breai* 
Of  that  gray  sire  she  sank- and  swifUy  back, 
Bv'n  in  an  instant,  to  their  native  track 
H«r  free  thoughts  flowed.~nShe  saw  the  pomp  no 


The  plumes,  the  hannen  :•*  *o  her  cabin-door, 


And  to  the  Fairy's  fountain  in  the  glade,(6) 
Where  her  young  sisten  by  her  side  had  playctl, 
And  to  her  hamlet's  chapel,  where  it  loee 
Hallowing  the  forest  unto  deep  repose, 
Her  spirit  turned. — The  very  wood-note,  sung 

In  early  spring-time  by  the  bird,  which  dwelt 
Where  o'er  her  father's  roof  the  beech-leaves  huiy 

Was  in  her  heart;  a  music  heard  and  felt, 
Winning  her  back  to  nature. — She  unbound 

The  helm  of  many  battles  f>om  her  head, 
And,  with  her  bright  locks  bowed  to  sweep  the 
ground, 

Lifting  her  voice  up,  wept  lor  joy,  and  said,— 
"Bless  me,  my  fiither,  bless  mel  and  vrith  thea^ 
To  the  sUll  cabin  and  the  beeclieii4ne, 
Let  me  return!" 

Oh!  never  did  thine  eye 
Through  the  green  haunts  of  happy  infkJMy 
Wander  again,  Joanne!— too  much  of  fame 
Had  shed  its  radiance  on  thy  peasant  name ; 
And  bought  alone  by  gifts  beyond  all  price, 
The  trusting  heart's  repose,  the  paradise 
Of  home  with  all  it  loves,  dodi  fete  allow 
The  crown  of  glory  unto  woman's  brow. 


PAULINE. 


Todie  for  what  we  love!->OhI  then  b| 
In  the  uiw  heart,  and  pride,  and  Joj,  lor  IM«; 
It  le  to  Uve  without  the  vanlihed  ]i|^ 
That  ftiength  le  needed. 

Ooef  tzapana  al  trapaaar  dhin  Gtarno 

UeDa  vita  monal  U  fion  e*!  veide. 

■TiMta 

Along  the  star-lit  Seine  went  muoc  swelUng, 
Till  the  air  thrilled  with  its  exulting  mirth ; 

Proudly  it  floated,  even  as  if  no  dwelling 
For  cares  or  stricken  hearts  were  fbond  an 
earth; 

And  a  glad  sound  the  measure  lighdy  beit, 

A  happy  chime  of  many  dandiq^  fytL 

For  in  a  palace  of  the  land  that  night. 
Lamps,  and  fresh  roses,  and  green  leaves  wwa 
hung. 

And  from  the  painted  walls  a  stream  of  light 
On  flying  forms  beneath  soft  splendour  flung: 

But  loveliest  far  amidst  the  revel's  pride 

Was  one,  the  lady  fipom  the  Danabe^ade^ 

Pauline,  the  meekly  bright  t— though  nofw  no  more 
Her  dear  eye  flashed  with  youth's  all  tampless 
glee, 

Yet  something  holier  than  Its  dayspring  wore^ 
There  m  soft  rest  lay  beautiful  to  see; 

A  charm  with  graver,  tenderer,  sweetness'fraughl- 

The  blending  of  deep  love  and  matron  thought. 
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Through  the  gay  throng  ihe  moyed,  wrenely  fair, 
And  vuch  calm  joy  as  fills  a  moonlight  sky, 

Sate  on  her  brow  beneath  its  graceful  hair, 
As  her  young  daughter  in  the  daooe  went  by, 

^ith  the  aeeC  step  of  one  that  yet  hath  known 

Smiles  and  kind  voices  in  this  world  »loae. 

Lurked  there  no  secret  boding  in  her  brea^l 
Did  no  faint  whisper  warn  of  evil  night 

Such  oft  awake  when  most  the  heart  leeins  Uest 
Midst  the  I.ght  laughter  of  festivity : 

Wlience  come  those  tones  1^ Alas!  enough  we 
know, 

To  mingle  fear  with  all  triumphal  show ! 

Who  spoke  of  evil,  when  young  feet  were  flying 
In  fairy  rings  around  the  echoing  haUl 

Soft  airs  through  braided  k>cks  in  perfume  sighing, 
Glad  pulses  beating  unto  music's  ealll 

Silenee!--the  minstrels  pause^and  harki  a  sound, 

A  strange  quick  rustling  which  theb  notes  had 
drowned  1 

Aadlo!  a  light  upon  the  danoan  bnaking^- 
Not  such  their  dear  and  silvery  lamps  fandshedl 

FiMn  the  gay  dream  of  sewdry  •;wakiag, 

One  moment  holds  them  still  in  bnalhlea  diead ; 

The  wild  fierce  lustre  grows — then  bursts  a  cry — 

Fire  1  through  the  haB  and  round  it  gathering—* fly ! 

And  Ibith  they  rush— as  ehatsoi  by  tmouA  and 
spear — 
To  the  green  coverts  iif  the  guJenbow—; 
A  gorgeous  nusque  of  pageantry  and  lear, 
Startling  the  buds  and  Inmpling  down  the 
flowers: 
While  from  the  dome  behind,  red  sparkles  driven 
Pisne  the  dark  etUlness  of  the  midBight  bsnvaa. 

And  where  is  she,  Pauline  l--the  hurrying  throng 
Have  swept  her  onward,  as  a  stormy  blast 

Might  sweep  some  faint  overwearied  bird  aloqg^ 
Till  now  the  threshold  of  that  death  is  past, 

And  free  she  stands  beneath  theeUirry  skiei, 

Calling  her  child— but  no  sweet  voiee  cepUee. 

"Beitha!  where  art  thouV-Speak,  oh!  speak, 
my  own!" 
Aiasl  uneonso&MH-orhariMMielhnwhiK 
The  gentle  giri,  in  fear's  cold  grasp  alone, 

Powerisas  hath  sunk  within  the  blaiing  pile; 
A  young  bright  form,  deebed  glorieosly  for  death, 
With  flowers  all  shrinking  ftum  the  flame's  fierce 
bieathl 

But  oh  I  thy  strength,  deep  love  I— there  is  no  power 
Tn  stay  the  mother  from  that  roHing  grave, 

Though  fast  on  high  the  fiery  volumes  tower, 
And  forth,  like  banners,  from  each  lattice  vrirve  j 

fiack,  hack  she  rushes  through  a  host  eombined— 

Migl^y  is  anguish,  with  aflection  twbedt 


And  what  bold  step  may  follow,  midst  the  roaff 
Of  the  red  billows,  o'er  their  prey  that  riset 

None ! — Courage  there  stood  still— and  never  mo9e 
Did  those  fair  forms  emerge  on  human  eyes! 

Was  one  brief  meeting  theuns,  one  wild  forewell  1 

And  died  they  heart  to  hearti— Oh!  who  can  tell  1 

Freshly  and  cloudlessly  the  morning  broke 
On  that  aid  palace,  midst  its  pleasure-shades ; 

Its  painted  roofr  had  sunk—yet  black  with  smoke 
And  hme^  eteod  its  raaihle  eeloDuades : 

But  yester-eve  their  shafts  with  wieatbs  were 
bonnd!— 

Now  lay  the  scene  one  shrivdied  scroll  around. 

And  hore  ihe  ruins  no  recording  traoe 
Of  all  that  voipan's  heart  had  dared  and  done  ? 

Tcs!  there  were  geins  to  mark  its  mortal  pbce, 
That  fbrth  horn  dust  and  ashes  dimly  shone! 

Those  had  the  mother  on  her  gentle  breast, 

Worn  round  her  child's  fair  image,  there  at  rest. 

And  they  were  all  1 — the  tender  and  the  tn;^ 
Left  this  alone  her  sacrifice  to  prove, 

Hallowing  the  spot  wheie  mirth  once  lightly  flew, 
To  deep,  lone,  chaHenedtlMNights  ef  ^rief  and 
love.  ' 

OhI  wn  have  need  nfpntiMitlailhholofr, 

To  clear  away  the  mysteries  of -flwh  wol 


JUANA. 


Jnana,  mother  of  <ba  EflspeiorChttdee  V.,  npqn 
the  death  of  her  husband,  PhiUp  the  HandMme  of 
Austria,  who  had  treated  her  with  nnifrnn  negisit, 
had  his  body  laid  upon  a  bed  of  etato  m  n  magnv 
fioent  dress,  and  bdng  powesiodwiAthe  ideatbnl 
it  would  revive,  watchad  it  for  a  length  nf  tbie  in- 
cessaHdy,  waiting  for  tiie  Moment  nf  i 
life. 


ftlibmdanthoakKik^apoe.   f)ils|is% 
niliwfldawl  pMdwwiejdnlefiy, 
What  doth  It  in  tlM  ■hadow  of  UMgrvel 
Gather  h  back  vrtthio  diy  lonely  he^ 


Vmo  the  ihlagi  that  paiWk. 


The  night-vrfaid  shook  the  tapestry  round  an  asfr- 

dent  palnee^rqoBt 
And  torches,  as  it  rose  and-M,  mmdteMith  the 

gqftmffm  glooiii| 
And  o^er  a  shadowy  legd  eondi  throw  fi|M#oane 

and  rod, 
When  a  woman  with  long  i 

inf«iTtlwdMdL 
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Pab  shone  the  features  of  the  dead,  jct  glorious  "  And  thou  wilt  smUe — my  own,  my  own,  shall 


still  to  see, 
Like  a  hunter  or  a  chief  struck  down  while  his 

heart  and  step  were  free ; 
Ko  shroud  he  wore,  no  robe  of  death,  but  there 

majestic  lay, 
Proudly  and  sadly  glittering  in  royalty's  array. 

But  she  that  with  the  dark  hur  watched  by  the 

cold  slumberer's  side, 
On  ker  wan  cheek  no  beauty  dwelt,  and  in  her 

garb  no  pride ; 
Only  her  full  impassioned  eyes  as  o'er  that  clay 

she  bent, 
A  wildness  and  a  tenderness  in  strange  resplen- 


And  as  the  swift  thoughts  crosMd  her  soul,  like 

shadows  of  a  cloud, 
Amidst  the  silent  room  of  death,  the  dreamer  spoke 

aloud 
Bbe  spoke  to  him  who  could  not  hear,  and  cried, 

"  Thou  yet  wilt  wake^ 
And  ksam  my  watchings  and  my  tears,  belored 

one !  fi>r  thy  sake. 

*<  They  told  me  this  was  death,  but  well  I  knew  it 

could  not  be ; 
Fairest  and  stateliest  of  the  earth  1  who  qrake  of 

death  for  thee? 
They  would  have  wrapped  the  foneral  shroud  thy 

gallant  form  around, 
But  I  forbade    and  there  thou  art,  a  monaxch, 

robed  and  crowned  1 

*  With  all  thy  bright  locks  gleaming  stin,  their  co- 
ronal beneath, 

And  thy  brow  so  proudly  beautiful'^who  said  that 
this  was  death  7 

Silence  hath  been  upon  thy  lipi^  and  sUllness  round 
thee  long. 

But  the  hopeful  spirit  in  my  breast  is  all  undunmed 
a^d  strong. 

"I  know  thou  hast  not  loTsd  me  yet;  I  am  not 
fidr  like  thee, 

The  very  glance  of  whose  dear  eye  threw  round 
a  fight  of  glee  I 

A  frail  and  drooping  form  is  mine-Htoold  unsmil- 
ing cheek, 

Oh  I  I  have  but  a  woman's  heart,  wherewith  thy 
heart  to 


*  But  when  thou  wak'st,  my  prince,  my  foidl  and 

hear'st  how  I  have  kept 
A  loneiy  vigil  by  thy  Side,  and  o'er  thee  prayed  and 


Uov  in  one  long  deep  dream  of  thee  my  nights 

and  days  havspaski 
Hiirel>  that  humb'e,  patisnt  Jove^  mnet  win  back 

WffsallastI 


be  the  sunny  smile, 
Which  brightly  fell,  and  joyously,  on  all  hut  me 

erewhilel 
No  more  in  vain  affection's  thirrt  my  woaxy  soul 

shall  pino— 
Oh  I  years  of  hope  deferred  were  paid  by  one  fond 

glanoeofthtkiel 

**  Thou  It  meet  me  in  that  radiant  look  when  thou 

comest  from  the  chase. 
For  me,  for  me,  in  festal  halls  it  shall  kindle  o'er 

thyfaoel 
Thou  'It  reck  no  more  though  beauty's  gift  mine 

•  aspect  may  not  bless ; 
In  thy  kind  eyes  this  deep,  deep  love^  shall  giv« 

me  loveliness. 

"  But  wake  1  my  heart  within  me  bums,  yet  once 

more  to  rejoice 
In  the  sound  to  which  it  ever  leaped,  the  music  of 

thy  voice : 
Awake!  I  sit  in  solitude,  that  thy  lint  look  and 

tone. 
And  the  gladness  of  thine  opening  eyes  may  all  be 


In  the  still  chambenof  the  dust,  thus  poured  firth 

day  by  day, 
The  passbn  of  that  bring  dream  from  a  troubled 

soul  found  way. 
Until  the  shadows  of  the  grave  hath  swept  o'er 

every  grace. 
Left  midst  the  awfulness  of  death  on  the  princely 

form  a«id  face. 

And  slowly  broke  the  fearful  truth  upon  the  watch- 
er's breast, 

And  they  bore  away  the  royal  dead  with  requiems 
to  his  rest, 

With  bannen  and  with  knightly  plumes  all  wav- 
ing in  the  vrind — 

But  a  woman's  broken  heart  was  left  in  Its  kme 
despair  behind. 


THE  AMERICAN  FOREST  GIRL. 


A  ftsifU  gia  upontliy  besrtiilsli\ 
Wanasnl-«  powsr  toiolbr  and  to  lore, 
Ttedbie  Umq  so  osmt  plt]r. 


WtLDLT  and  moamfblly  the  Indian  drum 
On  the  deep  hush  of  moonlight  forests  broke  ^ 

"  Sing  us  a  death-song,  for  thine  hour  is  oome,''-^ 
So  the  red  warriors  to  their  captive  spoke. 

Still,  and  amidst  those  dusky  forms  alone, 
A  youth,  a  feir-haired  youth  of  England  stood. 
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Like  a  king'i  son;  though  from  hw  cheek  had 
flown 
The  mantling  crimson  of  the  uland-blood, 
And  hie  preeaed  tips  looked  marble.— Fiercely 

bright, 
And  high  aroond  him,  blazed  the  fires  of  night, 
Rocking  beneath  the  oedan  to  and  fro, 
As  the  wind  passed,  and  with  a  fitful  glow 
Lighting  the  victim's  face: — But  who  could  tell 
Of  what  within  his  secret  heart  befel, 
Known  but  to  heaven  that  hour? — Perchance  a 

thought 
Of  hii  far  home  then  so  intensely  wrought, 
That  its  fiiU  image,  pictured  to  his  eye 
On  the  dark  ground  of  mortal  agony 
Rose  clear  as  day  l^and  he  might  see  the  band, 
Of  his  young  sisters  wandering  hand  in  hand, 
Where  the  laburnum  drooped ',  or  haply  binding 
The  jasmine,  up  the  door's  low  pillars  winding; 
Or,  as  day  closed  upon  their  gentle  mirth, 
Gathering  with  braided  hair,  around  the  hearth 
Where  sat  their  mother;— and  that  mother's  face 
Its  grave  sweet  smile  yet  wearing  in  the  place 
Whore  so  it  ever  smiled ! — Perchance  the  prayer 
Learned  at  her  knee  came  back  on  his  despair; 
The  Messing  from  her  voice,  the  very  tone 
Of  her  "  Good-night,"  might  breathe  from  boy- 
hood gone! — 
Qe  started  and  kmked  up :— thick  cypress  boughs 
Full  of  strange  sound,  waved  o*er  him,  darkly 
red 
In  the  broad  stormy  firelight;— savage  brows, 

With  tall  plumes  crested  and  wild  hues  o'er- 
*  spread. 

Girt  him  like  feverish  phantoms;  and  pale  stars 
Looked  through  the  branches  as  through  dungeon 

bars. 
Shedding  no  hope. — ^He  knew,  he  felt  his  doom — 
Oh !  what  a  tale  to  shadow  with  its  gloom 
That  happy  hall  in  England !— Idle  fear ! 
Would  the  winds  tell  iti — Who  might  dream  or 

hear 
The  secret  of  the  forests!— To  the  stake 

They  bound  him ;  and  that  proud  young  soldier 
■trove 
His  Other's  spirit  in  his  breast  to  wake. 

Trusting  to  die  in  silenoe !  He^  the  love 
Of  many  hearts! — tfale  fondly  reared, — the  fair, 
Gladdening  all  eyes  to  seel-- And  fettered  there 
He  stood  beside  his  death-pyre^  and  the  brand 
Flamed  up  to  light  it,  in  the  chieftain's  hand. 
He  thought  upon  his  Ghxl. — Hush!  hark! — a  cry 
BreakB  on  the  stem  and  dread  solemnity,-^ 
A  step  hath  pierced  the  ring !— Who  dares  intrude 
On  the  dark  hunters  in  their  vengeful  mood  1— 
A  girl — a  young  slight  girl— a  fiiwn-like  child 
Of  green  Savannas  and  the  leafy  wild, 
Springing  unmarked  till  then,  as  some  k>ne  flower, 
Happy  because  the  sunshine  is  its  dower  ^ 
21* 


Yet  one  that  knew  how  early  teats  are  shed,— 
For  hen  had  mourned  a  playmate  brother  dead. 

She  had  sat  gazing  on  the  victim  long, 
\  IntU  the  pity  of  her  soul  grew  strong ; 
And,  by  its  pasnon's  deepening  fervour  swayed, 
Ev'n  to  the  stake  she  rushed,  and  gently  taid 
His  bright  head  on  her  bosom,  and  around 
His  form  her  slender  arms  to  shield  it  wound 
Like  close  Liannes ;  then  raised  her  glittering  eye 
And  dear-toned  voice  that  said,  "He  shall  not 
die!" 

''  He  shall  not  die!"— the  gloomy  finest  thrilled 
To  that  sweet  sound.    A  sudden  wonder  fell 

On  the  fierce  throng;  and  beait  and  hand  were 
stUled, 
Struck  down,  as  by  the  whisper  of  a  sped. 

They  gazed, — their  dark  souls  bowed  btolbre  the 


She  of  the  dancing  step  in  wood  and  glade ! 
And,  as  her  cheek  fiushed  through  its  olive  boa, 
As  her  black  tresses  to  the  night-wind  flew. 
Something  o'ermastered  them  from  that  young 

mien — 
Something  of  heaven,  in  silence  felt  and  seen; 
And  seeming,  to  their  child-like  faith,  a  token 
That  the  Great  Spirit  by  her  voice  had  spoken. 

They  loosed  the  bonds  that  hekl  their  captive's 

breath: 
From  his  pale  lips  they  took  the  cup  of  death 
They  quenched  the  brand  beneath  the  cypress 

tree; 
"  Away,"  they  cried,  "young  stiaqger,  thoa  art 

free!" 


COSTANZA. 


-Art  thoa  ibsn  denkta  1 


OriHend^  of  hopnfonakeni— Oome  to  mat 

I  am  ihlne  owil— Have  nrosiad  heaxta  provad  ftlaat 

Flauaren  deoolvad  theat  WAndarar  coma  to  sm  1 

WhydidatboueTarlaavamel  Know'«  thou  all 

I  woQld  ha^e  bome,  and  called  it  J07  to  bear, 

For  thy  nk^  Know'si  thou  that  thy  TcAct  had  powei 

Toahake  me  with  a  thrill  of  happlneaa 

By  oca  kind  tonal— 10  fill  aalna  ayaa  with  taaia 

or  yearning  k>va1  And  thou— oh !  thou  dldM  throw 

That  cniahed  aifectlon  back  upon  nqr  hearty 

Yet  coma  to  met— It  died  noc 


She  knelt  in  prayer.    A  stnam  of  sunset  loll 
Through  the  stained  window  of  her  lonely  cslL 
And  with  its  rich,  deep,  melancholy  gk»w 
Flushing  her  cheek  and  pale  Madonnarbrow, 
While  o'er  her  long  hair's  flowing  jet  it  thraw 
Bright  waves  of  gold^-the  autumn  forest's  hue** 
Seemed  all  a  vision's  mist  of  glory,  spread 
By  painting's  touch  around  some  holy  head 
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Yirglti'i  or  fiurarti  maityr^s.    In  her  eje, 
WMch  glanced  ai  daik  dear  water  to  the  dty, 
What  solemn  ierToar  lived  I  And  yet  what  wo^ 
Lay  like  eome  huried  thing,  till  seen  below 
The  glaeay  tidel  OhI  he  that  could  leTeal 
What  life  had  Uught  that  chastened  heart  to  feel, 
Might  speak  indeed  of  woman's  blighted  years, 
And  wasted  love,  and  vainly  bitter  tears  I 
But  she  had  told  her  griefii  to  heaven  alone, 
And  of  the  gentle  saint  no  mora  was  known, 
Than  that  she  fled  the  world's  cold  breath,  and 


A  temple  of  the  pine  and  cbsstniit  shades 
Filling  Us  deptki  with  soul,  whene'er  her  hymn 
Rose  thiottgh  each  marsMir  of  the  green,  and  dim, 
And  ancient  soUtudo ;  when  hidden  streams 
Went  moaning  tfaioagh  tlis  graas^  Ukis  sonnds  in 


Music  lor  weaiy  heaitsl  Midst  leaies  and  flowers 
She  dwelt,  and  )uMw  all  seereCs  of  their  powef% 
AU  nature's  bulma,  wheravrith  her  gliding  tieud 
To  the  sick  peasant  on  Us  towly  bed, 
Cftme,  and  bioughthope;  whileseareeof  mortal  bntb 
He  deemed  the  pale  fiur  form,  that  held  on  earth 
Com— nion  hot  witkgiWC 

Brs  long  ft  eeD, 
A  rock-hewn  chapel  rose,  a  cross  of  stone 
GHeamed  through  tbs  dark  tnes  yer  a  sparkliBg 
weU, 
And  a  sweet  vcftce,  of  ifeh,  yet  mournful  tone, 
Told  the  Calabrian  wikh,  that  duly  there 
Costanza  lifted  her  sad  heart  in  prayer. 
And  aow  *t  was  pnyer's  own  hour.    Thai  vfoloe 

again 
Through  the  dim  foliage  sent  its  heavenly  strun, 
That  made  the  cypress  quiver  where  it  stood 
Id  day's  last  crimson  soaring  from  the  v?ood 
like  spiry  flame.    But  as  the  bright  sun  set, 
Other  and  wider  sounds  m  tumult  met 
The  floating  song.    Strange  sounds!  -the  tcum- 

pei'epwd. 
Made  hoHow  by  the  iwks  ^  Che  clash  of  sleel, 
The  raflying  war-ciy.— In  the  mountain-pass, 
There  had  been  combat:  blood  was  on  the  grass, 
Banneis  had  stnwn  the  waters ;  chiefii  Uty  dying, 
And  the  pin»4iiaachee  cnsbsd  befiirs  Km  flying. 

And  all  was  changed  within  the  sdll  retreat, 
Costanza's  home: — ^there  entered  hurrying  feet, 
Dark  looks  of  sham :»  and  sorrow ;  mail-dad  men, 
Btem  ibgitlves  from  that  vrild  battl»f  ten, 
Scaring  the  ringdoves  firom  the  porch-raof,  bore 
A  wounded  warrior  in:  flw  reeky  floor 
Jdve  back  deep  echoes  to  hn  chnging  sword, 
As  there  they  laid  their  leader,  and  imptored 
The  sweet  wtebaffu  prayers  to  bed  hhn;  then  fer 

ffigfat. 
Through  th«  wide  IbfesI  and  the  mantlmg  n^fl^ 


Sped  breathlessly  again.— They  pasMd-*4>ixt  be^ 
The  stateliest  of  a  host— alas !  to  see 
What  mother's  eyes  have  watched  in  rosy  sfeep 
Till  joy,  lor  very  luhiess,  turned  to  weep 
Thus  changed ! — a  fearful  thing !  His  golden  ereet 
Was  shivered,  and  the  bright  scarf  on  his  Iweast^ 
Some  costly  k)ve-gift— rent : — but  what  of  these  1 
There  were  the  dostoring  nven-locks — the  breew 
As  it  came  in  through  lime  and  myrtle  flovrers, 
Might  scarcdy  fift  them — steeped  in  bkxxiy  show- 
era 
So  heavily  upon  the  pallid  clay 
Of  the  damp  cheek  they  hung !  the  eye's  dark  ray«- 
When  was  it! — and  the  ]ips!--^hey  gasped  apart, 
With  their  light  curve,  as  from  the  chisers  ait, 
Still  proudly  beautifnl !  but  that  white  hue-- 
Was  it  not  death's?— that  stiHnees— that  cold  dew 
On  the  scarred  forehead  1  No !  his  spirit  broke 
From  its  deep  trance  ere  long,  yet  but  awoke 
To  wander  in  wild  dreams ;  and  there  he  lay, 
By  the  &en»  fever  as  a  green  reed  shaken, 
The  haughty  chief  of  thoosands--the  fonaken 
Of  .an  save  one ! — Sfie  fled  not.    Day  by  day- 
Such  houn  are  vroman's  birthright — she,  unknown^ 
Kept  watch  beside  him,  feariess  and  alone ; 
Binding  hb  vrounds,  and  ,oft  in  nlenoe  laving 
His  brow  with  tean  that  mourned  the  strong  mtnV 

raving. 

He  felt  them  not,  nor  marked  the  light  vdTed  Ibrm 
StiD  hovering  n^;  yet  sometimes,  when  that 
storm 

Of  frenxy  sank,  her  voice,  in  tones  as  low 
As  a  young  mother's  by  the  cradle  smging, 
Would  sooth  hun  with  sweet  ave«,  gently  bringing 

Moments  of  ehimber,  when  the  fiery  glow 
Ebbed  from  his  hollow  cheek. 

At  last  fafait  gfeams 
Of  memory  dawned  upon  the  cloud  of  dreams, 
And  feebly  lifting,  as  a  child,  his  head, 
And  gazing  round  him  from  his  leafy  bed. 
He  murmured  forth,  **  Where  am  II  What  «a 

strain 
Paned,  like  a  breeie,  aeron  my  burning  brainl 
Back  from  my  youth  it  floated,  with  a  tone 
Of  life's  first  music,  and  a  thought  of  one" 
Where  Is  she  nowl  and  where  the  gauds  of  pride 
Whose  hdlow  splendour  lured  me  from  her  sidel 
All  kistl— «nd  this  is  death  I— I  eon  nof  die 
Without  forgiveness  from  that  moumftil  eyet 
Away  I  the  earth  hath  lost  her.    Was  $h6  bora 
To  brook  abandonment,  to  strire  with  scorn  1 
My  first,  my  holiest  love  I— her  broken  heart 
Lkb  few,  and  I— unpardoned  I  depart" 

But  then  Costanza  nised  the  shadowy  vdl 
From  her  dark  feoks  and  features  brightly  pals^ 
And  stood  before  him  with  a  smi1e-~oh  1  ne^er 
Did  aught  thai  tmiled  so  much  of  sadness 
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And  sail],  "  Cewaio!  look  on  mm;  I  Vir^ 
To  tay  my  hcaxt  hath-  Ued,  and  can  Ibigiva. 
I  lovetl  thee  with  such  wonliip,  such  deep  trust 
As  should  be  Heaven's-alone-HUid  Heaven  is  just! 
I  bless  thee— be  a^  peace  I" 

But  e*«r  his  fran» 
Too  fast  the  etraog  tide  rashed— the   sudden 

shame, 
The  joy,  th*  amaze! — ^he  bowed  his  head — it  feD 
On  the  wronged  bosom  which  had  loved  so  well; 
And  love  still  perfect,  gave  him  refuge  there, — 
His  last  faint  breath  joit  waved  her  floating  hair. 


MADELINE. 

A  DOMSSTIO  TALK.* 


Who  dioald  h  be  1— When  rflMldtt  thoa  look  for 
Wtien  vre  are  fliek  wbere  can  we  turn  for  succour, 
When  we  are  wretched  wbeie  can  wa  complain ; 
And  when  the  world  looka  cold  and  surly  on  ui^ 
Where  can  we  go  10  meet  a  warmer  eye 
With  such  sore  oonfidenoe  as  toa  nuxherl 


**Mt  child,  my  child,  thoa  leaVst  me!— I  shall 

hear 
The  gentle  v(nce  no  more  that  blest  mine  ear 
With  its  first  utterance;  I  shall  miss  the  sound 
Of  thy  light  step  amidst  the  flowers  around, 
And  thy  soft  breathing  hymn  at  twilight's  close, 
And  thy  '*  Good-night"  at  parting  for  repose. 
Under  the  vine-leaves  I  shall  sit  alone, 
And  the  low  breeze  will  have  a  mournful  tone 
Amidst  their  tendrils,  while  I  think  of  thee. 
My  child!  and  thou,  along  the  moonlight  sea, 
With  a  soft  sadness  haply  in  thy  glance, 
Shalt  watch  thine  own,  thy  pleasant  land  of 

France, 
Fading  to  air.— Yet  blessings  with  thee  go! 
Love  guard  thee,  gentlest !  and  the  exile's  wo 
From  tliy  young  heart  be  far!— And  sorrow  not 
For  me,  sweet  daughter!  in  my  lonely  lot, 
God  shall  be  with-me.— Now  farewell,  farewell  1 
Thou  that  hast  been  what  words  may  never  teU 
(Into  thy  mother's  bosom,  since  the  days 
When  thou  wert  pillowed  there,  and  wont  to  raise 
In  sudden  laughter  thence  thy  loving  eye 
That  still  sought  mine : — these  moments  are  gone 

by. 

Thou  too  must  go,  my  flower! — ^Yet  with  thee 

dweU 
The  peace  of  God  1— One,  one  more  gaze — ^fiire- 

weUr 
This  was  a  mother's  parting  with  her  child, 
A  young  meek  Bride  on  whom  fair  fortune  smiled. 


*  OrlglBaBv  eul>llriied  hi  the  litaiary  amvenlrfor  18E& 


And  wooed  her  with  a  voice  of  love  awtj 
From  chikihood's  home ;  yet  there,  with  fond  del^ 
She  lingered  on  the  threshold,  heard  the  note 
Of  her  caged  bird  through  trellised  rose-leavet 

And  M  upon  her  mother's  neck,  and  wept, 
WhtisI  old  remeinbranoes,  that  long  had  slept, 
Gmhed  o'er  her  soul,  and  many  a  vanished  day, 
As  in  one  picture  traced,  before  her  lay. 

But  the  farewell  was  said ;  and  on  the  deep. 
When  its  braast  heaved  in  sunset's  golden  sleepy 
With  a  calmed  heart,  young  MadeUns  etc  long 
Poured  forth  her  own  sweet  solemn  vesper^songi 
Breathing  of  home:  through  stillneas  heard  afitf 
And  duly  rising  with  the  first  pale  star, 
That  voice  was  on  the  waters;  till  at  last 
The  sounding  ocean-solitudes  were  passed. 
And  the  bright  land  was  reached^  the  youthful 

world 
That  glows  along  the  West:  the  sails  were  furled 
In  its  clear  sunshine,  and  the  gentle  bride 
Looked  on  the  home  that  promised  hearts  untried 
A  bower  of  bliss  to  come. — Alas!  we  trace 
The  map  of  our  own  paths,  and  long  ere  years 
With  their  dull  steps  the  brilliant  lines  efiface. 
On  sweeps  the  storm,  and  blots  them  out  with 

tears. 
That  home  was  darkened  soon :  the  summer  breen 
Welcomed  with  death  the  wanderers  from  the  seas, 
Death  unto  one,  and  anguish  how  forlom! 
To  her,  that  widowed  in  her  marriage-mom. 
Sat  in  her  voiceless  dwelling,  whence  with  him, 

Her  bosom's  first  beloved,  her  friend  and  gnidO| 
Joy  had  gone  forth,  and  left  the  gieen  earth  dii% 

•As  from  the  sun  shut  out  on  every  side, 
By  the  dose  veil  of  misery!— Oh!  but  ill, 
When  with  rich  hopes  o'erfranght,  tbi  yonag 

high  heart 
Bears  its  first  blow  I— it  knows  not  yet  the  part 
Which  life  will  teach-^to  suffer  and  be  still, 
And  vrith  submissive  love  to  count  the  flowers 
Which  yet  an  spared,  and  through  the  iutnm 

hours 
To  send  no  busy  dream! — Ske  had  not  learned 
Of  sorrow  till  that  hour,  and  therefore  turned^ 
In  weariness  from  life :  then  came  th'  unrest. 
The  lieart-sick  yearning  of  the  exile's  breast, 
The  haunting  sounds  of  voioes  far  away, 
And  household  steps;  until  at  kst  she  lay 
Oil  her  lone  couch  of  sickness,  lost  in  dreams 
Of  the  gay  vineyards  and  blue-rushing  streanrt 
In  her  own  sunny  Uuid,  and  murmuring  oft 
Familiar  names,  in  aeoents  wild,  yet  soft^ 
To  strangers  round  that  bed,  who  knew  not  aughl 
Of  the  deep  spells  wherewith  each  word  was 

fraught. 
To  strangers') — Oh  I    eouM  strangers  raise  Ih 

head 
Gently  as  Aerv  was  ndsedl— did  stnngen  tfinf 
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The  kindly  lean  which  bathed  thai  fevensh  brow 
Aod  wasted  cheek  with  half  unconaeiouB  flow  1 
Something  waa  there,  that  through  the  Ungeiing 

Dight 
Oatwatchei  patiently  the  taper's  light, 
Something  that  fainU  not  thro'  the  day's  distress, 
That  fears  not  toil,  that  knows  not  weatineas; 
Love^  true  and  perfect  bve  1 — Whence  came  that 

power, 
Uprearing  through  the  storm  the  drooping  flowerl 
Whence  1  who  can  ask  1  the  wild  delirium  passed, 
And  from  her  eyes  the  spirit  looked  at  last 
Into  her  mother't  &oe,  and  wakening  knew 
The  brow*s  calm  grace,  the  hair's  dear  stlveiy  hue. 
The  kind  sweet  smile  of  old ! — and  had  »he  come, 
Thus  in  life's  evening,  from  her  d'lstant  home. 
To  save  her  child  1 — E'en  so — nor  yet  in  vain: 
In  that  young  heart  a  light  sprung  up  again, 
And  lovely  still,  with  so  much  love  to  give. 
Seemed  this  fair  world,  though  faded ;  tflill  to  live 
Was  not  to  pine  forsaken.    On  the  breast 
That  rocked  her  childhood,  sinking  in  soft  rest, 
"Sweet  mother,  gentlest  mother  1  can  it  be?" 
The  lorn  one  cried,  "  and  do  I  look  on  thee  1 
Take  back  thy  wanderer  from  this  fatal  shore. 
Peace  shall  be  ours  beneath  our  vines  once  more." 


THE  aUEEN  OF  PRUSSIA'S  TOMB. 

'*  This  tomb  is  in  the  garden  of  CharlottenbuTgh, 
near  Berlin.  It  was  not  without  surprise  that  I 
came  suddenly,  among  trees,  upon  a  fair  white 
Doric  temple.  I  might,  and  should  have  deemed 
it  a  mere  adornment  of  the  grounds,  but  the  cypress 
and  the  willow  declare  it  a  habitation  of  the  dead, 
Upon  a  sarcophagus  of  white  marble  lay  a  sheet, 
and  the  outline  of  the  human  form  was  plainly 
visible  beneath  its  folds.  The  person  with  me  re- 
verently turned  it  back,  and  displayed  the  statue 
of  hisCtueen.  It  is  a  portrait-statue  recumbent,  sud 
to  be  a  perfect  resemblance^nct  as  in  death,  but 
when  she  lived  to  bless  and  be  blessed.  Nothing 
can  be  more  calm  and  kind  than  the  expression  of 
her  features.  The  hands  are  folded  on  the  bosom ; 
the  limbs  are  sufficiently  crossed  to  show  the  re- 
pose of  life. Here  the  King  brings  her  children 

annually,  to  offer  garlands  at  her  grave.  These 
hang  in  withered  mournful ness  above  this  living 
image  of  their  departed  mother. — Skerber't  Notes 
^nd  R^fUctUm*  during  a  RarnUe  in  Germany, 


In  sweet  prMe  upon  that  inralt  keen 

i!aieimUed ;  then  droopii^  mute  anU  broken-haurted. 

To  the  cold  comfoit  of  the  gnre  dcpaned.— Jtfaimm. 

IT  stands  where  northern  willows  weep, 

A  temple  fair  and  lone ; 
8oft  shadows  o'er  its  marble  sweep, 

From  cypress-branches  thrown; 


While  silently  around  it  spread, 
Thou  feei'st  the  presence  of  the  dedl. 

And  what  within  is  richly  shrinedl 

A  sculptured  woman's  form, 
Lovely  in  perfect  rest  reclined, 

As  one  beyond  the  storm : 
Yet  not  of  death,  but  slumber,  lies 
The  solemn  sweetness  on  those  eyes. 

The  folded  hands,  the  calm  pore  ftoe^ 

The  mantle's  quiet  flow. 
The  gontle,  yet  majestic  grace, 

Throned  on  the  matron  brow ; 
These,  in  that  scene  of  tender  gloom, 
With  a  still  glory  robe  the  tomb.. 

There  stands  an  eagle,  at  the  feet 

Of  the  fair  image  wrought ; 
A  kingly  emblem — ^nor  unmeet 

To  wake  yet  deeper  thought: 
She  whose  high  heart  finds  rest  below, 
Was  royal  in  her  birth  and  wo. 

There  are  pale  garlands  hung  above^ 

Of  dying  scent  and  hue; — 
She  was  a  mother — in  her  love 

How  sorrowfully  true! 
Oh  I  hallowed  long  be  every  leaf. 
The  record  of  her  children's  grief! 

She  saw  their  birthright's  warrior  crowa 

Of  olden  glory  spoiled. 
The  standard  of  their  sires  bore  down, 

The  shield's  bright  blazon  soiled: 
She  met  the  tempest  meekly  brave. 
Then  turned,  o'erwearied,  to  the  grave. 

She  slumlwred ;  but  it  came— it  came, 

Her  land's  redeeming  hour, 
With  the  glad  shout,  and  signal-flame, 

Sent  on  from  toWer  to  tower  I 
Fast  through  the  realm  a  spirit  moved— 
'T  was  her's,  the  lofty  and  the  loved. 

Then  was  her  name  a  note  that  rung 
To  rouse  bold  hearts  from  sleep, 

Her  memory,  as  a  banner  flung 
Forth  by  the  Baltic  deep ; 

Her  grief,  a  bitter  vial  poured 

To  sanctify  th'  avenger's  sword. 

And  the  crowned  eagle  spread  again 
His  pinion  to  the  sun ; 

And  the  strong  land  shook  off  its  chain- 
So  was  the  triumph  won  I 

But  wo  for  earth,  where  sorrow*s  tone 

Still  blends  with  victory's ! — <S^  was  gone  }* 
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THE  MEMORIAL  PILLAR. 

On  the  road  side  between  Penrith  and  Appleby, 
■lands  a  small  pillar,  with  this  inscription : — *'  This 
pillar  was  erected  in  the  year  1656,  by  Ann, 
Countess  Dowager  of  Pembroke,  lor  a  memorial 
of  her  last  parting,  in  this  place,  with  her  good  and 
pious  mother,  Margaret,  Countess  Dowager  of 
Cumberland,  on  the  2d  April,  1616.— See  No  esto 
thd  "  PUasures  qf  Metnory" 


Raat  thou,  thnragh  Eden's  wild-wood  vales  puisuod 
Each  mouniain-soene,  magnificently  rodo, 
Nor  with  aftemlont  UAadeye,  revered 
That  modest  suma^  by  pious  Pembroke  nored, 
Which  still  records,  beyocxl  the  pencM's  power, 
The  riknl  sonows  of  a  parting  hour  1 

Mogtrt. 


Mother  and  child !  whose  blending  tears 

Have  sanctified  the  place, 
Where,  to  the  love  of  many  yean,  « 

Was  given  one  last  embrace ; 
Oh !  ye  have  shrined  a  spell  of  power, 
Deep  in  your  record  of  that  hour ! 

A  spell  to  waken  solemn  thought, 

A  still,  small  under-tone, 
That  calls  back  days  of  childhood,  fraught 

With  many  a  treasure  gone ; 
And  smites,  perchance,  the  hidden  source, 
Though  long  untroubled— of  remone. 

For  who,  that  gazes  on  the  stone 
Which  marks  your  parting  spot, 

Who  but  a  mother's  love  hath  known. 
The  one  love  changing  noti 

Alas !  and  haply  learned  ito  worth 

Firrt  with  the  sound  of  "  Earth  to  earth?" 

But  thou,  high-hearted  daughter!  thou, 
O'er  whose  bright,  honoured  head, 

Blessings  and  tears  of  holiest  flow, 
E'en  here  were  fondly  shed. 

Thou  from  the  passion  of  thy  grief. 

In  its  full  burst,  couldat  draw  relieifl 

For  oh !  though  painful  be  th'  exoesi, 
The  might  wherewith  it  swells. 

In  nature's  fount  no  bitterness 
Of  nature's  mingling,  dwells; 

And  thou  hadst  not,  by  wrong  or  pride, 

Poisoned  the  free  and  healthful  tide. 

But  didst  thou  meet  the  fiu»  no  more, 
Which  thy  young  heart  first  knew  1 

And  all— was  all  in  this  world  o'er. 
With  ties  thus  close  and  true? 

It  was ! — On  earth  no  other  eye 

Could  give  thee  bask  thine  infancy. 


No  other  voice  could  pierce  the  maze 
Where  deep  within  thy  breast, 

The  sounds  and  dreams  of  other  days, 
With  memory  lay  at  rest ; 

Ko  other  smile  to  thee  could  bring 

A  gladdening,  like  the  breath  of  spring. 

Yet,  while  thy  place  of  weeping  still 

Its  lone  memorial  keeps, 
While  on  tliy  name  midst  wood  and  hiU| 

The  quiet  sunshine  sleeps, 
And  touches,  in  cacli  graven  lino. 
Of  reverential  thought  a  sii^n  ^ 

Can  I,  while  yet  these  tokens  wear 

The  impress  of  the  dead, 
Think  of  the  love  embodied  there. 

As  of  a  vision  fled  1 
A  perished  thing,  the  joy  and  flower 
And  glory  of  one  earthly  hourl 

Not  so! — I  will  not  bow  me  so 
To  thoughts  that  breathe  despair) 

A  loftier  fiuth  we  need  below, 
Life's  farewell  words  to  bear. 

Mother  and  ohild ! — Your  tears  are  past  • 

Surely  youv  hearts  have  met  at  btsti 


THE  GRAVE  OP  A  POETESS.* 


"Ne  me  plaignez  pas— al  voua  savles 
ComUen  do  pelnesce  tombeau  m'a  eps^gntes.' 


I  STOOD  beside  thy  lowly  grave ; — 
Spring  odours  breathed  around, 

And  music,  in  the  river-wave, 
Passed  with  a  lulling  sound. 

All  happy  things  that  love  the  sun 
In  the  bright  air  glanced  by 

And  a  glad  murmur  seemed  to  nm 
Through  the  soft  azure  sky. 

Fresh  leaves  were  on  the  ivy-bough 
That  fringed  the  ruins  near; 

Young  voices  were  abroad — but  thou 
Their  sweetness  couldst  not  hear. 

And  mournful  grew  my  heart  for  tho(», 
Thou  in  whose  woman's  mind 

The  ray  that  brightens  earth  and  tea, 
The  light  of  song  was  shrined. 


*  Extriniic  Intereet  has  lately  attached  to  the  line  leenery 
of  Woodatodc,  near  Killcenny,  on  account  of  ita  having  been 
the  laat  raaidence  of  the  author  of  Psycho.  Her  grave  Is  one 
of  many  In  the  church-yard  of  the  village.  The  river  nine 
smoothly  by.  The  mine  of  an  ancient  abbey  that  have  beeii 
partially  converted  into  a  church,  reverently  throw  their  maO' 
l]e  of  lender  ihadow  over  iL—TaUtby  ths  OBara  FhmOf* 
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Mournftil,  that  thou  wert  slumbering  low, 

With  a  dread  curtain  drawn 
Between  thee  and  the  golden  glow 

Of  this  world's  vernal  dawn. 

Partad  from  all  the  song  and  bloom. 
Thou  wouldst  have  loved  so  well, 

To  thee  the  sunshine  round  thy  tomb 
Was  but  a  broken  speU. 

The  bird,  the  insect  on  the  wing, 

In  their  bright  reckless  play, 
Might  feel  the  flush  and  life  of  spring, 

And  thou  wert  passed  away  I 

But  then,  ev*n  then,  a  nobler  thought 

O'er  my  vain  sadness  came; 
Th*  immortal  spirit  woke,  and  wrought 

Within  my  thrilling  frame. 

Surely  on  lovelier  things,  I  said, 
Thou  must  have  looked,  ere  now, 

Than  all  that  round  our  pathway  shed 
Odours  and  hues  below. 

The  shadows  of  the  tomb  are  here, 

Yet  beautiful  is  earth ! 
What  seest  thou  then  where  no  dim  fear, 

No  haunting  dream  hath  birth  1 

Here  a  vain  love  to  passin^p  flowers 
Thou  gav'st — but  where  thou  art, 

The  sway  is  not  with  changeful  hours, 
Tha^  love  and  death  must  part. 

Thou  hast  left  sorrow  in  thy  song, 

A  voice  not  loud,  but  deep  I 
The  glorious  bowers  of  earth  anx>ng, 

How  often  didst  thou  weep! 

W  here  couldst  thou  fix  on  mortal  ground 
Thy  tender  thoughts  and  high? 

Now  peace  the  woman's  heart  hath  found, 
And  joy  the  poet's  eye. 


NOTES. 

Note  1,  page  201,  col.  1. 
When  darknns  (torn  the  Taioly-dodog  aighl, 
Gbven  to  beautiful  I 
**  Wheresoever  you  are,  or  in  what  state  soever 
rou  be,  it  suflSceth  mc  you  are  mine.    Rachel 


wept^  and  would  not  be  eom/oried^  becauae  her 
children  toere  no  more.  And  that,  indeed,  is  the 
remediless  sorrow,  and  none  else !" — From  a  letter 
of  Arabella  Stuart's  to  her  husband. — See  Curio- 
Hties  qf  JMerat  ure, 

Note  3,  page  202,  col.  3. 

Denth !— what,  li  death  a  locked  sad  tVBMond  flmg^ 
Ch  irdfBd  bj  swcnk  of  fini 

"jvnd  if  you  remember  of  old,  I  dare  die,-^-^ 
Coniader  what  the  werkl  would  conceive,  if  I 
thoubl  be  violently  enforced  to  do  it." — FragjneniB 
qf  her  Lettere, 

Note  3,  page  201,  col.  1. 

And  bar  lovely  thooghts  fhtm  their  cells  fiNind  im^ 
In  the  sudden  flow  of  a  plaintive  laj. 

A  Greek  Bride,  on  leaving  her  father's  hooie, 
takes  leave  of  her  friends  and  relatives  frequently 
in  extemporaneous  verse. — See  FaurieTe  ChantM 
Populairea  de  la  Grece  Moderne, 

Note  4,  page  209,  coL  2. 
And  loved  wlien  they  should  lwt»— like  thee^  IrseUiu 
The  tale  of  Iroelda  is  related  in  Sismondi*s  m»> 
torie  des  Rcpubliques  Italienne.    Vol.  iii.  p  443. 

Note  5,  page  217,  col  1. 

Ftehar  0^  aodem  waien^  mil  I 

"Father  of  waters,"  the  Indian  name  far  the 
Mississippi. 

Note  (i,  page  218,  col.  2. 

And  to  the  Fsiiyt  ibontaln  In  the  gUulr. 

A  beautiful  fountain  near  Domrcroi,  believM 
to  be  haunted  by  fiiries,  and  a  favourito^  resoK  of 
Jeanne  d'Arc  in  her  childhood. 

Note  7,  page  218,  col.  2. 

But  lovel'MHt  far  amid*  the  ravel'*  pride. 
Was  ahe^  the  Lady  from  the  Danube^tdSb 

The  Princess  Pauline  Schwartzenberg.  Ths 
story  of  her  fate  is  beautiiuJ!y  related  in  IJA^ 
magna.    VoL  iil  p.  336. 
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Sboiifift  of  tnr  amttionu. 


A  SPIRIT'S  RETURN. 

Thte  Is  to  be  a  mortal, 
Aniaaek  tfaa  thii^i  beyond  mortalitj  I 

Mattfnd, 

Tht  rcace   preTails;   dear   Friend,  my  gentle 

Friend! 
Tlda  long-shut  heart  for  thee  shall  he  ensealed, 
And  though  thy  soft  eye  mournfully  will  bend 
Owr  the  troubled  stream,  yet  once  revealed 
Shidl  its  freed  waters  flow;  then  rocks  must  close 
For  evermore,  above  their  dark  repose. 

Come  while  the  goigeoas  mysteriesof  the  sky 

Fused  in  the  crimson  sea  of  sunset  lie; 

Come  to  the  woods,  where  all  strange  wandering 

sound 
Is  mingled  into  harmony  profound ; 
WlMie  the  leaves  thrill  with  spirit,  while  the  wind 
Fills  with  a  viewless  being,  unoonfined, 
The  trembling  seeds  and  fountains; — Our  own 

dell, 
With  its  green  dimness  and  ^olian  breath. 
Shall  suit  th'  unveiling  of  dark  records  well— 
Hear  me  in  tenderness  and  nlent  faith  I 

Thou  knew'st  me  not  in  life's  fresh  vernal  noon — 

I  would  thou  hadst! — for  then  my  heart  on  thine 

Had  poured  a  worthier  love;  now,  all  o'er  worn 

By  its  deep  thirst  for  something  too  divine, 

It  hath  but  fitful  music  to  bestow, 

Echoes  of  harp-strings,  broken  long  ago.  ' 

Yet  even  in  youth  companionless  I  stood, 
Am  a  bne  forest-bird  midet  ocean's  foam; 
For  me  the  silver  chords  of  brotherhood 
Were  early  loosed ;— the  voices  from  my  home 
Pttsed  one  by  one,  and  Melody  and  Mirth 
Left  me  a  dreamer  by  a  silent  hearth. 

But,  with  the  fulness  of  a  heart  that  burned 
For  the  deep  sympathies  of  mind,  I  turned 
From  that  unanswering  spot,  and  fondly  sought 
In  all  vild  scenes  with  thrilling  murmurs  fraught, 
In  every  still  email  voice  and  sound  of  power. 
And  flute-note  of  the  wind  through  cave  and 


A  peribue  delightl—^br  then  first  woke 
My  lifo'e  lone  passion,  the  mysterious  qoesl 


Of  secret  knowledge;  and  each  tone  that  broke 
From  the  wood-arches  or  the  fountain*s  breast, 
Making  my  quick  soul  vibrato  as  a  lyre, 
But  ministered  to  thai  strange  inborn  fire. 

Midst  the  bright  silence  of  the  mountain-dells, 
In  noon-tide  hours  or  golden  summer-evca, 
My  thoughts  have  burst  forth  as  a  gale  that  swells 
Into  a  rushing  blast,  and  from  the  leaves 
Shakes  out  response; — O  thou  rich  world   ui^ 

seen! 

Thou  curtained  realm  of  spirits! — thus  my  ciy 
Hath  troubled  air  and  siience— dost  thou  lie 
Spread  all  around,  yet  by  some  filmy  screen 
Shut  from  us  ever! — The  resounding  woods, 
Do  their  depths  teem  with  marvels  1 — and  the 

floods, 
And  the  pure  fountains,  leading  secret  veins 
Of  quenchless  melody  through  rock  and  hiU, 
Have  they  bright  dwellers? — are  their  lone  do- 


Peopled  with  beauty,  which  may  never  still 
Our  weary  thirst  of  soul  1 — Cold,  weak  and  cold. 
Is  Earth's  vain  language,  piercing  not  one  foki 
Of  our  deep  being  i^— Oh,  for  gifhi  more  high! 
For  a  sc«r's  glance  to  rend  mortality! 
For  a  charmed  rod,  to  call  from  each  dark  shrine^ 
The  oracles  divine! 

I  woke  from  those  high  fantasies,  to  know 
My  kindred  with  the  Earth — I  woke  to  love:*-* 
O  gentle  Friend !  to  love  in  doubt  and  wo, 
Shutting  the  heart  the  worshipped  name  abov«» 
Is  to  bve  deeply — and  my  spirit's  dower 
Was  a  sad  gill,  a  melancholy  power 
Of  so  adoring ; — ^with  a  buried  care. 
And  with  the  o'erflowing  of  a  voiceless  prayer. 
And  with  a  deepening  dream,  that  day  by  day, 
In  the  still  shadow  of  its  lonely  sway. 
Folded  me  closer;— till  theworid  held  nought 
Save  the  one  Being  to  my  centred  thought. 
There  was  no  music  but  his  voice  to  lu»ir. 
No  joy  but  such  as  with  his  step  drew  near , 
Light  was  but  where  he  looked — life  where  te 

moved — 
Silently,  fervently,  thus,  tlius  I  loved. 
Oh!  but  such  love  is  fearful! — and  I  knew 
Its  gathering  doom:— the  soul's  prophetic  sight 
Even  then  unfolded  in  my  breast,  and  throw 
O'er  all  things  round,  a  full,  strong,  vivid  li^bi 
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Too  sorrowfully  clear! — an  under-tone 
Was  given  to  Nature's  harp,  for  me  alone 
Whbpering   of  grief.— Of  grief?— be   itrong, 

awake! 
Hath  not  thy  lore  been  victory,  O,  my  soal  1 
Hath  not  its  conflict  won  a  voice  to  shake 
Death's  fastnesses?— a  magic  to  control 
Worlds  far  removed?— from  o'er  the  grave  to  thee 
Love  hath  made  answer;  and  ihy  tale  should  be 
Sung  like  a  lay  of  triumph!— Now  return, 
And  take  thy  treasure  from  its  bosomed  urn, 
And  lift  it  once  to  light! 

In  fear,  in  pain 
I  said  I  loved — but  yet  a  heavenly  strain 
Of  sweetness  floated  down  the  tearful  stream, 
A  joy  flashed  through  the  trouble  of  my  dream ! 
I  knew  myself  beloved ! — we  breathed  no  vow, 
No  mingling  visions  might  our  fate  allow. 
As  unto  happy  hcarU;  but  still  and  deep. 
Like  a  rich  jewel  gleaming  in  a  grave, 
Like  golden  sand  in  some  dark  river's  wave, 
So  did  my  soul  that  costly  knowledge  keep 
So  jealously! — a  thing  o'er  which  to  shed, 
When  stars  alone  beheld  the  drooping  head, 
Lone  tears !  yet  ofttimes  burdened  with  Ih'  excess 
Of  our  strange  nature's  quivering  happiness. 

But,  oh !  sweet  Friend  I  we  dream  not  of  love's 

might 
Till. Death  has  robed  veith  soft  and  solemn  light 
The  image  we  enshrine ! — Before  that  hour, 
We  have  but  glimpses  of  the  o'ermastering  power 
Within  us  laid  \—tken  doth  the  spirit-flame 
With  sword-like  lightning  rend  its  mortal  frame; 
The  wings  of  that  which  pants  to  follow  fast 
Shake  their  clay-birs,  as  with  a  prisoned  blast, — 
The  sea  is  in  our  souls ! 

He  died,  he  died, 
On  whom  my  lone  devotedness  was  cast! 
I  might  not  keep  one  vigil  by  his  side, 
/,  whose  wrung  heart  watched  with  him  to  the  last! 
I  might  not  once  his  fainting  head  sustain. 
Nor  bathe  his  parebed  li[js  in  the  hour  of  pain, 
Nor  say  to  him,  "Farewell !" — He  passed  away — 
Oh!  had  my  love  been  there,  its  conquering  sway 
Had  won  him  back  from  death ! — but  thus  removed, 
Borne  o'er  the  abyss  no  sounding  line  hath  proved, 
Joined  with  the  unknown,  the  viewless, — ^he  be 

came 
Lfnto  my  thoughts  another,  yet  the  same— 
Changed^hallowed — ^glorified ! — and  in  his  low 

grave 
Seemed  a  bright  moumfui  altar — mine,  all  mine: — 
Brother  and  Friend  soon  left  me  that  sole  shrine, 
The  birthrightofthe  Faithful  !—<A«ir  world's  wave 
fyMi  «(wept  them  from  its  brink. — Oh  I  deem  thou 

not 
ThJkl  on  the  sad  and  consecrated  spot 


My  soul  grew  weak !— I  tell  thee  that  a  power 
There  kindled  heart  and  lip ;— «  flery  shower 
My  words  wen  made; — a  might  was  giveo  to 

prayer, 

And  a  strong  grasp  to  passionate  despair, 
And  a  dread  triumph  I— Know'st  thou  whal  I 

sought? 

For  what  high  boon  my  struggling  spirit  wrought? 
— Communion  with  the  dead ! — I  sent  a  cry. 
Through  the  veiled  empires  of  eternity, 
A  voice  to  ck'ave  theml  By  the  roourAfuI  truth, 
By  the  lost  promise  of  my  blighted  youth, 
By  the  strong  chain  a  mightly  love  can  bind 
On  the  beloved,  the  spell  of  mind  o'er  mind  ; 
By  words,  which  in  themselves  are  magic  high. 
Armed,  and  inspired,  and  winged  with  agony; 
By  tears,  which  comfort  not,  but  burn,  and  seem 
To  bear  the  heart's  blood  in  their  pasebn-stream  * 
I  summoned,  I  adjured ! — with  quickened  senses 
With  the  keen  vigil  of  a  life  intense, 
I  watched,  an  answer  from  the  winds  to  wring, 
I  listened,  if  perchance  tlie  stream  might  bring 
Token  from  worlds  afar :  I  taught  one  sound 
Unto  a  thousand  echoes;  one  profound 
Imploring  accent  to  the  tomb,  the  sky; 
One  prayer  to  night, — "Awake,  appear,  reply  I" 

Hath  thou  been  told  that  from  the  viewless  bourne 
The  dark  way  never  hath  allowed  return? 
That  all,  which  tears  can  move,  with  life  is  fled, 
That  earthly  love  Is  powerless  on  the  dead? 
Believe  it  not ! — there  is  a  large  lone  star, 
Now  burning  o'er  yon  western  hill  afar. 
And  under  its  clear  light  there  lies  a  spot, 
Whkh  well  might  utter  forth— Belbve  it  not  I 

I  eat  beneath  that  planet,— I  had  wept 
My  wo  to  stillness !  every  night- wind  slept ; 
A  hush  was  on  the  hills ;  the  very  streams 
Went  by  like  clouds,  or  noiseless  founts  in  dreams, 
And  the  dark  tree  o'ershadowing  me  that  hour. 
Stood  motioj)lc88,  even  as  the  gray  church  tower 
Whereon  I  gazed  unconsciously : — there  came 
A  low  sound,  like  the  tremor  of  a  flame, 
Or  like  the  light  quick  shiver  of  a  wing, 
Flitting  through  twilight  woods,  across  the  air; 
And  I  looked  up !— Oh  I  for  strong  words  to  briqg 
Conviction  o'er  thy  thought ! — Before  me  there, 
He,  the  Departed,  stood  1— Aye,  face  to  face- 
So  near,  and  yet  how  far  I — his  form,  his  mien, 
Gave  to  remembrance  back  each  burning  trace 
Within : — Yet  something  awfully  serene, 
Pure, — sculpture-like, — on  the   pale  brow,  thai 

wore 
Of  the  once  beating  heart  no  token  more; 
And  stillness  on  the  lip— and  o*er  the  hair 
A  gleam,  that  trembled  through  the  breathless  air; 
And  an  un&thomed  calm,  that  seemed  to  lie 
In  the  grave  sweetness  of  the  illumined  eye; 
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Told  of  the  gulft  between  oar  being  eet, 
And,  M  thftt  unsheathed  spirit-glance  I  met, 
Made  my  soal  &int :— with /car  7 — Ohl  not  with 

fear! 
With  Ihe  sick  feeling  that  in  hi»  far  sphere 
My  lore  could  be  as  nothing ! — But  he  spoke-* 
How  shall  I  tell  thee  of  the  startling  thrill 
In  that  low  voice,  whose  breezy  tones  could  fill 
My  bosom's  infinite  7 — ^O  Friend,  I  woke 
Then  first  to  heavenly  life  1 — Soft,  solemn,  clear, 
Breathed  the  mysterious  accents  on  mine  ear. 
Yet  strangely  seemed  as  if  the  while  they  rose 
From  depths  of  distance,  o'er  the  wide  repose 
Of  slumbering  waters  wafted,  or  the  dells 
Of  mountains,  hollow  with  sweet  echo-cells ; 
But,  as  they  murmured  on,  the  mortal  chill 
Passed  from  me,  like  a  mist  before  the  raorn, 
And,  to  that  glorious  intercourse  cpbome, 
.  By  slow  degrees,  a  calm,  divinely  still, 
Possessed  my  frame :  I  sought  that  lighted  eye, — 
From  its  intense  and  searching  purity 
I  drank  in  »aul! — I  questioned  of  the  dead — 
Of  the  hushed,  starry  shores  their  footsteps  tread- 
And  I  was  answered: — if  remembrance  there, 
With  dreamy  whispers  fill  the  immortal  air; 
If  Thought,  here  piled  from  many  a  jewel-heap, 
Be  treasure  in  that  pensive  land  to  keep ; 
If  Love,  o'ereweeping  change,  and  blight,  and  blast. 
Find  there  the  music  of  his  home  at  last ; 
I  asked,  and  I  was  answered : — Full  and  high 
Was  that  communion  with  eternity. 
Too  rich  for  aught  so  fleeting ! — like  a  knell 
Swept  o'er  my  sense  its  closing  words, — "  Fare- 
well, 

On  earth  we  meet  no  more !" — and  all  was  gone— 
The  pale  bright  settled  brow — the  thrilling  tone— 
The  still  and  shining  eye ! — and  never  more 
May  twilight  gloom  or  midnight  hush  restore 
That  radiant  guest!— One  full-fraught  hour  of 

Heaven, 
To  earthly  passion's  wild  implorings  given, 
Was  made  my  own — the  ethereal  fire  hath  shivered 
The  fragile  censer  in  whose  mould  it  quivered, 
Brightly,  consuminglyl — What  now  is  left? — 
A  &ded  world,  of  glory's  hues  bereft, 
A  void,  a  chain !— I  dwell,  'midst  throngs,  apart, 
In  the  cold  silence  of  the  stranger's  heart ; 
A  fixed,  immortal  shadow  stands  between 
My  spirit  and  life's  fast  receding  scene ; 
A  gift  hath  severed  me  from  human  tics^ 
A  power  is  gone  from  all  earth's  melodies, 
Which  never  may  retain : — their  chords  are  bro- 
ken— 
The  music  of  another  land  hath  spoken, 
No  after-BOund  is  sweet !— this  weary  thirst  I— 
And  1  have  heard  celestial  fountains  bunt!— 
What  here  shall  quench  itl 

Dost  thou  not  rejoice, 
When  the  spring  sends  forth  an  awakening  voice 


Through  the  young  woods  1— Thou  dost;*- And 

in  that  birth 
Of  early  leaves,  and  flowers,  and  songs  of  mirth, 
Thousands, like  thee,  find  gladness!— Couldst thou 

know 
How  every  breeze  then  summons  me  to  go  1 
How  all  the  light  of  k>ve  and  beauty  shed 
By  those  rich  hours,  but  wooes  me  to  the  Dead  I 
The  only  beautifuf  that  change  no  mora, 
The  only  loved !— the  dwellers  on  the  shore 
Of  spring  fulfilled !— The  Dead !— wAom  call  we  sol 
They  that  breathe  purer  air,  that  feel,  that  know 
Things  wrapt  from  us ! — Away ! — within  me  pent, 
That  which  is  barred  from  its  own  element 
Still  droops  or  struggles! — But  the  day  leilZ  come- 
Over  the  deep  the  free  bird  finds  its  home. 
And  the  stream  lingers  'midst  the  rocks,  yet  greets 
The  sea  at  last;  and  the  winged  flower-seed  meets 
A  soil  to  rest  in : — shall  not  /,  too,  be. 
My  spirit-love !  upborne  to  dwell  with  theel 
Yes!  by  the  power  whose  conquering  anguish 

stirred 
The  tomb,  whose  cry  beyond  the  stara  was  heard, 
Whose  agony  of  triumph  won  thee  back 
Through  the  dim  pass  no  mortal  step  may  track, 
Yet  shall  we  meet ! — that  glimpse  of  joy  divine. 
Proved  thee  for  ever  and  for  ever  minel 


THE  LADY  OF  PROVENCE* 


Coarags  was  cast  about  her  like  a  areai 

OTKdeiim  comelinea^ 
A  gathend  mind  and  an  untroubled  fiios 

Did  give  her  dangeis  grace. 


The  war-note  of  the  Saracen 

Was  on  the  winds  of  France; 
It  had  stilled  the  harp  of  the  Troubadour, 

And  the  clash  of  the  tourney's  lance. 

The  sounds  of  the  sra,  and  the  sounds  of  the  night, 
And  the  hollow  echoes  of  charge  and  flight. 
Were  around  Clotilde,  as  she  knelt  to  prey 
In  a  chapel  where  the  mighty  lay, 

On  the  old  Proven9al  shore; 
Many  a  Chatillon  beneath, 
Unstirred  by  the  ringing  trumpet's  breath, 

His  shroud  of  armour  wore. 
And  the  glimpses  of  moonlight  that  went  and 

came 
Through  the  clouds,  like  bursU  of  a  dying  flame^ 
Gave  quivering  life  to  the  slumber  pale 
Of  stern  forms  couched  in  their  marble  mail, 
'  At  rest  on  the  tombs  of  the  knightly  race. 
The  silent  throngs  of  that  burial-place. 

« Founded  on  an  Incldeat  in  the  aattjr  Ftsat  h  UMi* 


Digiti 


ized  by  Google 


ItfRS.  HEMANB'  WORKS. 


They  wen  imtgod  then  with  helm  And  tpear, 
As  leaden  in  many  a  bold  caner, 
And  haughty  their  sti]lne«  looked  and  high. 
Like  a  sleep  whose  dnams  wen  of  Tictory ; 
But  meekly  the  voice  of  the  lady  rose 
Through  the  trophies  of  tlieir  proud  npose ; 
Meekly,  yet  fervently,  calling  down  aid, 
Under  thdr  bannen of  baUlo  she  prayed; 
With  her  pale  fair  brow,  and  her  eyes  of  love, 
Upraised  to  the  Virgin's  poortrayed  above, 
And  her  hair  flung  back,  till  it  swept  the  grave 
Of  a  Chatillon  with  iu  gleamy  wave. 
And  her  fragile  frame,  at  every  blast, 
That  full  of  the  savage  war-horn  passed, 
Trembling,  as  tnmbles  a  bird's  quick  heart, 
When  it  vainly  strives  from  iU  cage  to  part,— 

So  knelt  she  in  her  wo; 
A  weeper  alone  with  the  tearless  dead — 
Oh !  they  reck  not  of  tean  o'er  their  quiet  shed, 

Or  the  dust  had  atimd  below ! 

Hark!  a  swift  step!  she  hath  caught  its  tone, 
Through  the  dash  of  the  sea,  through  the  wild 

wind's  moan ; — 
Is  her  lord  returned  with  his  conquering  bandal 
No!  a  bnathlesB  vassal  befon  her  stands! 
->"  Hast  thou  been  on  the  field  7^ Art  thou  come 

from  the  host  r 
—"From  the  slaughter,  Lady!— AH,  all  is  k)St! 
Our  bannen  an  taken,  our  knights  laid  low, 
Our  spearmen  chased  by  the  Paynim  foe, 
And  thy  Lord,"  his  voice  took  a  sadder  sound — 
"  Thy  Lord— he  is  not  on  the  bloody  ground ! 
There  an  those  who  tell  that  the  leader's  plume 
Was  seen  ^n  the  flight  through  the  gathering 

gloom." 

-—A  change  o'er  her  mien  and  spirit  past ; 

She  ruled  the  heart  which  had  beat  so  faat, 

She  dashed  the  tean  from  her  kindling  eye, 

With  a  glanco,  as  of  sudden  royalty: 

The  proud  blood  sprang  in  a  fiery  flow, 

Cluiek  o'er  bosom,  and  cheek,  and  brow, 

And  her  young  voice  rone  till  tho  peasant  shook 

At  the  thrilling  tone  and  the  falcon-leok: 

.."  Dost  thou  stand  by  the  tom^  of  the  gkiriovs 

dead. 
And  fear  not  to  say,  that  their  son  hath  fled? 
— Away!  he  is  lying  by  lance  and  shiekl, — 
^oint  me  the  path  to  his  battle-field  I" 

The  Hhadows  of  the  forest 

An  aboot  the  lady  now; 
She  b  hurrying  through  the  mldnigfat  on, 

Beneath  the  daik  pine  bovgh. 


There's  a  murmur  of  oneiis  in  every  loaf, 
'J*hen>'s  a  wail  in  the  stream  Uke  the  dirge  of  a 


The  branches  that  rock  the  tempest^rife. 
An  groaning  Uke  tilings  of  troubled  life ; 
The  wind  from  the  battle  aeems  rushing  by 
With  a  funeral  march  through  the  gloomy  sky ; 
The  pathway  is  ragged,  and  wild,  and  long, 
But  her  frame  in  the  daring  of  love  is  strong, 
And  her  soul  as  on  swelling  seas  upborne. 
And  girded  all  fearful  things  to  scorn. 

And  fearful  things  were  around  her  sprrad. 
When  she  reached  the  field  of  the  warhor-deaJ ; 
There  lay  the  noble,  the  valiant,  low — 
Aye !  but  on^  word  speaks  of  deeper  wo; 
There  lay  the  loved — on  each  fallen  head 
Mothen  vain  blessings  and  tean  had  shed; 
Ststen  were  watching  in  many  a  home 
For  the  ft* ttered  footstep,  no  more  to  come ; 
Names  in  the  prayer  of  that  night  were  spoken, 
Whose  claim  unto  kindred  prayer  was  broken; 
And  tho  fire  was  heaped,  and  the  britrht  wiwe 

poured, 

For  those,  now  needing  nor  hearth  nor  board ; 
Only  a  requiem,  a  shroud,  a  knell, 
And  oh !  ye  beloved  of  women,  farewell  1 

Silently,  with  lips  compressed. 
Pale  hands  clasped  above  her  bnasti 
Stately  brow  of  anguish  high, 
Deathlike  cheek,  but  dauntless  eye ; 
Silently,  o'er  that  red  plain. 
Moved  the  lady  'midst  the  slain. 

Sometimes  it  seemed  as  a  charging  cry, 
Or  the  ringing  tramp  of  a  steed,  came  nigh ; 
Sometimes  a  blast  of  the  Paynim  horn. 
Sudden  and  shrill  from  the  mountains  borne; 
And  her  maidens  trembled ; — ^bot  on  her  ear 
No  meaning  fell  with  those  sounds  of  fear; 
They  had  less  of  mastery  to  shake'  her  now. 
Than  the  quivering,  erewhile,  of  an  aspen  bough 
She  searched  into  many  an  unclosed  eye, 
That  looked,  without  soul,  to  the  starry  sky; 
She  bowed  down  o'er  many  a  shattered  breast 
She  Hfled  up  helmet  and  cloven  crest — 

Not  there,  not  there  he  lay! 
"  Lead  when  the  most  hath  been  dared  and  dom^ 
When  the  heart  of  the  battle  hath  bled— lead  w.i* 

And  the  vassal  took  the  way. 

He  tuned  le  a  dark  and  fenely  tree, 
That  waved  o'er  a  fountain  red ; 

Oh !  swiftest  there  had  the  curreiiU  fne 
From  noble  veins  been  shed. 

Thiekflit  tbcfc  the  spear-heads  gleamed. 
And  the  scattered  plumage  s^reame^, 
And  the  broken  sliields  wen  tossed, 
And  the  shivenxi  lances  crossed. 
And  the  mail-dad  sleepers  round 
1        Made  the  harvest  of  that  ground. 
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He  WM  there  I  the  leader  amidst  hw  hand, 
Where  the  faithful  had  made  their  laot  vain  stand, 
He  was  there!  but  aflection's  glance  alone 
The  darkly-changed  in  that  hour  had  known ; 
With  the  ijdchion  yet  in  his  cold  hand  grasped, 
And  a  banner  of  France  to  his  IxMom  clasped, 
And  the  form  that  of  conflict  bore  fearful  trace, 
A  nd  the  face— oh !  speak  not  of  that  dead  &ce  1 
As  it  lay  to  answer  love's  look  no  more, 
Yet  never  so  |>roudly  loved  before ! 
She  quelled  in  her  soul  tho  deep  floods  of  wo, 
The  time  was  not  yet  for  their  waves  to  flow ; 
She  felt  the  full  presence,  the  might  of  death, 
Yet  there  came  no  sob  with  her  struggling  breath, 
And  a  proud  smile  shone  o*er  her  pale  despair, 
As  she  turned  to  his  followers — '^  Your  Lord  is  there ! 
Look  on  him !  know  him  by  scarf  and  crest ! — 
Bear  him  away  with  his  sires  to  rest  1" 

Another  day — another  night — 

And  the  sailor  on  the  deep 
Hears  the  low  chant  of  a  funeral  rite 

From  the  lordly  chapel  sweep: 

It  ootnes  with  a  broken  and  moffled  tone, 

As  if  that  rite  were  in  tenor  done ; 

Yet  the  song  'midst  the  seas  hath  a  thrilling  power. 

And  he  knows  'tis  a  chieftain's  boriol  hour. 

Unniedly,  in  fear  and  wc^ 

Throngh  the  aisle  the  mourners  go; 

With  a  bushed  and  etealthy  tiead. 

Bearing  on  the  noble  dead, 

Sheathed  in  armour  of  the  fields 

Only  his  wan  face  revealed, 

Whence  the  still  and  solemn  gleam 

Doth  a  strange  sod  contrast  seem 

To  the  anxious  eyes  of  that  pale  band, 

With  torches  wavering  in  every  hand. 

For  they  dread  each  moment  the  shout  of  .war, 


And  the  burst  of  the  Moslem  scimitar. 


There  is  no  plumed  head  o'er  the  bier  to  bend, 

No  brother  of  battle,  no  princely  friend ; 

No  sound  oomes  back  like  the  sounds  of  yore, 

Unto  sweeping  swords  from  tho  marble  floor  i 

By  the  red  fountain  the  valiant  lie, 

Th6  flower  of  Provencal  chivalry, 

Bnt  one  free  step,  and  one  lofly  heart, 

Bear  through  that  scene,  to  the  last,  their  part. 

She  hath  led  the  death-train  of  the  brave 

To  the  verge  of  his  own  ancestral  grave ; 

She  hath  held  o'er  her  spirit  long  rigid  sway. 

But  the  struggling  passion  must  now  have  way. 

In  the  cheek,  half  seen  through  her  mourning  veil, 

By  turns  does  the  swift  blood  flush  and  fail ; 

Tho  pride  on  the  lip  is  lingering  still, 

But  it  shakes  as  a  flame  to  the  blast  might  thrill ; 

Anguish  and  Triumph  are  mpt  at  strife, 

Rending  the  chords  of  her  frail  youns;  liic ; 


And  she  Mnks  at  last  on  her  warrior's  bier,  ^ 
Lifting  her  voice,  as  if  Death  miglit  hear.— ^ 

"  I  liave  won  thy  fame  from  the  breath  of  wrong, 
My  soul  hath  risen  for  thy  glory  strong  I 
Now  call  me  hence,  by  thy  side  to  be. 
The  world  thou  leav'st  has  no  place  for  me. 
The  light  goes  with  thee,  tlie  joy,  the  worth- 
Faithful  and  tendvr!  Ob  !  call  me  forth  1 
Give  nie  my  home  on  thy  noble  heart, — 
Well  have  we  loved,  let  us  both  depart  I" — 
And  pale  on  the  breast  of  the  Dead  she  lay, 
The  living  cheek  to  the  cheek  of  cby; 
The  living  cheek ! — Oh  !  it  was  not  vain, 
That  strife  of  the  spirit  to  rend  its  chain  j 
She  is  there  at  rest  in  her  place  of  pride,         ^ 
In  death  how  queen-like— a  glorious  bride ! 

Joy  for  the  freed  One !— she  might  not  stay 

When  the  crown  had  fallen  from  her  hfe  away; 

She  might  not  linger — a  weary  thing, 

A  dove,  with  no  home  for  its  broken  wing, 

Thrown  on  the  harshness  of  alien  skies. 

That  know  not  its  own  land's  melodiea^ 

From  the  long  heart-withering  early  gone ; 

She  tiatb  lived—she  hath  lov^— ^r  taskis  dou( ' 


THE  CORONATION  OF  INEZ  DE 
CASTRO. 


TUdaan,  od  ]*AmonrfaU  allianoe  a^ftc  la  TVnube;  DTtkv 
ledotttabls  de  la  mon  side  la  vie  I 

JiSadamBdeatoH. 


Thcrc  was  music  on  the  midnight; — 

From  a  royal  fane  it  rolled. 
And  a  mighty  bell,  each  pause  between, 

Sternly  and  slowly  tolled. 
Strange  was  their  mingling  in  the  tky, 

It  hushed  the  listener's  breath ; 
For  the  music  spoke  of  triumph  high. 

The  lonely  bell,  of  death. 

There  was  hurxyiiig  through  the  midnight 

A  sound  of  many  feet ; 
But  they  fell  with  a  muffled  fearfulness, 

Along  the  shadowy  street: 
And  softer,  fainter,  grew  their  tread, 

As  it  neared  the  minster-gate, 
Whence  a  broad  and  solemn  light  was  nhea 

From  a  scene  of  royal  state. 

Full  glowed  the  strong  red  radiance, 

In  the  centre  of  the  nave, 
Where  the  folds  of  a  purple  canoyijr 

Swe[)t  down  in  many  a  wave ; 
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Loading  th«  marble  pavement  old 

With  A  weight  of  gorgeous  gloom, 
For  lomrthing  lay  'midst  their  fretted  gold, 

Like  a  shadow  of  the  tomb. 

And  within  that  rich  pavilion, 

High  on  a  glittering  throne, 
A  woman's  form  sat  silently, 

'Midst  the  glare  of  light  alone. 
Her  jewelled  robes  fell  strangely  stUl- 

The  drapery  on  her  breast 
Seemed  with  no  pulse  beneath  to  thrill, 

So  stonelike  was  its  rest! 

But  a  peal  of  lordly  music 

Shook  e'en  the  dust  below, 
When  the  burning  gold  of  the  diadem 

Was  set  on  her  pallid  brow ! 
Then  died  away  that  haughty  sound, 

And  from  the  encircling  band 
Stept  Prince  and  Chief,  'midst  the  hui^h  profound, 

With  homage  to  her  hand. 

Why  passed  a  faint,  cold  shuddering 

Over  each  martial  frame, 
As  one  by  one,  to  touch  that  hand, 

Noble  and  leader  camel 
Was  not  the  settled  aspect  fairl 

Did  not  a  queenly  grace, 
Under  the  parted  ebon  hair, 

Sit  on  the  pale  still  heel 

Death!  Death!  canst  thou  be  lovely 

Unto  the  eye  iOf  Life? 
Is  not  each  pulse  of  the  quick  high  breast 

With  thy  cold  mien  at  strife  1 
-  It  was  a  strange  and  fearful  sight. 

The  crown  upon  that  head, 
The  glorious  robes,  and  the  blaze  of  liglit, 

All  gathered  round  the  Dead ! 

And  beside  her  stood  in  silence 

One  with  a  brow  as  pale. 
And  white  lips  rigidly  compressed, 

Lest  the  strong  heart  should  fail: 
King  Pedro,  with  a  jealous  eye, 

Watching  the  homage  done, 
By  the  land*a  flower  and  chivalry, 

To  her,  his  martyred  one. 

But  on  the  face  ho  looked  not, 

Which  onco  his  star  hail  been; 
To  every  form  his  glanco  was  turned, 

Save  of  the  breathless  queen : 
Though  something,  wan  from  the  grave's  embrace. 

Of  her  beauty  still  was  there, 
Its  hues  were  all  of  that  shadowy  place, 

It  w V  not  for  him  to  bear. 


Alas !  the  crown,  (he  sceptre. 

The  treasures  of  tlie  earth. 
And  the  priceless  love  that  {wured  those  giAfl, 

Alike  of  wasted  worth ! 
The  rites  are  closed  :~bear  back  the  Dead 

Unto  the  chamber  deep! 
Lay  down  again  the  royal  head. 

Dust  with  the  dust  to  sleep  1 

There  is  music  on  the  midnight-^ 

A  requiem  sad  and  slow. 
As  the  mourners  through  the  sounding  aisle 

In  dark  procession  go;  ^ 

And  the  rin^  of  state,  and  the  starry  crown, 

And  all  the  rich  array. 
Are  borne  to  thcjiouae  of  silence  down, 

With  her,  that  queen  of  clay! 

And  tearlcssly  and  firmly 

King  Pedro  led  tlie  train, — 
But  his  Cafe  was  wrapt  in  liis  folding  robe, 

When  they  lowered  the  dust  again. 
'T  is  hushed  at  last  the  tomb  above, 

Hymns  die,  and  steps  depart: 
W1k>  called  thee  strong  as  Death,  O  Lovel 

MifffUier  thou  wast  and  art. 


ITALIAN  GIRL'S  HYMN  TO  THE 
VIRGIN. 


OMnctlMdma,  o  porioritnal 

Dulcto  Virgo  Maria. 
Mater  amata,  iniementa, 

Ora,  ora  pro  nobis. 

Sicilian  Moriner'a  Ujpnn, 


hi  the  deep  hour  of  dreams. 
Through  the  dark  woods  and  past  th«* 
sea, 

And  by  the  star-light  gleams. 
Mother  of  Sorrows  I  lo,  1  come  to  thee. 


Unto  thy  shrine  I  bear  , 

Nightpblowing  flowers,  like  my  own  heart,  to  Ik 

All,  all  unfolded  there. 
Beneath  the  meekness  of  thy  pitying  eye. 

For  thou,  that  once  didst  move, 
In  thy  still  beauty,  through  an  early  home, 
I     Thou  know'st  the  grief,  the  love. 
The  fear  of  woman's  soul ; — to  thee  I  come  I 

Many,  and  sad^  and  deep. 
Were  the  thoughts  folded  in  thy  silent  breast; 
'     Thou,  too,  couldst  watch  and  weep— 
Hear,  gentlest  mother!  hear  a  heart  oppresCl 
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'  There  ii  a  wmndering  bark 

Bearing  one  from  me  o^er  the  leeCiev  waves; 

Oh !  let  thy  soft  eye  mark 
His  course; — ^Be  with  him,  Holiest,  guide  and 
save! 

My  soul  is  on  that  way; 
My  thoughts  are  travellers  o'er  the  waters  dim 

Through  the  long  weary  day, 
I  walk,  o'enhadowed  by  vain  dreams  of  him. 

Aid  him, — and  me,  too,  aid ! 
Oh  I  'tis  not  well,  this  earthly  love's  excess  t 

On  thy  weak  child  is  laid 
The  buxden  of  too  deep  a  tenderness. 

Too  much  o'er  htm  is  poured  * 
My  being's  hop&— ecarce  leaving  Heaven  a  part; 

Too  fearfully  adored, 
3h  *  make  not  him  the  chastener  of  my  hearA 

I  tremble  with  a  sense 
Of  grief  to  be;— I  hear  a  warning  low— • 

Sweet  mother  1  call  me  hence  I 
This  wild  idolatiy  must  end  in  wo. 

The  troubled  joy  of  Hie, 
Love's  lightning  happiness,  my  soul  hath  known; 

And,  worn  with  feverish  strife. 
Would  fold  ita  wings;-— take  back,  taJie  back 
thine  own! 

Hark  t  how  the  wind  swept  by  I 

The  tempest's  voice  comes  rolling  o'er  the  wave- 
Hope  of  the  sailor's  eye. 

And  maiden's  heart,  blest  mother,  guide  and  save ! 


TO  A  DEPARTED  SPIRIT. 

Fbom  the  bright  stars,  or  from  the  viewless  air, 
Or  from  some  world  unreached  by  human  thought. 
Spirit,  sweet  spirit !  if  thy  home  be  there. 
And  if  thy  visions  with  Uie  past  be  fraught, 
Answer  me,  answer  me ! 

Have  we  not  conununed  here  of  life  and  death? 
Have  we  not  said  that  love,  such  love  as  ours, 
Was  not  to  perish  as  a  rose's  breath. 
To  melt  away,  like  song  from  festal  bowers  1 

Answer,  oh !  answer  roe ! 

Thine  eye's  last  light  was  mbie— the  soul  that 

shone 
intensely,  mournfully,  through  gathering  haxe— 
Didst  thou  bear  vrith  thee  to  the  shore  unknown, 
Nought  of  what  lived  in  that  long,  earnest  gaae  1 
Hear,  hear,  and  answer  me ! 

Thy  voice— its  low,  soft,  Jbrvent,  farewell  tone 
Thrilled  through  the  tempest  of  the  parting  strife, 
R  22* 


Like  a  faint  breexe :— oh !  from  that  music  flown, 
Send  back  one  sound,  if  love's  be  quenchless  life. 
But  once,  oh  1  answer  me ! 

In  the  still  noontide,  in  the  sunset's  hush, 

In  the  dead  hour  of  night,  when  thought  grows 

deep. 
When  the  heart's  phantoms  from  the  darkness 

rush. 

Fearfully  beautiful,  to  strive  with  sleep- 
Spirit  !  then  answer  me ! 

By  the  remembrance  of  our  blended  prayer; 
By  all  our  tears,  whose  mingling  made  them  sweet, 
By  our  last  hope,  the  victor  o'er  despair; — 
Speak!  if  our  souls  in  deathless  yearnings  meet; 
Answer  me,  answer  me ! 

The  grave  ia  nient :— and  the  far-off  sky, 
And  the  deep  midnight — sOent  all,  and  lone ! 
Oh  1  if  thy  buried  bve  make  no  reply. 
What  voice  has  Eaith  1— Hear,  pity,  speak,  mine 
own! 

Answer  me,  answer  me! 


THE  CHAMOIS  HUNTER'S  LOVE. 


For  all  hto  wildneM  and  proud  fimtasiei!^ 
I  love  him! 

Croty, 

Tht  heart  is  in  the  upper  world,  where  fleet  ths 

Chamois  bounds, 
Thy  heart  is  where  the  mountain-flr  shakes  to  the 

torrent-sounds ; 
And  where  the  snow-peaks  gleam    like  stars, 

through  the  stillness  of  the  air. 
And  where  the  Lauwine's*  peal  is  heard — ^Hunter! 

thy  heart  is  there ! 

I  know  thoo  lov'st  me  well,  dear  Friend !  but  bet- 
ter, better  far, 

Thou  lov'st  that  high  and  haughty  life,  with  rocks 
and  storms  at  war; 

In  the  green  sunny  vales  with  me,  thy  spirit  would 
butpm^— 

And  yet  I  will  be  thine,  my  Love!  and  yet  I  will 
bethine! 

And  I  will  not  seek  to  woo  thee  down  from  those 
thy  native  heights. 

With  the  sweet  song,  our  land's  own  song,  of  pas- 
toral delights; 


*  LammiUt  the  avalancba. 
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Foi  thoa  muit  live  u  eagles  Ut9,  thy  path  u  not 


And  yet  I  will  be  thine,  my  LoTe!  and  yet  I  wUl 
he  thine. 

And  I  will  leave  my  bleawd  home,  my  Father'^ 

joyooa  health, 
With  all  the  voices  meeting  there  in  tenderness 

and  mirth, 
With  all  the  kind  and  laughmg  eyes,  that  in  its 

fire-light  shine, 
To  sit  forsaken  in  thy  hut,— jet  know  that  thoa 

art  mine! 

It  is  my  youth,  it  is  my  bloom,  it  is  my  glad  fiee 
heart, 

That  I  east  away  for  the»— fiw  thee— all  leckleas 
as  thou  art  t 

With  tremblings  and  with  vigils  lone,  I  bind  my- 
self to  dwell 

Yet,  yet  I  would  not  change  that  lot,— oh  no !  I 
love  too  well  t 

A  monmfiil  thing  is  lor^  which  grows  to  one  so 

wild  as  thou. 
With  that  bright  rostluasness  of  eye,  that  tameless 

fire  of  brow  1 
Mournful ! — but  dearer  far  I  call  its  mingled  fear 

and  pride, 
And  the  trouble  of  its  happiness,  than  aught  on 

earth  beside. 

To  listen  lor  thy  step  in  vain,  to  start  at  every 

breath, 
To  watch  through  long  bng  nights  of  storm,  to 

sleep  and  dream  of  death, 
To  woke  in  doubt  and  loneliness— this  doom  I 

know  is  mine,^ 
And  yet  I  will  be  thine,  my  Love!  and  yet  I  will 

be  thine  I 

lliat  I  may  greet  thee  from  thine  Alps,  when 

thence  thou  oom'st  at  last. 
That  I  may  hear  thy  thrilling  voice  tell  o'er  each 

danger  past, 
That  I  may  kneel  and  pray  for  thee,  and  win 

thee  aid  divine, — 
For  this  I  will  be  tliine,  ray  Love  t  for  this  I  will 

be  thine! 


THE  INDIAN  WITH  HIS  DEAD 
CHILD.* 

In  the  silence  of  the  midnight 
I  journev  with  my  dead ; 


*  An  Indian  who  liad  otabliriied  hfmnir  In  a  lownsliip  of 
Mmna,  feeling  Indlgnantiy  the  want  of  qrmpathy  evinced 
Kiwards  him  by  the  while  Inhabitant^  particulariy  on  the 
faoh  of  hh  only  child,  gave  «ip  his  lann  aoon  iAerwudi^  duf 
^tiMbodjrof  hie  fhllo,  anc  carried  k  with  bin  two  hundrad 


In  the  darkness  of  the  forest-boughi| 
A  kmely  path  I  tread. 

But  my  heart  is  high  and  fearless, 
As  by  mighty  wings  upborne; 

The  mountain  eagle  hath  not  plumes 
So  strong  as  Love  and  Scorn. 

I  have  raised  thee  from  the  grav»«)d, 
By  the  white  man's  path  defiled ; 

On  to  th'  ancestral  wilderness, 
I  bear  thy  dust,  my  child! 

I  have  asked  the  ancient  deserts 

To  give  my  dead  a  place. 
Where  the  sUtely  footsteps  of  the  free 

Alone  should  leave  a  trace. 

And  the  tossing  pines  made  answer-* 
k  "  Go,  bring  us  back  thine  own !" 
And  the  streams  from  all  the  hunters'  htili^ 
Rushed  with  an  echoing  tone. 

Thou  shalt  rest  by  sounding  waters 

That  yet  untamed  may  roll ; 
The  vokM  of  that  chainless  host 

With  joy  shall  fiU  thy  souL 

In  the  silence  of  the  midnight 

I  journey  with  the  dead, 
Whero  the  arrows  of  my  Cither's  bow 

Their  falcon  flight  have  sped. 

I  have  left  the  qxMler's  dwellings^ 

For  evehnore,  behind; 
Unmingled  with  their  household  sourd% 

For  me  shall  sweep  the  wind. 

Alone,  amidst  their  hearth-fires, 

I  watched  my  child's  decay, 
Uncheered,  I  saw  the  spirit-light 

From  his  young  eyes  fade  away. 

When  his  head  sank  on  my  bosom. 
When  the  death-sleep  o'er  him  fell, 

Was  thero  one  to  say,  "  A  friend  is  nearT" 
Then  was  none! — ^pale  race,  iareweUl 

To  the  forests,  to  the  cedars, 

To  the  warrior  and  his  bow, 
Back,  back ! — I  bora  thee  laughing  thenoe^ 

I  bear  thee  slumbering  now! 

I  bear  thee  unto  burial  i 

With  the  mighty  hunters  gone; 

I  shall  hear  thee  in  the  forest-breeau, 
Thou  wilt  speak  of  joy,  my  son! 

In  the  silence  of  the  midnight 

I  journey  with  the  dead; 
But  my  heart  is  strong,  my  step  is  fleet, 

My  lather's  path  I  tread. 
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SONG  OF  EMIGRATION. 

Turk  wm  beaid  a  mmg  on  the  chiniing  «a, 

A  mingM  Inreaihitig  of  grief  and  glee; 

Man's  Toice,  unbroken  by  ngb«  was  tbere, 

FUHng  with  triumph  the  sonny  air; 

Of  fresh  green  lands,  and  of  pastures  new, 

It  sang^  while  the  baik  through  the  surges  flew. 

But  erer  and  anon 

A  murmur  of  farewdl 
Told,  by  its  plaintive  tone, 

That  from  woman's  lip  it  M. 

''Away,  away  o'er  the  foaming  main !" 

This  was  the  free  and  the  joyous  strain^ 
"  There  are  clearer  skies  than  oun,  afar, 
We  will  shape  our  courM  by  a  brighter  star; 
There  are  plains  whose  verdure  nofoot  hath  pmsed, 
And  whose  wealth  is  all  for  the  first  brave  guest." 

"  But  alas!  that  we  should  go" 
—Sang  the  farewell  voices  then — 

**  From  the  homesteads,  warm  and  low, 
By  the  brook  and  in  the  glen  1" 

**  We  will  rear  new  homes  under  trees  that  glow, 
As  if  gems  were  the  fruitage  of  every  bough; 
O'er  our  white  walb  we  will  train  the  vine. 
And  sit  in  its  shadow  at  day's  decline ; 
And  watch  our  herds,  as  they  range  at  will 
Through  the  green  savannas,  all  bright  and  still." 

"  But  wo  for  that  sweet  shade 
Of  the  flowering  orchard-trees, 

Where  first  our  children  played 
'Midst  the  birds  and  honey  bees  I" 

**  All,  all  our  own  shall  the  forests  be. 

As  to  the  bound  of  the  roebuck  free  I 

None  shall  say,  *  Hither,  no  further  pass  V 

We  will  track  each  step  through  the  wavy  grass ; 

We  will  chase  the  elk  in  his  speed  and  might, 

And  brmg  prood  spoils  to  the  hearth  at  night.*' 

'*  But,  oh !  the  gray  chureh-tower, 
And  the  sound  of  Sabbath-bell, 

And  the  sheltered  garden-bower,— 
We  have  bid  them  all  farewell  .*** 

*  We  win  give  the  names  of  our  fearless  race 
To  each  bright  river  whose  coune  we  trace ; 
We  will  leave  our  memory  with  mounts  and  floods, 
And  the  path  of  our  daring  in  boundless  woods  1 
And  our  works  unto  m&ny  a  lake's  green  shore, 
Where  the  Indian's  graves  lay,  akme,  before  " 

"  But  who  shall  teach  tlie  flowen. 
Which  our  children  loved,  to  dwell 

In  a  scnl  that  is  not  oun7 
-^Home,  home  and  friends,  farewell  1" 


THE  KING  OF  ARRAGON'S  LAMENT 
FOR  HIS  BROTHER.^ 


If  1  eouldne  him,  h  wen  well  with  me. 


There  were  lights  and  sounds  of  revelling  in  the 

vanqubhed  city's  halls, 
As  by  night  the  feast  of  victory  was  held  within 

its  walls; 
And  the  conquerors  fiUed  the  wine-cup  high,  aftrr 

yean  of  bright  blood  shed ; 
But  their  Lord,  the  King  of  Arragon,  'midst  the 
riumph,  wailed  the  dead. 

He  looked  "down  from  the  fortress  won,  on  the 

tents  and  towera  below. 
The  moon-lit  sea,  the  torch-lit  streets, — and  a 

gloom  came  o'er  his  brow: 
The  voice  of  thousands  floated  up,  with  the  horn 

and  cymbal's  tone ; 
But  hb  heart,  'midst  that  proud  music,  fi»lt  more 

utterly  atone. 

And  he  cried,  "  Thou  art  mine,  fair  city  I  thou  city 

of  the  sea! 
But,  oh  I  what  portion  of  delight  b  mine  at  last  in 

theel 
— I  am  lonely  'midst  thy  palace^  while  the  glad 

waves  past  them  roll. 
And  the  soft  breath  of  thine  orange-bowen  is 

mournful  to  my  souL 

"  My  brother  1  oh !  my  brother !  thou  art  gone, — 
the  true  and  brave, 

And  t!ie  haughty  joy  of  victory  hath  died  upon  thf 
grave; 

There  are  many  round  my  throne  to  stand,  and  to 
march  where  I  lead  on ; 

There  was  one  to  love  me  in  the  world, — ^my  bro- 
ther! thou  art  gonel 

"  In  the  desert,  |n  tlio  battle,  in  the  ocean  tempest's 

wrath, 
We  stood  together,  side  by  ride;  one  hope  was 

ouri,— one  path ; 
Thoo  hast  wrapped  me  in  thy  soldier's  doak,  tsou 

hast  fenced  me  with  thy  breast ; 
Thou  hast  watched  beside  my  couch  of  pari— oh ' 

bravest  heart,  and  best ! 


*  Tha  crief  «r  Foidlnant^  King  of  ArragoQ,  for  the  km  « 
hb  brother,  IKm  Fedro^  who  was  killed  duitag  the  4Qgs  of 
Naplei,baflbeUag!ydeaerfbedl}y  thehliiorlanManana.  Ii 
Is  ako  the  aiitajsct  sf  oM  of  Uw  old  Bpubh  BslMi  la  Loet 
bwt'to  beamifiil'cnnactkie 
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*  1  tee  the  festive  lighto  uound  ;-so'er  a  dull  lad 

world  they  ihine; 
I  hear  the  ▼oioe  of  vkiary^my  Pedro !  where  u 

thine? 
The  only  voice  in  whoee  kind  tone  my  spirit  found 

reply  I — 
Oh !  brother!  I  have  bought  too  dear  this  hollow 

pageantry! 

**!  have  hosts,  and  gallant  fleeti^  to  spread  my  c^oiy 

and  my  sway, 
And  chiefii  to  lead  them  feariessly  ;~my /rieiui 

hath  passed  away  I 
For  the  kindly  look,  the  wdlrd  of  ^heer,  my  heart 

may  thirst  in  vain, 
And  the  fuse  that  was  as  light  to  mine— it  can  not 

oome  again! 

**  I  have  made  thy  blood,  thy  fidthiul  bk>od,  the  of- 
fering for  a  crown; 

With  kyve,  which  earth  bestows  not  twice,  I  have 
pinchased  cold  renown ; 

How  often  will  my  weary  heart  *ffiidst  the  sounds 
of  triumph  die. 

When  I  think  of  thee,  my  brother!  thoa  flower  of 
chivalry! 

'I  am  lonely—I  am  lonely!  this  rest  is  even  as 

death! 
Let  me  hear  again  the  ringing  spears,  and  the  bat^ 

tie-trumpet's  breath ; 
Let  me  see  the  fiery  charger  foam,  and  the  royal 

banner  wave- 
But  where  art  thou,  my  brother  1  wheieT— in  thy 

bw  and  early  grave!" 

And  louder  swelled  the  songs  of  joy  through  that 

victorious  night, 
And  faster  flowed  the  red  wine  forth,  by  the  stars' 

and  torches'  light; 
But  low  and  deep,  anudst  the  mirth,  was  heard  the 

conqueror's  moan — 

*  My  brother !  oh !  my  brother !  best  and  bravest ! 

thou  art  gone !" 


THE  RETURN. 

'*  Hast  thou  oome  with  the  hcartof  thy  childhood 
backl 
The  free,  the  pure,  the  kind?" 
So  murmured  the  trees  in  my  homeward  track, 
As  they  played  to  the  mountain-wind. 

'  Hatn  thy  soul  oeen  true  to  its  eariy  k)veT' 

Whiipered  my  native  streams ; 
"  Hath  the  spirit  nursed  amidst  hill  and  grove, 

Still  rvvered  its  first  high  dreamsr 


Hast  thou  borne  in  thy  bosom  the  holy  prayer 
Of  the  child  in  his  parenthaUsI" 
— Thus  breathed  a  voice  on  the  thriUing  air, 
From  the  old  ancestral  wallsL 

"  Hast  thou  kept  thy  faith  with  the  foithful  dead. 

Whose  place  of  rest  is  nighl 
With  the  father's  blessing  o'er  thee  shed, 

With  the  mother's  trusting  eye  V* 

— Then  my  tears  gushed  forth  in  sudden  rain, 

As  I  answered—"  O,  ye  shades  1 
I  bring  not  my  childhood's  heart  again 

To  the  freedom  of  your  glades. 

**  I  have  turned  firom  my  first  pure  bve  aside, 

O  bright  and  happy  streams! 
Light  after  light,  in  my  soul  have  died 

The  day-spring's  glorbus  dreams. 

"And  the  holy  prayer  fipom  my  thoughts  hath 
passed — 

The  prayer  at  my  mother's  knee ; 
Darkened  and  troubled  I  come  at  hist, 

Home  of  my  boyish  glee  I 

"  But  I  bear  from  my  childhood  a  gift  of  teara^ 

To  soften  and  atone ; 
And  oh !  ye  scenes  of  those  blessed  years 

They  shall  make  me  again  your  own." 


THE  VAUDOIS'  WIFE.* 


Clasp  me  a  little  longer,  oo  the  brink 
or  fate!  while  I  can  feel  the  deer  caran: 

And  when  this  heart  hath  oeaned  to  beat,  oh  I  lUok^ 
And  let  it  mitigate  thj  wo's  ezceai^ 
That  thou  to  roe  baet  been  all  lendernen. 

And  friend,  to  moie  than  hunum  friendAlp  jvsL 
Oh  I  by  that  ratraspect  ofhappineai^ 

And  I7  the  hopes  of  an  Immortal  tniei, 

God  ihallanuage  thy  pangi^  when  I  am  laid  in  dart, 

aerirud9ofWy»ming, 


Tht  voice  is  In  mine  ear,  beloved  I 

Thy  look  is  in  my  heart. 
Thy  bosom  is  my  resting-place. 

And  yet  I  must  depart. 
Earth  on  my  soul  is  strong— 4oo  strong— 

Too  precious  is  its  chain, 
All  woven  of  thy  love,  dear  fidend. 

Yet  vain — though  mighty — vain  * 


*  The  wile  of  a  Vandois  leader,  in  one  of  the  attacks  mnor 
00  the  FloMstant  hamleta^  received  a  mortal  wound,  and  died 
In  her  bwband^  anni^  exhorting  1dm  ta  courage  and  endur. 
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Thoa  seo'rt  mine  eye  grow  dim,  beloved ! 

In  full,  deep  knowkxlge  of  their  tadL 

Thoaaee*8t  my  life-biood  flow.— 

Tosufierandtodie! 

Bow  to  the  chaatener  lUently, 

And  calmly  let  me  go! 

Be  strong!  I  leave  the  living  voice 

A  little  while  between  our  hearU 

Of  this,  my  martyred  blood, 

The  ahadowy  gulf  must  lie, 

With  the  thousand  echoes  of  the  hills, 

Yet  have  we  lor  their  oommuning 

With  the  torrent's  foaming  flood,— 

StiU,8tiU  Eternity! 

A  spirit  mids  the  caves  to  dwell, 
A  token  on  the  air. 

Alas !  thy  tears  are  on  my  cheek, 

To  rouse  the  valiant  from  repose. 

My  spiiit they  detain; 

The  fainting  from  despair. 

I  know  that  from  thine  agony 

U  wrong  that  burning  rain. 

Hear  it,  and  bear  thou  on,  my  love! 

Bert,  kmdest,  weep  not;--make  the  pang, 

Aye,  joyously  endure ! 

The  bitter  conflict,  lee^— 

Our  mountains  must  be  altars  yet, 

Oh!  lad  it  18,  and  yet  a  joy, 

Inviolate  and  pure ; 

To  led  thy  love's  exoev! 

There  most  oii^r  God  be  wonhipped  stHl 

With  the  worship  of  the  liroe  - 

But  cabtt  thee!   Let  the  thought  of  death 

Farewell  !-^ere's  but  one  pang  in  death. 

A  solemn  peace  restoiel 

One  only, — cleaving  thee ! 

The  voice  that  must  be  silent  soon, 
Would  speak  to  thee  once  more. 

'     That  thou  mayst  bear  iU  blessing  on 

THE  GUERILLA  LEADER'S  VOW 

Through  years  of  after  life — 

A  token  of  consoling  love. 

Even  fipom  this  hour  of  strife. 

AQ  my  prauy  odmI 

' 

DM  you  ssy  alii 

1  bless  thee  for  the  noble  heart, 
The  tender,  and  the  true. 

To  cun  this  deadly  grief! 

Where  mine  hath  found  the  happiest  rest 

MaebelM. 

That  e'er  fond  woman's  knew; 

1  bless  thee,  fiuthful  friend  and  guide, 
For  my  own,  my  treasured  shaxe, 

In  the  mournful  secrets  of  thy  soul, 
In  thy  sorrow,  in  thy  prayer. 

My  battle-vow  I— no  minster  walb 
Gave  back  the  burning  word, 

Nor  cross  nor  shrine  the  low  deep  tone 
Of  smothered  vengeance  beard: 

1  bless  thee  lor  kind  looks  and  words 

But  the  ashes  of  a  ruined  home 

Showered  on  my  path  like  dew, 

Thrilled  as  it  sternly  rose. 

l*or  all  the  love  in  those  deep  eyes, 

With  the  mingling  voice  of  blood  that  shook 

A  gladness  ever  new  I 

The  midnight's  dark  repose. 

If  or  the  voice  which  ne'er  to  mine  replied 
But  in  kindly  tones  of  cheer; 

I  breathed  it  not  o'er  kingly  tombs. 
But  where  my  children  lay. 

For  every  spring  of  happiness 
My  soul  hath  tasted  here! 

And  the  startled  vulture  at  my  step, 
Soared  from  their  precious  cby. 

I  bless  tbee  for  the  last  rich  booa 

I  stood  amidst  my  dead  alone— 

Won  from  aflection  tried, 

I  kissed  their  lips — I  poured, 

The  right  to  gaze  on  death  with  thee, 

In  the  strong  silence  of  that  hour,                   ^ 

To  perish  by  thy  ade  I 

My  spirit  on  my  sword. 

And  yet  more  for  the  gkmous  hope 

The  roof-tree  M'n,  the  smouldering  floor  ' 

The  blackened  threshold-stone. 

Did  not  ihy  Bpini  ever  lift 

The  bright  hair  torn,  and  soiled  with  blood. 

The  tnistof  mine  to  Heaven? 

Whose  fountain  was  my  own ; 

Nofw  be  thou etrong!  Oh!  knew  we  not 

These,  and  the  everiasting  hills. 

Bore  witness  that  wild  mgbt ; 
Before  them  rose  th'  avenger's  soul, 

In  crushed  afiection's  might 

Our  path  must  lead  to  this? 
A  shadow  and  a  trembling  still 

Were  mmgled  with  our  bliss! 

We  plighted  our  young  hearts  when  storms 

The  sUra,  the  searching  stan  of  heaven 

Were  dark  upon  the  sky. 

With  keen  kioks  woukl  upbraiit 
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If  fiom  my  heart  the  Herj  tow, 

Seared  on  it  then,  oouM  ftde. 
Tfaej  have  no  eauiet— Go,  uk  the  itieanii 

That  by  my  paths  have  swept, 
The  led  waves  that  unstained  were  bom-^ 

How  hath  my  fidth  been  kepti 

And  other  eyes  are  on  my  soul, 

That  never,  never  close, 
The  sad,  sweet  glances  (tf  the  losfr— 

They  leave  me  no  repose. 
Hawiting  my  night-watch  'midst  the  rocks, 

And  by  the  torrent's  foam, 
Through  the  dark-roUing  misto  they  shine, 

Fall,  fall  of  bve  and  homel 

Alast  the  moantain  eagle's  heart. 

When  wronged,  may  yet  find  rest ; 
Scomfaig  the  place  made  desolate, 

He  seeks  another  nest. 
But  I— your  soft  kx>ks  wake  the  thirst 

That  vrins  no  quenching  rain; 
y«  drive  me  back,  my  beautifuli 

To  the  stonny  fight  again! 


THEKLA  AT  HER  LOVER'S  GRAVE.* 


TUthar  where  ha  Um  burled! 
Tbet  iIi«Ib  spoi  Is  the  whole  worid  to  me. 

Colaridgea  WalleiuUin. 


Tht  voice  was  in  my  soul  1  it  called  me  on; 

O  my  lost  friend !  thf  voice  was  in  my  soul : 
From  the  cold  faded  world,  whence  thou  art  gone, 

To  hear  no  more  fife's  troubled  bi]k)ws  roll, 
I  eome,  I  comet 

Now  speak  to  me  again  1  we  loved  so  well-*- 

We  loved !  oh !  still,  1  know  that  still  we  k>ve ! 
1  have  left  all  things  with  thy  dust  to  dwell. 
Through  these  dim  aisles  in  dreams  of  tkee  to 
rove; 

This  is  my  homel 

Speak  to  me  in  the  thrilling  minster's  gloom ! 
*   Speak!  thou  hast  died,  and  sent  me  no  farewell ! 
I  will  not  shrink;— oh!  mighty  is  the  tomb, 
But  one  thing  mighter,  which  it  can  not  quell, 
This  woman's  heart  I 

Thhi  lone,  full,  fragile  heart!— Che  strong  alone 
In  love  and  grief— of  both  the  burning  shrine  1 
Thoik,  my  soul's  friend!  with  grief  hast  surely 
done, 
But  with  the  love  which  made  thy  spirit  mine, 
Say,  couldst  thou  parti 


*8se  WnlUnHdnt  Aetech. 


I  hear  the  rustling  banners;  and  t  hear 
The  \^nd's  low  singing  through  the  fretted 
stone; 
1  hear  not  thees  and  yet  I  feel  thee  near— 
What  is  this  bound  that  keeps  thee  froni  tUne 
ownl 

Breathe  It  away! 

I  wait  tliee — ^I  adjure  thee!  hast  thou  known 
How  I  have  loved  thee  1  oouldat  thou  dream  it 

an? 

Am  I  not  here,  with  night  and  death  alone, 
And  fearing  not?  and  bath  my  spirit's  call 
O'er  thine  no  sway  1 

Thou  ea$ut  not  come!  or  thus  I  should  not  weepi 
Thy  love  is  deathless    but  no  longer  free  1 

Soon  would  its  wing,  triumphantly  o'erisweep 
The  viewless  barrier,  if  such  power  might  be^ 
Soon,  soon,  and  fast! 

But  I  shall  come  to  thee!  our  soale'  deep  dreamsi, 
Our  young  affections,  have  not  gushed  in  vain;  . 

Soon  in  one  tide  shall  blend  the  severed  streams, 
The  worn  heart  break  its  bonds— and  death  and 


pain 


Be  with  the  past! 


THE  SISTERS  OF  SCIO. 


As  are  our  heana^  our  way  b  one, 
And  cen  not  be  dMdod.    Strong  eflectioQ 
Conteode  with  all  ihingv^  and  o'ercometh  all  thln^ 
Willi  mx  live  whh  theel  will  I  not  cheer  theel 
Woaldai  thou  be  knely  then  1  wouUbi  thou  be  Mdl 
JwmnaBaliUt, 


"  Sister,  sweet  Sister!  let  me  weep  awhile! 

Bear  with  me — ^give  the  sudden  passion  way ! 
Thoughts  of  our  own  lost  home,  our  sunny  isle. 

Come,  as  a  wind  that  o'er  a  reed  hath  sway; 
Till  my  heart  dies  with  yearnings  and  sick  fean ; 
Oh !  could  my  life  melt  from  me  in  these  tears  i 

"  Our  father's  voice,  our  mother's  gentle  eye. 
Our  brother's  bounding  step— where  are  they, 
where? 

Desolate,  desolate  our  chambers  lie ! 
— How  hast  tkou  won  thy  spirit  from  despair? 

O'er  mine  swift  shadows,  gusts  of  terror,  sweep;— 

1  sink  away— bear  with  ate— let  me  weep !" 

'*Yes!  weep,  my  Sister!  weep,  till  from  thy  hrait 
The  vreiglit  flow  forth  in  tears;  yet  sink  thou 
not! 

I  bind  my  sorrow  to  a  lofty  part 
For  thee,  my  gentle  one!  our  orphan  kit 

To  meet  in  quenchless  trust;  my  soul  is  stn>n(;— 

Thou,  too,  wilt  rise  in  holy  might  ore  k>ng. 
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**  A  breath  of  oor  free  beaveni  and  noble  aane, 
A  Bwmory  of  our  old  vielorioiM  dead,^ 

Theae  mantle  me  with  power!  and  thoi^b  their 
firea 
In  a  fiail  censer  biieflj  may  be  abed, 

Yet  shall  they  li|jrbt  ua  onward,  aide  by  iiJe;^ 

Have  the  wild  iHida,  and  have  not  im,  a  guidel 

"  Cheer,  then,  beloved  1  on  whose  meek  brow  ia  set 
Our  mother's  imag«^iii  whose  voice  a  tone, 

A  faint  sweet  sound  of  her's  ia  lingering  yet, 
An  echo  of  our  diildbood's  music  gone ; — 

Cheer  iheel  thy  Siater*s  heart  and  faith  are  high ; 

Our  path  is  one*  with  thee  I  live  and  die!" 


BERNARDO  DEL  CARPIO. 

The  celebratisl  Spaniah  champion,  Bernardo  del 
Carpio,  having  made  many  inefiTectual  efforts  to 
procure  the  release  of  his  father,  the  Count  Sal- 
dana,  wlio  had  been  imprisoned  by  King  Alfonso 
of  Asturiaa,  ahnost  ftom  the  time  of  Bernardo's 
birth,  at  last  took  up  aima  in  despair.  The  war 
whirh  hit  maintained  proved  so  destructive  that 
the  men  of  the  land  gathered  round  the  King,  and 
united  in  demanding  Saklana'a  liberty.  Alfonso, 
accordingly,  offered  Bernardo  immediate  possession 
of  his  father's  person,  in  exchange  for  his  castle 
of  Carpio.  Bernardo,  without  hesitation,  gave  up 
bis  strong-hold,  with  all  his  captives;  and  being 
asaui«d  that  his  father  was  then  on  his  way  from 
prison,  rode  forth  with  tlie  King  to  meet  hinu 
''And  when  he  saw  his  &ther  approaching,  he 
exclaimed,"  aays  the  andent  chronicle,  '"Oh, 
God!  is  the  Count  of  Saldana  indeed  coining T^ 
'Look  where  he  u,'  replied  the  cruel  King,  'and 
now  go  and  greet  him  whom  you  have  so  long 
desired  to  see.' "  The  remainder  of  the  story  will 
be  found  related  in  the  ballad.  The  chronicles 
and  romances  leave  us  nearly  in  the  dark  as  to 
Bernardo's  histoiy  after  this  event. 


Thb  warrior  bowed  his  crested  head,  and  tamed 

his  heart  of  fire, 
And  sued  the  haughty  king  to  free  his  kmg-tm- 

prisoned  dire; 
"  I  bring  thee  here  my  fintress  keys,  I  bring  my 

captive  train, 
I  pledge  thee  faith,  my  liege,  my  lord !— oh,  break 

my  ftther's  chain!" 

*'RHe,  rise!  even  now  thy  fiither  eomes,  a  ran- 
somed man  this  day; 

Mount  thy  good  horse,  and  thou  and  I  will  meet 
him  on  his  vjay." 

Then  lightly  roae  that  toyal  son,  and  bounded  on 
his  steed, 

Axd  mged,  as  if  with  laaoe  in  rest,  the  charger's 
iMiny  speed. 


And  k>I  from  far,  as  on  they  pressed,  there  came 

a  glittering  band. 
With  one  that  'midst  them  stately  rode,  as  a  leader 

in  the  land ; 
"Now  haste,  Bernardo,  hastel  lor  there^  in  very 

truth,  is  he, 
The  father  whom  thy  iaithful  heart  hath  yoamed 

so  long  to  see." 

His  dark  eye  flashed,  his  proud  breast  heaved,  his 
cheek's  blood  came  and  went; 

He  reached  that  gray-haired  chieftain's  side^  and 
there,  dismounting,  bent; 

A  bwly  knee  to  earth  he  bent,  his  lather's  hand 
betook,— 

What  was  there  in  its  touch  that  all  his  fieiy  spi- 
rit shook? 

That  hand  was  cold— a  frozen  thing— it  dropped 

from  his  like  lead. — 
He  kioked  up  to  the  face  above— the  lace  was  of 

the  dead ! 
A  plume  waved  o'er  the  noble  brow — the  brow 

was  fixed  and  white; — 
He  met  at  last  his  lather's  eyes — ^but  in  them  was 

no  sight ! 

Up  from  the  ground  he  sprung,  and  gazed,  but 
who  could  paint  that  gazel 

They  hushed  their  very  hearts,  that  saw  its  hor- 
ror and  amaze; 

They  might  have  chained  him,  as  before  that  stony 
form  he  stood, 

For  the  power  was  stricken  Irom  his  arm,  tend 
from  his  lip  the  blood. 

"  Father!"  at  length  he  murmured  low— and  wept 

like  childhood  then, — 
Talk  not  of  grief  till  thou  hast  seen  the  tears  of 

warlike  men ! — 
He  thought  on  all  his  glorious  hopes,  and  all  his 

young  renown, — 
He  flung  the  falchion  from  his  side,  and  in  the 

duet  sate  down. 

Then  covering  with  his  steel-gloved  hands  his 

darkly  mournful  brow, 
"  No  more,  there  is  no  more,"  he  said,  'to  lift  ths 

aword  for  now. — 
My  king  is  fidse,  my  hope  betrayed,  my  Fatner* 

oh!  the  worth. 
The  glory,  and  the  loveliness,  are  passed  away 

from  earth! 

"I  thought  to  stand  where  banners  waved,  my 

sire!  beside  thee  yet, 
I  would  that  there  our  kindred  Uood  on  Spain's 

free  St.  il  had  met— 
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Thou  wouldft  have  known  my  spirit  then,^fbr 

the«  my  fields  were  won, — 
And  thou  hast  pefished  in  thy  chains,  as  though 

thou  hadst  no  son!'' 

Then,  starting  from  the  ground  once  more,  he 

sebed  the  monarch's  rein, 
Amidst  the  pale  and  wildered  looks  of  all  the 

courtier  train; 
And  with  a  fierce,  overmastering  grasp,  the  rearing 

war^horae  led, 
And  sternly  set  them  face  to  face, — ^the  king  be- 

fon  the  dead!— 

*'Came  I  not  forth  upon  thy  pledge,  my  father's 

hand  to  kiss  7 — 
Be  still,  and  gaxe  thou  on,  false  king  I  and  tell  me 

what  is  this ! 
The  voices  the  glance,  the  heart  I  sought--gave 

answer,  where  are  they  1 — 
If  thou  wouldst  dear  thy  perjured  soul,  send  life 

through  this  cold  clay ! 

"  Into  these  glassy  eyes  put  light, — ^be  still !  keep 
down  thine  ire, — 

Bid  these  white  lips  a  blessing  speak — this  earth 
is  noi  my  sire ! 

GKvB  me  back  him  for  whom  I  strove,  for  whom 
my  blood  was  shed, — 

Thou  canst  not — and  a  king  1 — His  dust  be  moun- 
tains on  thy  head  t" 

He  loosed  the  steed ;  his  slack  hand  foil, — ^apon 
the  silent  foce 

Re  cost  one  long,  deep,  troubled  ^k, — then  turn- 
ed from  that  sad  place : 

HiB  ftope  was  crushed,  his  afler^fate  untold  in  mar- 
tial strain, — 

His  banner  led  the  spears  no  more  amidst  the  hills 
of  Spain. 


Hopes,  from  their  source  all  holy,  though  of  earth. 
All  brightly  gathering  round  affection's  hearth. 

Of  mingled  prayer  they  told;  of  Sabbath  hours; 
Of  morn's  farewell,  and  evening's  blessed  meeting 
Of  childhood's  voice,  amidst  the  household  bowers; 
And  bounding  step,  and  smile  of  joyous  greeting ; 
But  thou,  young  mother!  to  thy  gentle  heart 
Didst  take  thy  babe,  and  meekly  so  depart 

How  many  hopes  have  sprung  in  radiance  hencot 
Their  trace  yet  lights  the  dust  where  thoa  art 

sleeping  I 
A  solemn  joy  comes  o^er  me,  and  a  sense 
Of  triumph,  blent  with  nature's  gush  of  weeping, 
A%  kindling  up  the  silent  stone,  I  see 
TlvB  glorious  vision,  caught  by  faith,  of  thee. 

Slumberer!  love  calls  thee,  for  the  night  is  past; 
Put  on  the  immortal  beauty  of  thy  waking ! 
Captive  I  and  hear'st  thou  not  the  trumpet's  blast, 
The  long,  victorious  note,  thy  bondage  breaking  1 
Thou  hear'st,  thou  answerVst,  "  God  of  earth  and 

Heaven  I 
Here  am  I,  with  the  child  whom  thou  hast  given!" 


THE   TOMB   OP  MADAME   LANG- 
HAlHg.* 

To  a  mymerkmHj  oonaoned  pair 
This  place  la  oonaecrale ;  lo  death  ami  Ttft^ 
And  to  the  beat  aflbcUonadiat  proceed 
From  this  conjancilan. 

Wordsworth, 

How  many  hopes  were  borne  upon  thy  bier, 
O  brute  of  striken  love !  in  anguish  hither ! 
Like  flowers,  the  first  and  fairest  of  tlie  year 
Plucked  on  the  bosom  of  the  dead  to  wither; 


THE  EXILE'S  DIRGE.* 

Fear  no  more  the  heat  o^  (he  sun^ 
Nor  the  furious  Wimer'a  ragea^ 
Thnu  thy  wonUy  taak  haat  done^ 
Home  art  gone,  and  ta'en  thy  wages. 

Cymb^ne. 

I  attended  a  funeral  where  there  were  a  number 
of  the  German  settlers  present.  After  I  had  per- 
formed such  service  as  is  usual  on  similar  occa- 
sions, a  most  venerable-looking  old  man  came  for- 
ward, and  askeil  me  if  I  were  willing  that  tliey 
should  perform  some  of  their  peculiar  rites.  He 
opened  a  very  ancient  version  of  Luther's  Hymiis, 
and  they  all  began  to  sins',  in  German,  so  loud  that 
the  woods  echoed  tlie  strain.  There  was  something 
affecting  in  the  singing  of  these  ancient  people, 
carrying  one  of  their  brethren  to  his  last  home,  and 
using  tlie  language  and  rites  which  tliey  had 
brought  with  them  over  the  sea  from  the  Voter* 
larul,  a  word  which  often  occurred  in  this  hymn. 
It  was  a  long,  slow,  and  mournful  air,  which  they 
sung  as  they  bore  the  body  along;  the  wonis  "mein 
Chtl,"  "mctn  Bruder,"  and  '' Vaierland;*  died 
away  in  distant  echoes  amongst  the  woods.  I  shall 
long  remember  that  funeral  hymn. — Flinfo  /&- 
collections  of  the  Valley  of  the  Misnsnppi. 


*  At  IhnJlehank,  near  Berne,  ahe  la  repreacntodaa  bunting  m^z *     j*       ai.        l  *i.    r     _x»      i 

tttmi  the  aepulchi^  with  her  infant  In  her  arma,  at  the  aound  ^^f^^^  ^•"^  •  *'««  ***«*««*^  ^^^  ^^^'  «»«>» 

of  the  laat  trumpet.    An  incrlption  on  the  tomb  conchidcs  —An  exile  was  borne  to  a  lonely  tomb. 

bus »-" Hera  am  L  OGoill  with  the  child  whom  thou  haat 
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**  Brother  T  (to  the  chant  was  sung 
In  the  elQmherer'e  natiVe  tongue,) 
"Fnend  and  brother!  not  fer  thee 
Shall  the  eound  of  weeping  be  :^ 
Long  the  Exile's  wo  hath  lain 
On  thy  hfii  a  withering  chairf; 
Mosic  fipom  thine  own  blue  streami, 
Wandered  through  thy  ferer-dreama; 
Voices  from  thy  country's  vines, 
Met  thee  'midst  the  alien  pines, 
And  thy  true  heart  died  away; 
And  thy  spirit  would  not  stay." 

So  swdled  the  chant;  and  the  deep  wind's  moan 
Seemed  through  the  cedam  to  murmur-— *'  ChneP* 

"  Brother  by  the  rolling  Rhine, 
Stands  the  home  that  once  was  thin^— 
Brother!  now  thy  dwelling  lies 
Where  the  Indian  arrow  flies  1 
He  that  bleat  thine  in&nt  head, 
Fills  a  distant  greensward  bed ; 
She  that  heard  thy  lisping  prayer, 
Shimbers  bw  beside  him  there ; 
They  that  earliest  with  thee  played, 
Rest  beneath  their  own  oak  shade, 
Far,  far  hence !— yet  sea  nor  shore 
Haply,  brother  1  part  ye  more ; 
God  hath  called  thee  to  that  band 
In  the  immortal  Fatherland!" 

"*  The  Foifterldnif /"— with  that  sweet  word 
A  burst  of  tears  'midst  the  strain  was  heard. 

"  Brother !  were  we  there  with  thee 
Rich  would  many  a  meeting  be  I 
Many  a  broken  garland  bound, 
Many  a  mourned  and  lost  one  found  I 
But  our  task  is  still  to  bear, 
Still  to  breathe  in  changeful  air ; 
Loved  and  bright  things  to  resign, 
As  even  now  this  dust  of  thine; 
Yet  to  hope ! — to  hope  in  Heaven, 
Though  flowers  fall,  and  ties  be  riven — 
Yet  to  pray!  and  wait  the  hand     ■ 
Beckoning  to  the  Fatherland  I" 

A/id  the  requiem  died  in  the  forest's  gloom  ,* — 
They  had  reached  the  Exile's  lonely  tomb. 


THE  DREAMING  CHILD. 


▲ksl  whstklnd  of  grief  should  thy  ytaisfawwl 
Tlij  brow  and  chaek  an  smooth  as  wataiB  be 
When  no  breach  troubles  them. 

Betsumont  and  FUlekBr, 


Akd  is  there  sadness  in  thy  dreams,  my  boyi 
What  should  the  cloud  be  made  of  I — ^blessed  child  1 
23 


Thy  spirit,  borne  upon  a  breeze  of  joy 
All  day  hath  ranged  through  sunshine,  clear,  yet 
mild: 

And  now  thou  tremblest! — ^Wherefore?— in  thf 

soul 

There  lies  no  past,  no  fhture.-*Thou  hast  heard 
No  sound  of  presage  from  the  distance  roll, 
Thy  heart  bears  traces  of  no  arrowy  word 

From  thee  no  love  hath  gone;  thy  mind's  young 

eye 

Hath  looked  not  into  Death's,  and  thence  become 
A  questioner  of  mute  Eternity, 
A  weary  searcher  for  a  viewless  home : 

Nor  hath  thy  sense  been  quickened  unto  pain, 
By  feverish  watching  for  some  step  beloved ; 
Free  are  thy  thoughts,  an  ever-changeful  t^, 
Glancing  like  dewdrops,  and  as  lightly  moved. 

Yet  now,  on  billows  of  strange  passbn  tossed, 
How  art  thou  vrildered  in  the  cave  of  sleep  t 
My  gentle  child !  'midst  what  dim  phantoms  lost, 
Thus  in  mysterious  angmsh  dost  thou  weepi 

Awake  t  they  sadden  me — those  early  tears, 
First  gushings  of  the  strong  dark  river's  flow 
That  mutt  o'enweep  thy  soul  with  coming  yean 
The  unfathomable  flood  of  human  wo  I 

Awful  to  watch,  ev'n  rolling  through  a  dream, 
Forcing  wild  spray-drops  but  from  childhood's 

eyes! 

Wake,  wake !  as  yet  thy  life's  transparent  stream 
Should  wear  the  tinge  of  none  but  summer  skies. 

Come  from  the  shadow  of  those  realms  unknown, 
Where  now  thy  thoughts  dismayed  and  darkling 

rove; 
Come  to  the  kindly  region  all  thine  own, 
The  home  still  bright  for  thee  with  guardian  kyva 

Happy,  fair  child !  that  yet  a  mother's  voice 
Can  win  thee  back  from  visionary  strife ! — 
Oh!  shall  my  soul,  thus  wakened  to  rejoice. 
Start  from  the  dreamlike  wilderness  of  life  1 


THE  CHARMED  PICTURE. 


Oh!  thst those nps had lsngm«s!— Life hathpsawd 
WUkBwbiitnaghlysbicsIsswthaslssu         * 

Oottptr 

Thinb  eyes  are  charmed— thine  earnest  eye»- 

Thou  image  of  the  dead ! 
A  spell  within  their  sweetness  lies, 

A  virtue  thence  is  shed. 
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Oil  in  iheh  meek  Uoe  light  emhriiied, 

A  bletaing  leenie  to  be, 
And  lometiiDea  there  my  waywud  mind 

A  still  fepnwch  can  aee: 

And  lometimee  Pity— eoft  and  deei^ 

And  quivering  through  a  tear; 
Even  as  if  Lore  in  Heaven  ooold  weep^  * 

For  Giief  left  drooping  heie. 

And  oh !  my  spirit  needs  that  balm, 

Needs  it  'midst  fitful  mirth ; 
And  in  the  night-hour's  haunted  calm, 

And  by  the  lonely  hearth. 

Look  on  me  thuSf  when  hollow  praise 

Hath  made  the  weary  pine' 
For  one  true  tone  of  other  days, 

One  glance  of  love  like  thine  1 

Look  on  me  <Aiw,  when  sudden  glee 

Bears  my  quick  heart  along, 
On  wings  that  struggle  tu  be  free, 

As  bursts  of  skylark  song. 

In  vain,  in  vain !— too  soon  are  felt 

Tho  wounds  they  can  not  flee ; 
Better  in  chikUike  tears  to  melt, 

Pouring  my  soul  on  thee ! 

Sweet  fiuse,  that  o'er  my  childhood  shone, 

Whence  is  thy  power  of  change, 
Thus  ever  shadowing  back  my  own. 

The  rapid  and  the  strange  1 

Whence  are  they  charmed— those  earnest  eyool 

—I  know  the  mystery  well ! 
In  mine  own  trembling  boeom  lies 

The  spirit  of  the  spell ! 

Of  Memory,  Conscience,  Love,  'tis  bom— 

Oh !  change  no  longer,  thou ! 
For  ever  be  the  blessing  worn 

On  thy  pure  thoughtful  brow ! 


Wakes  in  my  soul  a  feeling  too  prfeoand, 
Too  strong  lor  aught  that  k»ves  and  dies,  to  bear- 
Ohl  bid  the  conflict  cease L 


I  hear  thy  whisper— and  the  warm  lean  gush 
Into  nune  eyes,  the  quick  pulse  thiills  my  heart: 
Thou  bid'st  the  peace,  the  reverential  hush, 
The  still  submission,  from  my  thoughts  depart; 
Dear  one  t  this  most  not  be. 

The  past  bioks  on  me  from  thy  mournful  eya^ 
The  beauty  of  our  free  and  vernal  days ; 
Our  communings  with  sea,  and  hill,  and  sky 
Oh !  take  that  bright  world  from  my  spirit's  gaae  I 
Thou  art  all  earth  to  me  I 

Shut  out  the  sunshine  from  my  dying  room. 
The  jasmine's  breath,  the  murmur  of  the  bee; 
Let  not  the  joy  of  bird-notes  pierce  the  gloom  I 
They  speak  of  love,  of  summer,  and  of  thee, 
Too  much — and  death  is  here  I 

Doth  our  own  spring  make  happy  music  now, 
From  the  old  beech-roots  flashing  into  day  1 
Aro  the  pure  lilies  imaged  in  its  flow  7 
Alas  I  vain  thoughts !  that  fondly  thus  can  stray 
From  the  dread  hour  so  near  I 

If  I  conld  but  draw  courage  from  the  light 
Of  thy  dear  eye,  that  ever  slione  to  bless ! 
— ^Not  now !  'twill  not  be  now !— my  aching  sight 
Drinks  from  that  fount  a  flood  of  tenderness, 
Bearing  all  strength  away  1 

Leave  me  '.—thou  com'st  between  my  heart  and 

Heaven  1 
I  would  be  still,  in  voiceless  prayer  to  die ! 
— Why  must  our  souls  thus  love,  and  then  be  riven  t 
— Return  I  thy  parting  wakes  mine  agony  I 
— Oh,  yet  awhile  delay  I 


PARTING  WORDS. 


One  stnggls  Boon^  andl  am  flEsa 

Byron, 


Lbats  me,  oh  1  leave  me  I— unto  all  below 
Thy  presence  binds  me  with  too  deep  a  spell ; 
Thou  mak'st  those  morUl  regions,  whence  I  go, 
Too  mignty  in  their  loveliness— farewell, 
That  I  may  part  in  peace.! 

Leave  me !— thy  footstep,  with  its  lightest  sound, 
The  very  shadow  of  thy  waving  hair. 


THE  MESSAGE  TO  THE  DEAD.* 

Thou  'bt  passing  hence,  my  brother* 

Oh !  my  earliest  friend,  farewell  I 
Thou  'rt  leaving  me,  without  thy  voice, 

In  a  lonely  home  to  dwell ; 
And  from  the  hills,  and  from  the  hearth. 

And  from  the  household-tree. 
With  thee  departs  the  lingering  mirth. 

The  brightness  goes  with  thee. 


*  «Mangn  from  the  living  to  the  deed  an  not  unoommn 
Inthenighlanda  Hie  Gael  have  such  a  ceaseleeBconsdoi*. 
hbmoT  bnmortaJiiy,  that  their  depaned  fnendli  an  eooaldtf' 
ed  as  menly  absent  for  a  time,  and  permitted  to  rellefe  the 
honn  of  leparKtion  by  occasional  Iniercouna  with  the  objaeii 
of  their  earlleil  aflactaoiML"— As  the  NoUt  Is  Mn,  BnM 
§an*9  Work$, 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


SONGS  OP  THE  AFFECTIONS. 


But  thou,  my  friend,  my  brother ! 

Thoa  'ft  speeding  to  the  ihore 
Where  the  Jirgelike  tone  of  partiDg  woidi 

Shall  smite  the  loul  no  more  1 
And  thoa  wilt  see  oiir  holy  dead; 

The  lost  on  earth  and  main ; 
Into  the  sheaf  of  kindred  hearts, 

Thou  wilt  be  boond  again ! 

TeD,  then,  our  friend  of  boyhood, 

That  yet  his  name  is  heard 
On  the  blue  mountains,  whence  his  youth 

Passed  like  a  swift  bright  bird. 
The  fight  of  his  exulting  brow, 

The  vision  of  his  glee, 
Are  on  me  still^Oh!  still  I  trual 

That  smile  again  to  see.  , 

And  tell  our  fair  young  sister, 

The  rose  cut  down  in  spring, 
That  yet  my  gushing  soul  is  filled 

With  lays  she  loved  to  ung. 
Her  soft,  deep  eyes  look  through  my  dreami^ 

Tender  and  sadly  sweet;— 
Tell  her  my  heart  within  me  bums 

Oooe  more  that  gaze  to  meet ! 

And  tell  our  white-haired  father, 

That  in  the  paths  he  trode, 
The  child  he  loved,  the  last  on  earth, 

Yet  walks  and  worships  God. 
Say,  that  his  last  fond  blesning  yet 

Rests  on  my  soul  like  dew. 
And  by  its  hallowing  might  I  trust 

Once  more  his  face  to  view. 

And  tell  our  gentle  mother. 

That  on  her  grave  I  pour 
The  sorrows  of  my  spirit  forth, 

As  on  her  breast  of  yore. 
Happy  thou  art  that  soon,  how  soon, 

Our  good  and  bright  will  see  !—> 
Oh  I  brother,  brother!  may  I  dwell, 

Ere  kmg,  with  them  and  thee  1 


THE  TWO  HOMEa 


Oh!  Iftheaoul  fmmoftal  be^ 
b  nocltt  low  Immofua  tool 


8fUT  thou  my  home! — ^'tis  where  yon  woods  are 

waving, 
in  their  dark  richness,  to  the  summer  air; 
Where  yon  blue  stream,  a  thousand  fiower-banks 

laving, 
Leads  down  the  hills  a  vein  of  light,— 'tis  there  t 


'Midst  those  green  wilds  how  many  a  fount  lies 

gleaming 

Fringed  with  the  violet,  coloured  with  the  skiesl 
My  boyhood's  haunt,  through  days  of  summer 

dreaming, 
Under  young  leaves  that  shook  with  melodies. 

My  home  I  the  spirit  of  its  bve  u  breathing 
In  every  wind  that  plays  across  my  track ; 
From  ite  white  walls  the  very  tendrils  wreathing 
Seem  with  soft  links  to  draw  the  wanderer  back. 

There  am  I  loved — there  prayed  for— there  mf 

mother 

Sits  by  the  hearth  with  meekly  thoughtful  eye; 
There  my  young  sisters  watoh  to  greet  their  bro> 

ther 
— Soon  their  glad  footsteps  down  the  path  will  fly 

There,  in  sweet  strains  of  kindred  music  blending^ 
All  the  home-voices  meet  at  day's  decline; 
One  are  those  tones,  as  from  one  heart  asoending,^- 
There  laughs  my  home— sad  stranger  1  where  is 
thine  7  ' 

Ask'st  thou  of  mine  T— In  solemn  peace  'tis  lying,^ 
Far  o'er  the  deserts  and  the  tombs  away; 
T  is  where  /,  too,  am  loved  with  love  undying. 
And  fond  hearts  wut  my  step— But  where  an 
theyl 

Ask  where  the  earth's  departed  have  their  dweU 

ingl 
Ask  of  the  clouds,  the  stars,  the  trackless  airl 
I  know  it  not,  yet  tx;ust  Ihe  whisper,  telling 
My  lonely  heart,  that  love  unchanged  is  there. 

And  what  is  home,  and  where,  but  with  the  lor* 

ingl 
Happy  ihou  art,  that  so  canst  gaze  on  thine! 
My  spirit  feels  but,  in  ite  weary  roving. 
That  with  the  dead,  where'er  they  be,  is  mine. 

Go  to  thy  home,  rejoicing  son  and  brother ! 
Bear  in  fresh  gladness  to  the  househokl  scene  I 
For  me,  too,  watoh  the  sister  and  the  mother, 
I  well  believe— but  dark  seas  roll  between. 


THE  SOLDIER'S  DEATH-BED. 


MHe  henflch  idle  Soana  dort  nnteifahtl  da  kh  noch  sla 
Bobs  war— waA  meln  LiabUiwsdsnka^  wle  ale  so  Ubui^ 
wie  rfs  xu  Miben  I 


Like  thee  to  die,  thou  eun /—My  boyhood's  dream 
Was  this;  and  now  my  spirit,  with  thy  beam, 
Ebbs  from  a  field  of  victory  1 — ^yet  the  hour 
Bears  back  upon  me,  with  a  torrent's  powei, 
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Natuie's  deep  longings: — Oh  t  for  some  kind  eye,  And  o'er  the  gentle  eyea  though  duet  he  epfeadi 


Wherein  to  meet  love's  fervent  farewell  gaxe; 

Some  breeet  to  pillow  life's  last  agony, 

Some  voice,  to  speak  of  hope  and  brighter  days, 

Beyond  the  pass  of  shadows! — But  I  go, 

I,  that  have  been  so  loved,  go  hence  alone ; 

And  ye,  now  gathering  round  my  own  hearth's 

glow, 
Sweet  friends  I  it  may  be  that  a  softer  tone, 
Even  in  this  moment,  with  your  laughing  glee. 
Mingles  its  cadence  while  you  speak  of  me : 
Of  me,  your  soldier,  'midst  the  mountains  lying, 
On  the  red  banner  of  his  battles  dying. 
Far,  hi  away  1 — and  oh !  your  parting  prayer — 
Will  not  his  jiame  be  fondly  murmured  there  1 
It  will !— A  blessing  on  that  holy  hearth  1 
Though  clouds  are  darkening  to  o'ercast  its  mirth. 
Mother!  I  may  not  hear  thy  voice  again ; 
Sisters!  ye  watch  to  greet  my  step  in  vain ;  ^ 

Toung  brother,  fare  thee  well ! — on  each  dear  head 
BlesBing  and  love  a  thousandfold  be  shed. 
My  soul's  last  earthly  breathings! — May  your 

home 
Smile  for  you  ever ! — May  no  winter  come. 
No  world  between  your  hearts!  May  ev'n  your 

tean 
For  my  sake,  full  of  long-remembered  years, 
Clittcken  the  true  affectbns  that  entwine 
Your  lives  in  one  bright  bond  1— I  may  not  sleep 
Amidst  our  fathers,  where  those  tears  might  shine 
Over  my  slumbers;  yet  your  love  will  keep 
My  memory  living  in  the  ancestral  halls, 
Where  shame  hath  never  trod  :-^the  dark  night 

falls. 
And  I  depart. — The  brave  are  gone  to  rest. 
The  brothers  of  my  combatsi  on  the  breast 
Of  the  red  field  they  reaped : — their  work  is  done— 
TTuu,  too,  art  set  I — farewell,  farewell,  thou  sunl 
The  last  lone  watcher  of  the  bloody  sod, 
Offers  a  trusting  spirit  up  to  God. 


THE  IMAGE  IN  THE  HEART. 


True,  indeed,  h.)a, 
Hist  they  whom  death  has  hidden  from  our  elghc 
Axe  wonhloK  of  the  mind*!  regani ;  with  ibam 
The  futttrs  can  not  contiadia  the  paiu* 
MonaUty'S  lam  ezerdae  and  pcoof     . 
Is  luidecfone.  ^_ 

Worditoorth. 

The  love  where  death  hu  set  hisaeal, 
Nor  age  can  chill,  nor  rival  steal, 

Nor  felaehood  disavow. 

•  CALL  toee  blest; — though  now  the  voice  be  fled. 
Which  to  thy  soul,  brought  dayspring  with  its  tone, 


Eyes  that  ne'er  looked  on  thine  but  light  was  thrown 
Far  through  thy  bveast: 

And  though  the  musb  of  thy  life  be  broken. 
Or  changed  in  every  chord,  since  he  is  gone, 
Feeling  all  this,  even  yet,  by  many  a  token, 
O  thou,  the  deeply,  but  the  brightly  boel 
I  caU  thee  blest! 

For  in  thy  heart  then  b  a  holy  spot, 
As  'mid  the  waste  an  Isia  of  fount  and  palm, 
For  evergreen  l^the  world's  breath  enters  not 
The  passion-tempests  may  not  break  its  calm ; 
'T  is  thine,  all  thine  I 

Thither,  in  trust  unbaflkd,  mayst  thoo  turn. 
From  bitter  words,  cold  greetings,  heartless  eyes^ 
Cluenching  thy  soul's  thirst  at  the  hidden  um 
That,  filled  with  waters  of  sweet  memory,  lies 
In  its  own  shiine. 

Thou  haflt  thy  Aome /—-there  is  no  power  in  efaan^ 
To  reach  that  temple  of  the  past ; — no  sway, 
In  all  times  brings  of  sudden,  dark,  or  strange, 
To  sweep  the  still  transparent  peace  away 
From  its  hushed  air ! 

And  oh !  that  gknioos  image  of  the  dead  I 
Sole  thing  whereon  a  deatliless  love  may  rest, 
And  in  deep  faith  and  dreamy  worship  shed 
Its  high  gifts  leailessly  i— I  call  thee  blest, 
If  only  there  I 

Blest,  for  the  beautiful  within  thee  dwelEng, 
Never  to  fiule ! — ^a  refuge  firom  distrust, 
A  spring  of  purer  life,  still  fireshly  welling,  * 
To  clothe  the  barrenness  of  earthly  dost 
With  flowers  divine. 

And  thou  hast  been  bekived  t— it  is  no  dream, 
No  false  mirage  for  theCf  the  fervent  love. 
The  rainbow  stiH  unreached,  the  ideal  gleam, 
That  ever  seemi  before,  beyond,  above, 
Far  off  to  shine. 

But  thou,  firom  all  the  daughters  of  the  earth 
Singled  and  marked,  hast  known  its  home  and 

place; 
And  the  high  memory  of  its  holy  worth. 
To  this  our  life  a  gbry  and  a  grace 

For  thee  hath  given. 

And  art  then  not  mHJU  fondly,  truly  tovedl 
I  Thoa  art  1— the  love  his  spirit  bore  away, 
j  Was  not  for  death !— « treasure  but  ram'^ved, 
'  A  bright  bird  parted  for  a  clearer  day,—* 

Thine  still  in  Heaven  I 
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THE  LAND  OF  DREAMS. 


And  dnami^  in  tbdr  dsTelopinant,  haTebraaih, 
And  teaxi^  and  lortana^  and  Um  touch  of  jqj ; 
They  fear^  a  weight  upon  out  waking  thought^ 
Thej  make  in  what  ws  wen  notr-what  they  wil^ 
And  ifaate  OB  with  the  tWoh  tlMt**  gooa  by. 


0  Spirit-Lind  !  thou  land  of  dreams! 
A  world  thou  art  of  mysterioa*  gleama, 
Of  aUrtiinv  voices,  and  sounds  at  strife, — 
A  world  of  the  dead  in  the  hues  of  life. 

Like  a  wizard's  magic  glass  thou  art, 
When  the  wavy  shadows  float  by,  and  part: 
Visions  of  aspects,  now  loved,  now  strange, 
Glimmering  and  mingling  in  osaseless  change. 

Thou  art  like  a  dtj  of  the  past, 
With  its  gorgeous  halk  into  fragments  east, 
Amidst  whose  ruins  there  glide  and  play 
Familiar  forms  of  the  worid's  to-day. 

Thou  art  like  the  depths  where  the  seas  have  birth» 
Rich  with  the  wealth  that  is  kst  from  earth,^ 
All  the  sere  flowers  of  our  days  gone  by, 
And  the  buried  gems  in  thy  bosom  lie. 

Yes  I  thou  art  like  those  dim  sea-caves, 

A  realm  of  treasures,  a  realm  of  graves! 

And  the  shapes  through  thy  mysteries  that  come 

and  go, 
Are  of  beauty  and  terror,  of  power  and  wo. 

But  for  me,  O  thou  picture4and  of  sleep ! 
Thou  art  all  one  world  of  affections  deep, — 
And  wrung  from  my  heart  is  each  flushing  dye. 
That  sweeps  o*er  thy  chambers  of  imagery. 

And  thy  bowers  are  fair— eren  as  Eden  fair 
An  the  beloved  of  my  soul  are  there! 
The  forms  my  sinrit  most  pines  to  see, 
The  eyes,  whose  love  hath  been  life  to  me: 

They  are  there,— and  each  blessed  voice  I  hear, 
Kindly,  and  joyous,  and  silvery  clear; 
But  nnder-tones  are  in  each,  that  say,— 
*'  It  is  but  a  dream;  it  will  melt  away!^  ' 

1  walk  with  sweet  friends  in  the  sunset's  gtow; 
I  listen  to  music  of  kmg  ago; 

But  one  thought,  like  an  omen,  biealhes  fidnt 

through  the  by,— 
^ItSsbqtadleam;  tt  will  melt  away r 

I  sit  by  the  hearth  of  ny  early  days; 

An  the  home-feces  are  met  by  the  blaze,— 
And  the  eyes  of  the  mother  shine  soft,  yet  say, 
■*  It  is  but  a  dream;  it  wUl  melt  away !" 


And  away,  like  a  flower's  passing  breath,  tis  gone. 
And  I  wake  more  sadly,  mors  deeply  lonei 
Oh!  a  haunted  heart  is  a  weight  to  bear,— 
Bright  feces,  kind  voices!  where  are  ye,  where  1 

Shadow  not  forth,  O  thou  land  of  dreanw. 
The  past,  as  it  fled  by  my  own  blue  streams! 
Make  not  my  spirit  within  me  bum 
For  the  scenes  and  the  hours  that  may  ne'er  re- 
turn! 


CaU  out  flrom  the/ixhire  thy  visions  bright. 
From  the  world  o'er  the  grave,  take  thy  solemn 

light. 
And  oh !  with  the  loved,  whom  no  more  I  see, 
Show  me  my  home,  as  it  yet  may  be ! 

As  it  yet  may  be,  in  some  purer  sphere. 
No  cloud,  no  parting,  no  sleepless  fear; 
So  my  soul  may  bear  on  through  the  long,  long 

day, 
Tin  1  go  where  the  beautifiil  mehs  not  away  I 


WOMAN  ON  THE  FIELD  OF  BATTLE. 


Where  hath  not  woman  Blood, 
Strong  In  aflectloo^  might  1  a  reed^  upbonw 
By  an  o^enaasiarlng  ciUTBOt  I 


Gentle  and  lovely  form, 
What  didst  thou  here, 

When  the  fierce  battle-storm 
Bore  down  the  ^ear  1 

Banner  and  shivered  crost, 

Beside  thee  strown, 
TeU  that  amidst  the  best, 
Thy  work  was  done  I  ^ 

Yet  strangely,  sadly  fair, 

O'er  the  wild  scene, 
Qleams,  through  its  golden  haSr, 

That  brow  serene. 

Low  fics  the  stately  head,— 
Earth-bound  the  feee ; 

How  gave  those  haughty  dead 
A  place  to  theel 

Slumberer!  thine  early  bwr 
Friends  shoukl  have  crowned, 

Many  a  flower  and  tear 
Shedding  around. 

Soft  voices  clear  and  young, 

Mingling  their  sweU, 
Should  o'er  thy  dust  have  sung 

Earth's  list  fareweU. 
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Siften,  above  the  gfmw 

OftbjiepoM,. 
Should  have  bid  iriofete  wave 

Witb  Um  white  iom. 

Now  Diaft  the  trampet^e  note^ 

Savage  and  abrill, 
For  leqeiem  o'er  ibee  float, 

ThoalairaiidatiUI 

And  the  iwift  chaiger  iweem 

In  full  career, 
Trampluig  thy  place  of  iloep,— 

Why  earnest  tboa herel 

Why  ?— aak  the  true  heart  why 

Woman  hath  been 
Ever,  wbeie  brave  men  die^ 

Unehrinking  aeen  1 

Unto  thia  harveat  gnmnd 
Proud  reapers  came,-* 

Some,  for,  that  stirring  sound 
A  warrior's  name  i 

Some,  fcr  the  stormy  ptay 

And  joy  of  strife ; — 
And  some,  to  fling  away 

A  weary  life  :-- 

Bot  thou,  pale  sleeper,  thou, 
With  the  slight  frame, 

And  the  rich  locks,  whose  glow 
Death  can  not  tame; 

Only  qne  thought,  one  powefi 

Thee  coukl  have  led, 
So,  through  the  tempest's  hour, 

To  lift  thy  head! 

Only  the  true,  the  strong, 
The  bve,  whose  trust 

Woman's  deep  soul  too  bng 
PounonthodustI 


THE  DESERTED  HOUSE. 

Gloom  is  upon  thy  lonely  hearth, 

O  silent  house  I  once  filled  with  mirth; 

Sorrow  is  in  the  breezy  sound, 

Of  thy  taU  poplan  whispering  round. 

The  shadow  of  departed  hours 
Hangs  dim  upon  thine  early  flowers; 
Even  in  thy  sunshine  seems  to  brood 
Something  more  deep  than  solitude. 

Fair  art  thou,  fair  to  a  stranger's  gazs^ 
Mine  own  swoet  home  of  other  days! 
My  children's  birth  place!  yet  for -me. 
It  is  too  much  to  look  on  thee. 


Too  much  I  for  all  about  thee  spread, 
I  feel  the  memory  of  the  dead,  , 

And  almost  linger  for  the  feet 
That  never  more  my  step  shall  meet 

The  looks,  the  smiles,  all  vanisbed  now, 
Follow  me  where  thy  roses  blow ; 
The  echoes  of  kind  household  words 
Are  with  me  'midst  thy  singing  birds. 

Till  my  heart  dies,  it  dies  away 
In  yearnings  for  what  might  not  stay; 
For  love  which  ne'er  deceived  my  trust, 
For  all  which  went  with  "  dust  to  dust  T 

What  now  is  left  me,  but  to  raise 
From  thee,  lorn  spot!  my  spirit's  ga» 
To  lift,  through  tears,  my  straining  eye 
Up  to  my  Father's  house  on  high  1 


Oh  I  many  are  the  mansions  there,* 
But  not  in  one  hath  grief  a  share! 
No  haunting  shade  from  things  gone  by, 
May  there  o'enweep  the  unchanging  sky. 


And  they  are  there,  whose  kng-u.ved 
In  earthly  home  no  more  is  seen ; 
Whose  places,  where  they  smiling  Mte, 
Are  left  unto  us  desolate. 


We  miss  them  when  the  board  is  spread; 
We  miss  them  when  the  prayer  is  said ; 
Upon  our  dreams  their  djring  eyea 
In  still  and  mournful  fondness  rise. 

Bot  they  are  where  these  longings  vain 
Trouble  no  more  the  heart  and  brain ; 
The  sadness  of  this  aching  love 
Dims  not  our  Father's  house  above. 

Ye  are  at  rest,  and  I  in  tears^t 
Ye  dwellers  of  immortal  spheres ! 
Under  the  poplar  boughs  I  stand, 
And  mourn  the  broken  household  ban<L 

But,  by  your  life  of  lowly  fidth. 
And  by  your  joyful  hope  in  death, 
Oqide  me^  till  on  some  brighter  shore, 
The  severed  wreath  Is  bound  once  morel* 

Holy  ye  were,  and  good,  and  tmel 
No  change  can  cknid  my  thoqghta  of  you  ^ 
Quklo  me,  like  you,  to  live  and  die. 
And  reach  my  Father's  houre  on  fajgh! 


*  la  Bj  Aihtrti  hooii  dMnaie  Bsi^  SHBrfoMk 

•MffiCfaapki 
t  Fkom  ■&  sacl6nt  Bitbnw  dli]|e  s 

**  If ain  for  the  moomer,  and  not  fbr  fbs  deed. 
For  be  Is  at  fMt,  and  «•  fa:  iflsist' 
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THE  STRANGER'S  HEART. 

Tbb  stranger's  hsort  I  Oh !  wound  it  not 
A  yearning  anguish  is  its  lot; 
In  the  green  shadow  of  thy  tree, 
The  stranger  finds  no  rest  with  thee. 

Thou  think'st  the  vine's  low  rustling  leaves 
Glad  music  round  tliy  household  eaves; 
To  him  that  aound  hath  sorrow's  tone— 
The  stranger's  heart  is  with  his  own. 

Thou  think'flt  thy  children's  kughing  play 
-A  lovely  sight  at  fiJl  of  day; — 
Then  are  the  stranger's  thoughts  oppressed — 
His  mother's  voice  comes  o'er  his  breast 

Thou  thinkVt  it  sweet  when  friend  with  friend 
Beneath  one  roof  in  prayer  may  blend ; 
Then  doth  the  stranger's  eye  grow  dim — 
Far,  iar  are  those  who  prayed  with  him. 

Thy  hearth,  thy  home,  thy  vintage  land— 
The  WMoes  of  thy  kindred  band — 
Oh  1  'midit  them  all  when  blest  ihon  art, 
Deal  gently  with  the  stranger's  heart  I 


COME  HOME. 

Come  home  1— there  is  a  sorrowing  breath 

In  'music  since  ye  went. 
And  ttie  early  flower-scents  wander  by, 

With  mournful  membries  blent 
The  tones  in  every  household  voice 

Are  grown  more  sad  and  deep. 
And  the  sweet  word— 6ro^Aer^-wake8  a  wish 

To  turn  aside  and  weep. 

O  ye  Beloved!  come  home!— the  hour 

Of  many  a  greeting  tone, 
The  time  of  hearth -light  and  of  song, 

Returns— and  ye  are  gonel 
And  darkly,  heavily  it  falls 

On  the  fonnken  room, 
Boidening  the  heart  with  tenderness, 

That  deepens  'midst  the  gloooL 

Where  finds  it  you,  ye  wandering  onesi 

With  all  your  boyhood's  glee 
Untamed,  beneath  the  desert's  palm, 

Or  on  the  lone  mid-sea? 
By  stormy  hilb  of  battles  old  1 

Or  wheie  dark  livers  foaml 
— Oht  lift  is  dim  where  ye  are  not^ 

Back,  ye  bebved,  oome  home  I 

Come  with  the  leavM  and  winds  of  spring, 

And  swift  birds,  o'er  the  main! 
Our  lofe  is  grown  too  sorrowful— 

Bring  us  its  youth  again! 


Bring  the  gUd  tones  to  music  back  1 
StiU,  still  your  home  is  fair, 

The  spirit  of  your  sunny  lift 
Alone  is  wanting  there  t 


THE  FOUNTAIN  OP  OBLIVION. 


'*Implan|«osl*'* 

One  draught,  kind  Fairy !  from  that  fountain  deep 
To  lay  the  phantoms  of  a  haunted  breast. 
And  lone  affections,  whkh  are  grieft,  to  steep 
In  the  cool  honey-dews  of  dreamless  rest  i 
And  firom  the  soul  the  lightning-marks  to  lave* 
One  draught  of  that  sweei  wave  I 

Yet,  mortal,  pause  I— within  thy  mind  is  laid 
Wealth,  gathered  long  and  slowly ;  thoughts  diviae 
Heap  that  full  treasuie-house ;  and  thou  hast  made 
The  gems  of  many  a  spirit's  ocean  thine; 
— Shall  the  dark  waters  to  oblivion  bear 
A  pyramid  so  ftir? 

Pour  firom  the  fount !  and  let  the  draught  efface 
All  the  vain  lore  by  memory's  pride  amassed, 
So  it  but  sweep  along  the  torrent's  trace. 
And  fill  the  hollow  channels  of  the  past ; 
And  from  the  bosom's  inmost  ftlded  leaf. 
Rase  the  one  master-grief! 

Yet  pause  once  more !— aD,  all  thy  soul  hath  knowi^. 
Loved,  felt,  rejoiced  in,  from  its  grasp  must  Hdu  4 
Is  there  no  voice  whose  kind  awakening  tone 
A  sense  of  spring-time  in  thy  heart  hath  madel 
No  eye  whose  glance  thy  day-dreams  would  recall? 
— Tl^ink— wottldstthou  part  w|th  alii 

Fill  with  forgetfulness ! — there  are,  there  an 
Vdoes  whose  music  I  have  loved  too  well ; 
Eyes  of  deep  gentleness — but  they  are  ftr— 
Never!  oh — never,  in  my  home  to  dwell ! 
Take  their  soft  looks  from  off  my  yearning  soul^ 
Fill  high  th'  oblivious  bowl ! 

Yet  pause  again  1 — ^with  memory  wilt  thou  cast 
The  undying  hope  away,  of  memory  bomi 
Hope  of  re-union,  heart  to  heart  at  last. 
No  restless  doubt  between,  no  rankling  thorn  1 
Wouldst  thou  erase  all  records  of  delight 

That  make  such  visions  bright  f 


*  QuoikI  ftom  akttsr  of  Lord  nfvm'9,   fU  dewrRMii  <Im 

fanpresBion  prodacsd  upon  bim  by  some  lombt  at  Bokf  na, 
bearing  thb  simple  Uiacription,  and  adda^  *' When  I  dSa^  1 
oouU  wlah  thai  aonw  friend  would  aee  tbeae  vracdi^  tn^  n^ 
ocher,  plaeed  diovt  my  |r«ve»' liMpiprs  |M0c ' " 
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Fill  with  forgetfuliiMi,  fill  high  I-~yet  tUy^ 
—'1'  is  from  the  past  we  shadow  forth  the  land 
Whisre  smiles,  bng  lost,  again  shall  light  our  way. 
And  the  loal's  IHendshe  wieath'd  in  one  bright  band: 
— Pour  the  sweet  waters  back  on  their  own  rill, 
1  mutt  remember  still. 


For  their  sake,  for  the  dead — whose  image  nongbft 
May  dim  within  the  tem|>]e  of  my  breast— 
For  their  love's  sake,  which  now  no  earthly  thovght 
May  shake  or  trouble  with  its  own  onrast, 
Though  the  past  haunt  me  as  a  spirit,— yet 
I  ask  not  to  forget. 


fJ^mintt  on  tfie  ecroritfii  of  JMture, 

FOR  THE  USE  OF  CHILDREN. 


[Thi  fbltowing  Hymns  were  written  expressly  | 
for  the  use  of  Mrs.  Hemans's  own  children.  She 
has  consented  to  their  publication,  in  the  hope  that 
they  may  be  useful  to  others.  The  editor  trusts 
that  they  will  afford  a  new  source  of  gratification 
to  her  admirers  and  friends  in  this  country. 

To  the  Hymns  are  added  two  beautiAil  little 
poems  before  published,  addressed  by  Mrs.  Hemans 
to  her  children.  A.  N.] 


INTRODUCTORY  VERSES. 

Oh  !  blest  art  thou,  whose  steps  may  love 
Through  the  green  paths  of  vale  and  grovCi 
Or,  leaving  all  their  charms  below, 
Climb  the  wild  mountain's  airy  brow ; 

And  gaze  a&r  o*er  cultured  plains, 
And  citieB  with  their  stately  fanes. 
And  forests,  that  beneath  thee  lie, 
And  ocean  mingling  with  the  sky. 

For  man  can  show  thee  nought  so  fair, 
As  Nature's  varied  marvels  there ; 
And  if  thy  pure  and  artless  breast 
Can  feel  their  grandeur,  thou  art  blest ! 

For  thee  the  stream  in  beauty  flowc, 
For  thee  the  gale  of  summer  blows. 
And,  in  deep  glen  and  wood-walk  firee, 
Voices  of  joy  still  breathe  for  thee. 

But  happier  far,  if  then  thy  soul 
Can  soar  to  Him  who  made  the  whole, 
If  to  thine  eye  the  stn^plest  flower 
Portray  His  bounty  axid  His  power. 

If,  in  whate'er  is  bright  or  grand. 
Thy  mind  can  trace  His  viewless  hand, 
If  Nature's  music  bid  thee  raise 
Thy  song  of  gratitude  and  praise; 

II  heaven  and  earth,  with  beauty  fraught 
Lead  to  his  throne  thy  raptured  thought, 
If  there  thou  loVst  Hii  love  to  read, 
Then,  wanderei,  thou  ait  hlea  indeed. 


THE  RAINBOW. 


I  do  tec  my  bow  In  the  cloud,  and  kshall  be  Ibr  ateksa  of 
ooreoam  between  as  and  the  eanh. 

Geneew  he  13. 

SnpT  &]ls  the  mild,  reviving  shower 

From  April's  changeful  skies. 
And  rain-drops  bend  each  trembling  ftower 

They  tinge  with  richer  dyes. 

Soon  shall  their  genial  influence  call 

A  thousand  buds  to  day. 
Which,  waiting  but  their  balmy  fiJl, 

In  hidden  beauty  lay. 

E'en  now  full  many  a  blossom's  bell 

With  fragrance  fiUs  the  shade  1 
And  verdure  clothes  each  grassy  deJl, 

In  brighter  tints  arrayed. 

But  mark !  what  arch  of  varied  hue 

From  heaven  to  earth  is  bowed  1 
Haste,  ere  it  vanish,  haste  to  view 

The  Rainbow  in  the  cloud. 

How  bright  its  glory!  there  behold 

The  emerald's  verdant  rays, 
The  topax  blends  its  hue  of  gold 

With  the  deep  ruby's  blaze. 

Yet  not  alone  to  charm  thy  sight 

Was  given  the  vision  fair ; — 
Qaie  on  that  arch  of  coloured  light, 

And  read  God's  mercy  there. 

It  telb  us  that  the  mighty  deep. 

Fast  by  th'  Eternal  chained. 
No  more  o'er  earth's  domains  shall 

Awful  and 


It  tells  that  seasons^  beat  and  ooU, 
Fixed  by  his  sovereign  will. 

Shall,  in  their  cowse,  bid  man  behoU 
Seed-time  and  harvest  still; 
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Thftt  ftiH  the  flower  ihall  deck  the  field, 
When  the  ▼emal  aeph^n  blow ; 

That  still  the  rine  its  fruit  ehaU  yield, 
When  autumn  min-beams  ^ow. 

Then,  child  of  that  Itir  earth!  which  yet 
Smilea  with  each  chann  endowed, 

BksB  thou  Hit  name,  whose  mercy  set 
The  Rainbow  in  the  cloud ! 


THE  SUN. 

The  Sun  comes  forth;    each  mountain  height 

Glows  with  a  tinge  of  rosy  light, 

And  flowers  that  slumbered  through  the  night. 

Their  dewy  leaves  unfold ; 
A  flood  of  splendour  bursts  on  high, 
And  ocean's  breast  reflects  a  sky 

Of  crimson  and  of  gold. 

Oh!  thou  art  glorious,  orb  of  day  I 
Exulting  nations  hail  thy  ray, 
Creation  swells  a  choral  lay, 

To  welcome  thy  return; 
From  thee  all  nature  draws  her  hues, 
Thy  beams  the  insect's  wings  suffuse, 

And  in  the  diamond  bum. 

Tct  must  thou  &de ;— when  earth  and  heaven 
By  fire  and  tempest  shall  be  nven, 
Thou,  fioro  thy  sphere  of  radianee  driven, 

Oh  Sun!  must  fall  at  Ust; 
Another  heaven,  another  earth, 
Far  other  glory  shall  have  birth. 

When  all  we  see  is  past 

But  He,  who  gave  the  word  of  might, 
*'  Let  thete  be  light"— and  there  vos  light, 
Who  bade  thee  chase  the  gloom  of  night, 

And  beaaH}  the  world  to  bless;— 
For  ever  bright,  for  ever  pure, 
Alone  unchanging  shall  endure. 

The  Sun  of  righteousness ! 


THE  RIVERS. 

Go!  trace  th*  unnumbered  streams,  o*er  earth 

That  wind  their  devious  course, 
That  draw  from  Alpine  heights  their  birth. 

Deep  vale,  or  cavern  source. 

Some  by  majestie  dties  glide, 

Pmud  scenes  of  man's  renown. 
Some  lead  their  solitary  tidei 

Where  pathless  forests  frown. 

Somecahnly  roD  in  golden  sands, 

Where  Afric's  deserts  He! 
Or  spread,  tocfothe  rejoicing  lands 

With  rich  fertility. 
S 


There  bear  the  bark,  whose  stalely  sail 

Exulting  seems  to  swell; 
While  these,  scarce  rippled  by  a  gale, 

Stoep  in  the  lonely  delL 

Yet  on,  alike,  though  swift  or  slow 
Their  various  waves  may  sweep. 

Through  cities  or  through  shades  they  flow 
To  the  same  boundless  deep. 

Oh  I  thus,  whate'er  our  path  of  life. 

Through  sunshine  or  through  gloom. 
Through  scenes  of  quiet  or  of  strife, 

Its  end  is  still  the  tomb. 

The  chief,  whose  nughty  deeds  we  hall, 
The  monarch  throned  on  high, 

The  peasant  in  his  native  vale, 
All  journey  on— to  die ! 

But  if  T%y  guardian  care,  my  God  I 

The  pilgrim's  course  attend, 
I  will  not  fear  the  dark  abode, 

To  which  my  footsteps  bend. 

For  thence  thine  all-rBdeeming  Son, 

Who  died,  the  worid  to  save, 
In  light,  in  triumph,  rose,  and  wui 

The  victory  from  the  gravel 


THE  STAR& 


ThalMaTviM 
■iiowech  bii  band/ 


declara  the  gfafyoT  God,  • 


Ptahn  xlx.  1. 


No  doud  obscures  the  summer  sky. 
The  moon  in  brightness  walks  on  high. 
And,  set  in  azure,  every  star 
Shines,  lilce  a  gem  of  heaven,  afar! 

Child  of  the  earth  1  oh  I  lift  thy  glance 
To  yon  bright  firmament's  expanse; 
The  glories  of  its  realm  explore. 
And  gaze,  and  wonder,  and  adore  I 

Doth  it  not  speak  to  every  sense 
The  marvels  of  Omnipotence  1 
Seest  thou  not  there  th'  Almighty  name^ 
Inscribed  in  characten  of  flamel 

Count  o'er  those  lamps  of  quenchless  fight, 
That  sparkle  through  the  shades  of  night  t 
Behold  them  I—- can  a  mortal  boast 
To  number  that  celestial  host  1 

Blaik  well  each  litde  star,  whOM  ray« 
In  Astant  splendour  meet  thy  gaze, 
F-aeh  is  a  worid  by  Him  sustained. 
Who  from  eltfnitr  hath  Teigned. 
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Each,  shining  not  for  earth  alone, 
Halh  suns  and  planets  of  its  own, 
And  being*,  whoso  existence  springs 
From  Him,  th*  all-powerful  King  of  kings. 

Haply,  those  glorious  beings  know 
Nor  stain  of  guilt,  nor  tear  of  wo  I 
But  raising  still  th'  adoring  voice, 
For  ever  in  their  God  rejoioe. 

What  then  art  ikou,  oh !  child  of  clay  I 
Amid  creation's  grandeur,  say  7 
— ^E*en  as  an  insecjt  on  the  broeze. 
E'en  as  a  dew-drop,  lost  in  seas  I 

Yet  fear  thou  not  I — ^the  sovereign  hand, 
'  Which  spread  the  ocean  and  the  land,      ' 
And  hung  the  rolling  spheres  in  air. 
Hath,  e'en  for  thee,  a  Father's  carel 

Be  thou  at  peace  1 — th'  aD-eeeing  eye, 
Perrading  earth,  and  air,  and  sky, 
The  searching  glance  which  none  may  flee. 
Is  rtill,  In  mercy,  turned  on  thee. 


THE  OCEAN. 


Thfqr  tbac  go  down  to  the  sea  la  A\p%  that  do  bualneai  in 
great  watan^  these  see  the  works  of  the  Lonl,  nod  hb  wonden 
lathadeep^ 

P«atoicvlL23,2L 

He  that  in  venturous  barks  hath  be^ 

A  wanderer  on  the  deep, 
Oan  tell  of  many  an  awful  scene, 

Where  storms  for  ever  sweep. 

^dr  many  a  fidr  majestie  aght 

Hath  met  hu  wandering  eye. 
Beneath  the  streaming  northern  light, 

Or  blaze  of  Indian  sky. 

Gh>I  ask  him  of  the  whirlpool's  roar. 

Whose  echoing  thunder  peals 
Loud,  as  if  rushed  along  the  shore 

An  army's  chariot  wheels ; 

Of  ieebeigs,  floating  o'er  the  main. 

Or  fixed  upon  the  coast, 
Like  glittering  citadel  or  fane, 

'Mid  the  bright  realms  of  frost; 

Of  coral  rocks  from  waves  below 

In  steep  ascent  that  tower, 
And  fraught  with  peril,  daily  grow. 

Formed  by  an  insect's  power; 

Oi  sea-^res,  whkh  at  dead  of  night 

Shine  o'er  the  tides  afar, 
And  make  th'  expanse  of  ocean  bright 

Afl  hraven,  with  many  a  «2ar. 


Oh  God !  thy  name  they  well  may  ptiiue^ 
Who  to  the  deep  go  down,  / 

And  trace  the  wonders  of  thy  ways. 
Where  rocks  and  billows  frown. 

If  gkirious  be  that  awful  deep, 

No  human  power  can  bind. 
What  then  art  Thou,  who  bidst  it  keep 

Within  its  bounds  confined  I 

Let  heaven  and  earth  in  praise  unite, 

Eternal  praise  to  Thee, 
Whose  word  can  rouse  the  tempest's  mlflit| 

Or  still  the  raging  sea! 


THE  THUNDER  8TORB1 

Debp,  fiery  ^ouds  o'eicaat  the  sky, 

Dead  stillness  r«gns  in  air. 
There  is  not  e'en  a  breeze,  on  high 

The  gossamer  to  bear. 

The  woods  are  hushed,  the  waves  at  nsCi 

The  lake  is  dark  and  stiU, 
Reflecting,  on  its  shadowy  breast, 

Each  Ibrm  of  rock  and  hilL 

The  lime-leaf  waves  not  in  the  grove, 

Nor  lose^ree  in  the  bower; 
The  birds  have  ceased  their  songs  of  love, 

Awed  by  the  threatening  hoor. 

'T  is  noon;— yet  Nature's  calm  profound 

Seems  as  at  midnight  deep; 
— But  hark  I,  what  peal  of  awful  sound 

Breaks  on  creation's  sleep! 

The  thunder  bunts! — Its  rolling  might 

Seems  the  firm  lulls  to  shake; 
And  in  terrific  splendour  bright. 

The  gathered  lightnings  break 

Yet  fear  not,  shrink  thou  not,  my  child  I 

Though  by  the  bolt's  descent 
Were  the  tali  clifis  in  ruins  piled, 

And  the  wide  forests  rent 

Doth  not  thy  God  behold  thee  still, 

With  all-surveying  eye  1 
Doth  not  hie  power  all  nature  fill, 

Around,  beneath,  on  high  7 

Know,  hadst  thou  eag]e>piaions  free, 

To  track  the  realms  of  air. 
Thou  couldst  not  reach  a  spot  where  He 

Would  not  be  with  thee  therol 

In  the  wide  city's  peopled  towev, 

On  the  vast  ocean's  plains, 
'Midst  the  deep  woodland's  loneliest  bowers^ 

Alike  th'  Ahnighty  reignsl 
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Then  feu  noi,  though  the  Angry  tkj 
A  thousand  dart«  should  cast;— 

Why  should  we  tremble,  e'en  to  dte. 
And  be  with  Him  at  Ust? 


THE  BIRDS. 


4n  noc  fire  sparrow*  told  for  two  furthlngi^  and  not  om  of 
km  Is  tefouaa  tofon  God. 

SLLttke,x\lt, 

TftiuBs  of  the  air  I  whose  faToured  race 
May  wander  through  the  realms  of  space, 

Free  guests  of  earth  and  sky; 
In  form,  m  plumage,  and  in  song, 
What  gifts  of  nature  mark  your  thiong 

With  bright  variety! 

Nor  differ  less  your  forms,  your  flight, 
Vour  dwellings  hid  from  hostile  sight. 

And  the  wild  haunts  ye  tove ; 
Birds  of  the  gentle  beak  I*  how  dear 
Your  wood-note,  to  the  wanderer's  ear, 

In  shadowy  vale  or  grove ! 

Far  other  scenes,  remote,  subfime. 
Where  swain  or  hunter  may  not  climb^ 

The  mountain-eagle  seeks; 
Alone  he  reigns,  a  monareh  there. 
Scarce  wiU  the  Chamois^  footstep  dara 

Ascend  his  Alpine  peaks. 

Others  there  are,  that  make  tbeir  home 
Where  the  white  billows  roar  and  loam, 

Around  th'  o'erhanging  rock ; 
Fearless  they  skim  the  angry  wave, 
Or  shdtered  in  their  sea-beat  cave. 

The  tempest's  fury  mock. 

Where  Afric's  burning  realm  ezpandi^ 
The  ostrich  haunts  the  desert  sands, 

Parehed  by  the  blaze  of  day; 
The  swan,  where  northern  riven  glide, 
Through  the  tall  reeds  that  fringe  their  tide. 

Floats  graceful  on  her  way. 


The  condor,  where  the  Andes  tower, 
Spreads  his  broad  wing  of  pride  and 

And  many  a  storm  defies; 
Bright  in  the  orient  realms  of  mon, 
All  beauty's  richest  hues  adorn 

The  Bird  of  Paradise. 

Some,  amidst  India's  groves  of  pahii. 
And  spicy  forests  breathing  balm, 


I        Weave  soft  their  pendent  nest ; 
Some,  deep  in  western  wilds,  display 
Their  fidiy  form  and  plumage  gay. 
In  rainbow  ootoun.drest 

Others  no  varied  song  may  pour, 
May  boast  no  eagle-plume  tp  soar. 

No  tints  of  light  may  wear ; 
Yet,  know,  our  Heavenly  Father  guides 
The  least  of  these,  and  well  provides 

For  each,  with  tendere^t  care. 

Shall  He  not  then  thy  guardian  bet 
WiU  not  his  idd  extend  to  thee? 

Oh !  safely  may'st  thou  rest! 
Trust  in  his  love^  and  e'en  should  pain, 
Should  sorrow  tempt  thee  to  complain. 

Enow,  what  He  wills  u  best ! 


'  Hw  l:alla»  cbB  all  Mi«lf«  bM^  BMU  ^  «f  itnUe 


THE  SKY  LARK. 

Thb  Sky-lark,  when  the  dews  of  i 
Hang  tremulous  on  flower  and  thorn, 
And  violets  round  his  nest  exhale 
Their  fragrance  on  the  early  gale, 
To  the  first  sunbeam  spreads  his  wings. 
Buoyant  with  joy,  and  soan^  and  sin^ 

He  rests  not  on  the  leafy  spray, 
To  warble  his  exulting  Jay, 
But  high  above  the  morning  cloud 
Mounts  in  triumphant  freedom  pnmd, 
And  swells,  when  nearest  to  the  sky. 
His  notes  of  sweetest  ecstacy. 

Thus,  my  Creator  I  thus  the  more 
My  spirit's  wing  to  Thee  can  soar, 
The  more  she  triumphs  to  behold 
Thy  love  in  all  thy  works  unfoU, 
And  bids  Iier  hymns  of  rapture  be 
Most  glad,  when  rising  most  to  Thee. 


THE  NIGHTINGALE. 

Wrbn  twilight's  gray  and  pensive  hour 
Brings  the  low  breeze,  and  shuts  the  flowet 
And  bids  the  solitary  star 
Shine  in  pale  beanty  from  afitf ; 

When  gathering  shades  the  landscape  veil, 
And  peasants  seek  their  viOage^ale, 
And  mists  ftom  river-wave  arise,  - 
And  dew  in  every  blossom  lies ; 

When  evening's  primrose  opes,  to  Med 
Soft  firagranoe  round  her  grassy  bed ; 
When  gkiw-vrormsiB  the  wood-walk  light 
Their  lamp,  to  cheer  the  traveler's  right  • 
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At  that  calm  hoar,  to  slaU,  ao  pale. 
Awakea  the  lonely  nightiiigale ; 
And  fiom  a  hennitage  of  ihade 
Fills  with  her  Toica  the  foiwt-giado» 

And  iweeter  &r  that  melting  voice, 
Than  all  which  throogh  the  day  rejoice ; 
And  atill  shall  hard  and  wanderer  love 
The  twilight  music^  of  the  grove. 

Father  in  Heaven  I  oh  I  thos,  wh^  day 
With  all  its  cares  hath  passed  away, 
And  silent  hoars  waft  peace  on  earth. 
And  hash  the  loader  strains  of  miith; 

Thus  may  sweet  songs  of  praise  and  prayer 
To  Thee  my  spirit's  offering  bear; 
Yon  star,  my  signal,  set  on  high, 
For  vesper-hymns  of  piety. 

So  may  thy  mercy,  and  thy  power 
Protect  me  throagh  the  midnight  hoar; 
And  balmy  sleep  and  visions  Uest 
Smile  on  thy  servant's  bed  of  rest 


THE  NORTHERN  SPRING. 

Wren  the  soft  breath  of  Spring  goes  Ibrth 
Far  o'er  the  mountains  of  the  North, 
How  soon  those  wastes  of  dazzling  snow 
With  lifo,  and  bloom,  and  beauty  glow. 

Then  borsts  the  veidon  of  the  plains,' 
Then  break  the  atreaois  from  icy  chains; 
And  the  glad  rein-deer  seeks  no  more 
Amidst  deep  snows  his  mossy  store. 


Then  the  dark  pino-wood's  boughs  are 
Arrayed  in  tints  of  living  green ; 
And  roees,  in  their  brightest  dyes, 
By  Lapland's  fimnts  and  lakes  arise. 

Thos,  in  «  moment,  from  the  ghMNn 
And  the  cold  fetters  of  the  tomb, 
TkoB  shall  the  blest  Redeemer's  voice 
C»U  forth  his  servants  to  rejoice. 

For  He,  whose  word  is  truth,  hath  said, 
His  power  to  li&  shall  wake  the  dead, 
And  summon  those  be  loves^  on  hiig\ 
To  "  pat  on  imnwTUtifrf  I" 

Then,  all  its  tramdent  sufferings  o'er. 
On  wingt  of  light  the  soul  shall  agar, 
Exulting^  to  that  blest  lOxido 
Whure  taais  of  sooow  never  (kmnd^ 


PARAPHRASE  OP  PSALM  CXLVia 


PialseyB  the  Locd.    Plain  jtrhb  Locd  fioin  the  heavi 


Pbaisb  ye  the  Loid  I  on  every  height 

Songs  to  his  gloiy  raise! 
Ye  angel-hosU,  ye  stars  of  light. 

Join  in  immortal  praise  I 

Oh !  heaven  of  heavens !  let  praise  fiir^welBng 

From  all  your  ortis  be  sent! 
Join  in  the  strain,  ye  waters,  dwelfing 

Above  the  firmament  1 

For  His  the  word  which  gave  yoa  birth, 

And  majesty  and  might; 
Pnise  to  the  Highest  from  the  earth, 

And  let  the  deeps  unite ! 

OhI  fin  and  vapour,  hail  and  snow, 

Ye  servants  of  BLis  will ; 
Oh  1  stormy  winds,  that  only  blow 

His  mandates  to  fulfil; 

lilountains  and  rocks,  to  heaven  that  riaa- 

Fair  cedars  of  the  wood; 
Creatures  of  life,  that  wing  the  skiea^ 

Or  track  the  plains  for  fxxl ; 

Judges  of  nations;  kings,  whose  hand 

Waves  the  proud  sceptre  high ; 
Oh  I  youths  and  virgins  of  the  land, 

OhI  age  and  infancy; 

Praise  ye  flSf  name,  to  whom  alone 

All  homage  should  be  given] 
Whose  glory  from  th'  eternal  throne 

Spreada  wide  o'er  earth  and  beavanl 


TO  ONE  OP  THE  AUTHOR'S  CHIL- 
DREN 

ON  Bia  BIKTH  DAT,  AUGUST  27,  1825. 

Thou  wak'st  from  happy  sleep  to  play 

With  boanding  heart,  my  boy  I 
Before  thee  lies  a  long  bright  day 

Of  sunmier  and  of  joy. 

Thoa  hast  no  heavy  thought  or  dvaaii 

To  doud  thy  fearless  eye;— 
Long  be  it  thus— fife'a  early  stvaam 

Should  still  reflect  the  aky. 

Yet  ere  the  earss  of  life  lie  dim 

On  thy  yonng  spirit's  wingi^ 
Now  in  thy  mom  foiget  not  EGm 

From  whom  each  pure  thought  springs!     . 
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So  in  the  onward  yak  of  tears, 

Where'er  thy  pach  may  be, 
When  etrength  hath  bowed  to  evil  yeajn— 

JEfo  will  xemember  thee. 


TO  A  YOUNGER  CHILD 

ON  1  SIMILAR  OCCASION,  SEPTEMBER  17,  1825. 

Where  sucks  the  bee  nowt — Sommer  is  flying  1 
Leaves  on  the  grass-plot  &ded  axe  lying: 


Violets  are  gone  from  the  grassy  dell, 
With  the  cowslip^ups,  where  the  faries  dwell; 
The  rose  from  the  garden  hath  passed  away— 
Yet  happy,  fior  boy  I  is  thy  natal  day. 

For  love  bids  it  welcome,  the  love  which  hath  smiled 
Ever  around  thee,  my  gentle  child ! 
Watching  thy  fixvtsteps,  and  guarding  thy  bed, 
And  pouring  out  joy  on  thy  sunny  head 
Roses  may  vanbh,  but  this  will  stay- 
Happy  and  bright  is  thy  natal  day. 


Sr«n0(iitlon(9  from  eanfornn  uvcu  otftrr  iportfit. 


Siamo  nati  veramente  in  un  secolo  in  cui  gl'  !n- 
gegni  e  gli  studj  degll  uomini  sono  rivoiti  all'  uti- 
lit£  L*Agricoltura,  le  Arti,  il  Commercio  acquis- 
tano  tutto  di  novi  lumi  dalle  ricerche  de'  Saggi ;  e 
il  voSer  farsi  un  nome  terUando  di  dUettare^  quand' 
altri  v*  aspira  con  piik  giustizia  giovando,  sembra 
impresa  dura  e  difficile. — SaniolL 


CAMOENS. 

SONNET  70. 
Na  metadedo  Geo  snUdo  anila. 
High  in  the  glowing  heavens,  with  cloudless  beam. 
The  sun  had  reached  the  zenith  of  his  reign, 
And  for  the  living  fount,  the  gelid  stream, 
Each  flock  forsook  the  herbage  of  the  plain : 

Itfidst  the  dark  foliage  of  the  ibrest-shadc. 
The  birds  had  sheltered  firom  the  scorching  ray; 
Hushed  were  their  mekxlies— and  grove  and  gUde 
Resounded  but  the  shrill  cicada's  lay: 

When  through  the  glassy  vale  a  love-lorn  swain, 
To  seek  the  maid  who  but  despised  hb  pain, 
Breathing  vain  sighs  of  fruitless  passion  roved : 
*' Why  pine  for  her,"  the  slighted  wanderer  cried, 
"  By  whom  thou  art  not  loved  7"— and  thus  replied 
An  echo's  murmuring  vcmoo— "  TViou  art  not 
hvedr 


CAM0EN8. 

SONNET  S83. 
nom  ftsfanCXXXVIL 
Va  libsba  do  Bopntas  asBOtada 
Wrapt  in  sad  mudngs  by  Euphrates'  stream 
I  sat,  rsuacing  days  for  ever  flown. 
While  rose  thine  image  on  the  exile's  drean^ 
O  mnch-toved  Salem  I  and  thy  glories  gone. 
24 


When  they,  who  caused  the  eeasele«team  I  shed, 
Thusto their  captive  spoke,--*'  Why  sleepthy  layMl 
Sing  of  thy  treasures  lost,  thy  splendour  fled, 
And  all  thy  triumphs  in  departed  days  I 


**  Kiuyw'st  thou  not,  Harmony's  resistless  charm 
Can  sooth  each  passion,  and  each  grief  diiannt 
Sing  then,  and  tears  will  vanish  from  thine  eye." 
With  sighs  I  answered,—"  When  the  cup  of  wo 
Is  filled,  till  misery's  bitter  draught  o'erflow, 
The  momner's  euie  is  not  to  siiig,— but  dia" 


CAMOENS. 

PART  OF  ECLOGUE  1& 
fls  lA  no  amnto  da  malor  altesa. 
Ir  in  thy  glorious  home  above 
Thou  still  recallest  earthly  love, 
If  yet  retained  a  thought  may  be 
Of  him  whose  heart  hath  bled  for  thee : 

Remember  still  how  deeply  shrined 
Thine  image  in  his  joyless  mind. 
Each  well-known  scene,  each  former  cars, 
Forgotten — thou  alone  art  there  1 

Remembet  that  thine  eye-beam's  light 
Hath  fled  for  ever  from  his  sight. 
And,  with  that  vanished  sunshine,  lost 
Is  every  hope  he  cherished  most. 

Think  that  his  life,  firom  thee  apart, 
Is  all  but  weariness  of  heart, 
Each  stream,  whose  music  once  was  deal 
Now  murmurs  discords  to  his  ear» 

Through  thee,  the  mom,  whose  cloudless  rays 
Woke  him  to  joy  in  other  days. 
Now,  in  the  light  of  beauty  drest. 
Brings  but  new  sorrows  to  his  breast. 
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Throngh  thee,  the  heavens  are  dark  to  hi 
The  gun's  meridian  bkoe  if  dim ; 
And  hanh  were  e*en  the  bird  of  ere, 
But  thai  her  long  itill  loves  to  griere. 

All  it  hath  been,  his  heart  fiurgeta, 
So  altered  by  its  long  regrets ; 
Each  wish  is  changed,  each  hope  is  O^er, 
And  jojF*s  Hght  spirit  walces  no  more. 


CAM0EN8, 

SONNET  271. 
A  fona/mn  dittfi  fntCM  §Kn» 

This   mountain-scene,    with    sylvan   grandeur 

crowned; 
These  chMnal-woodS)  in  summer  verdure  bdght : 
Those  founts  and  rivulets,  whose  mingling  sound 
Lulls  eveiy  bosom  to  serene  detight ; 

Soft  on  these  hiOs  the  sun's  declining  ray; 

This  dime,  where  all  is  new ;  these  murmuring 

Flocks  to  the  fold  that  bend  thehr  Ihigertng  way; 
Light  ckmds  contending  with  the  genial  breese ; 

And  an  that  Nature's  lavish  hands  dispense, 
In  gay  luxuriance,  charming  every  sense, 
Ne'er,  in  thy  absence,  can  delight  my  breast : 
Nought,  without  thee,  my  weary  soul  beguiles ; 
And  joy  may  beam,  yet,  'midst  ber  brightest  smiles, 
A  secret  grief  is  mine  that  will  not  rest 


C1M0EN8. 

SONNET  186. 
Os  oDua  onds  o  cmuo  Amor  anOa. 
Those  eyes,  whence  Love  diflused  his  purest  light, 
Proud  in  such  beaming  orbs  his  reign  to  show ; 
That  face,  vrith  tints  of  mingling  lustre  bright, 
Where  the  rose  mantled  o'er  the  living  snow ; 

The  rich  redundance  of  that  golden  hair, 
Brighter  than  sunbeams  of  meridian  day; 
I'hat  form  so  graceful,  and  that  hand  so  fiir, 
Where  now  those  treasures')— mouldering  into 
clay! 

1  bus.  like  some  blossom  prematurely  torn, 
Hath  young  Perfection  vrithered  in  its  mom, 
I'ouched  by  the  hand  that  gathen but  to  blight! 
C)h!  how  could  Love  survive  his  bitter  teani 
Shed,  not  for  her,  who  mounts  to  happier  spheres, 
But  tor  his  own  sad  fate,  thus  wrapt  In  starioss 
nSsht* 


CAMOBNa 

SONNET  108. 


TBjoqus; 

Fair  Tajol  thou,  whose  calmly-flowing  tide 
Bathes  the  fresh  verdure  of  these  lovely  plains, 
Enlivening  all  where'er  thy  waves  may  glide, 
Flowen,  herbage,  flocks,  and  sylvan  nymphs,  and 
swains  : 

Sweet  stream !  I  know  not  when  my  steps  again 
Shall  tread  thy  shores ;  and  while  to  part  I  mouruy 
I  have  no  hope  to  meliorate  my  pain. 
No  dream  that  whispers— I  may  yet  return! 

My  frowning  destiny,  whose  watchful  care 
Forbids  toe  blessings,  and  ordains  despair, 
Commands  me  thus  to  leave  thee  and  repine: 
And  I  must  vainly  mourn  tlie  scenes  I  fly. 
And  breathe  on  other  gales  my  plaintive  sigh, 
And  blend  my  tears  with  other  waves  than  thine  I 


CiMOENI. 


SONNET  S3. 
TO  A  LADY  WHO  DIED  AT  SEA. 
Chaia  minha  ialmiga,  em  cqja  msa 
Thou,  to  whose  power  my  hopes,  my  joys,  I  give, 
O  fondly  loved!  my  bosom's  dearest  care! 
Earth,  which  denied  to  lend  thy  form  a  grave. 
Yields  not  one  spell  to  soothe  my  deep  despair  1 

Yes!  the  wild  seas  entomb  those  charms  divine^ 
Dark  o'er  thy  head  th*  eternal  billows  roll ; 
But  while  one  ray  of  life  or  thought  is  mine, 
Still  shalt  thou  live^  the  inmate  of  my  souL 

And  if  the  tones  of  my  uncultured  song 
Have  power  the  sad  remembrance  to  prolong, 
Of  love  so  ardent,  and  of  faith  so  pure; 
Still  shall  my  verse  thine  epitaph  remain, 
ddll  shall  thy  charms  be  deathless  in  my  strain. 
While  Time,  and  Love,  and  Memoiy  shall  enduM 


CAMOBNS. 

SONNET  19. 
Abnamhiha  geotn,  qos  is  psnlsuk 

Spirit  beloved!  whose  wing  so  soon  hath  flown 
The  joyless  precincts  of  this  earthly  sphere. 
Now  is  yon  heaven  eternally  thin^  own, 
Whilst  1  deplore  thy  loss,  a  captive  here. 

Oh !  if  allowed  in  thy  divine  abode 
Of  aught  on  earth  an  image  to  retain. 
Remember  still  the  fervent  love  which  glowed 
In  my  fond  bosom,  pure  fh>m  every  stain. 
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And  if  thoa  deem  that  all  my  fidthful  grief, 
Cauaed  by  thy  loai,  and  hopeleas  of  relief, 
Can  merit'  thee,  sweet  native  of  the  akiea ! 
Oh  1  aak  of  Heaven,  which  called  thee  loon  aWay, 
That  I  may  join  thee  in  thoee  realmiof  day, 
Swiftly,  aa  thou  hast  vanished  from  mine  eyes. 


Qua  artnnbo  cMOdB  amor ! 

How  strange  a  fate  in  love  is  mine! 
How  dearly  prized  the  pains  I  feel ! 
Pangs  that  to  rend  my  soul  combine, 

With  avarice  I  conoeal : 
For  did  the  world  the  tale  divine. 
My  lot  woold  then  be  deeper  wo^ 
And  mine  is  grief  that  none  must  know. 

To  mortal  ean  I  may  not  dare 
Unlbid  the  canse,  the  pain  I  prove ; 
'T  would  plunge  in  ruin  and  despair 
Or  me,  or  her  I  love. 
My  soul  delight*  alone  to  bear 
Her  silent,  unsuspected  wo, 
And  none  shall  pity,  none  shall  know. 

Thus  buried  in  my  bosom's  urn. 
Thus  in  my  inmost  heart  concealed, 
Let  me  Jone  the  secret  mourn, 
In  pangs  unsoothed  and  unreveoled. 
For  whether  happiness  or  wo, 
Or  life  o.  death  its  power  bestow, 
b  is  what  none  on  earth  must  know. 


CAMOENS. 

SONNET  58. 

8%  «■  penaa  com  quB  Amor  ISO  mal  ma  tnua. 

SHOULb  Love,  the  tyrant  of  my  suffering  hrart, 
Yet  long  enough  protract  his  votary's  days, 
To  see  the  lustre  from  those  eyes  depart, 
The  lode-stars  now,*  that  fascinate  my  gaze ; 

To  see  rude  Time  the  living  roses  blight. 
That  o'er  thy  cheek  their  loveliness  unfold, 
And  all  unpitying,  change  thy  tresses  bright 
To  silvery  whiteness,  from  their  native  gold ; 

Oh  I  then  my  heart  an  equal  change  will  prove, 
And  mourn  the  coldness  that  repelled  my  love, 
When  tears  and  penitence  will  all  be  vain ; 
And  I  shall  see  thee  weep  for  days  gone  by, 
And  ufi  thy  deep  regret  and  fruitless  sigh. 
Find  amplest  vengeance  for  my  former  pain. 


*Tbv  0fm  are  kda^taia.'*— flfto^paafs. 


CAMOENS. 

SONNEl   178. 

J4  caoiel,  J4  choral  a  dura  fuam. 

Oft  have  I  sung  and  mourned  the  bitter  wo6s, 
Which  love  for  years  hath  mingled  with  my  fats^ 
While  he  the  tale  forbade  me  to  disclose, 
That  taught  his  votaries  their  deluded  state. 

Nymphs!  who  dispense  Castalia's  liring  stream, 
Ye,  who  from  Death  oblivion's  mantle  steal, 
Qnnt  me  a  strain  in  powerful  tone  supreme, 
Each  grief  by  love  inflicted  to  reveal : 

That  those,  whose  ardent  hearts  adore  his  sway. 
May  hear  experience  breathe  a  warning  lay. 
How  false  his  smiles,  his  promises  how  vain  I 
Then,  if  ye  deign  this  effort  to  inspire. 
When  the  sad  task  is  o'er,  my  plaintive  lyre. 
Forever  hushed,  shall  slumber  in  your  fane. 


ClMOfiKS. 

SONNET  60. 
Oomo  qtumdo  do  roar  tempestnQoa. 

Saved  from  the  perils  of  the  stormy  w%ve, 
And  faint  with  toil,  the  wanderer  of  the  main, 
But  just  escaped  from  shipwreck's  billowy  gravs^ 
Trembles  to  hear  its  horrors  named  again. 

How  warm  his  vow,  that  Ocean's  fairest  mien 
No  more  shall  lure  him  from  the  smiles  of  home 
Yet  soon,  forgetting  each  terrific  scene, 
Once  more  he  turns,  o'er  boundless  deeps  toroami 

Lady !  thus  I,  who  vainly  oft  in  flight 

Seek  refuge  from  the  dangers  of  thy  sight. 

Make  the  firm  vow,  to  shun  thee  and  be  free: 

But  my  fond  heart,  devoted  to  its  chain. 

Still  draws  me  back  where  countless  perils  nigCi 

And  grief  and  ruin  spread  their  snares  for  ms. 


CAMOENS. 

SONNET  239. 

Ttom  FMlmCXXXVn. 

Em  Babylonia  aobre  oa  rio^  quando. 

Beside  the  streams  of  Babylon,  in  tears 
Of  vain  desiie,  we  sat;  remembering  thee, 
O  hallowed  Sioo  I  and  the  vanished  years, 
When  Israel's  chosen  sons  were  blest  ai  d  fres  * 

Our  harps,  neglected  and  untuned,  we  Lung 
Mute  on  the  willows  of  the  stranger's  land ; 
When  songs,  like  those  that  in  thy  fanes  we  sung, 
Our  foes  demanded  from  their  captiv^banJ. 
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How  ihall  oar  voioeSj  on  a  foreign  shore, 

(We  answered  thoee  whose  chains  the  exile  wore,) 

The  songs  of  God,  our ' sacred  songs,  renew? 

If  I  forget,  midst  grief  and  wasting  toil, 

Thee,  O  Jerusalem !  my  natxre  soil  1 

3iay  mtf  rigkt-hand  forget  it$  cunning  tool 


OAMOENt. 

SONNET  128. 

nams  sdmbsTtl  Innra  ae  ooaheoau 

There  Uooms  a  plant,  whose  gaze,  from  hoar  to 

hour, 
Stin  to  the  sun  with  fond  devotion  turns. 
Wakes,  when  Creation  hails  his  dawning  power, 
And  most  expands,  when  most  her  idol  bums; 

But  when  he  seeks  the  bosom  of  the  deep, 
His  fidtMul  plant's  reflected  charms  decay ; 
Then  fade  her  flowers,  her  leaves  discoloured  weep, 
Still  fondly  pining  for  the  vanished  ray. 

Thou  whom  I  love,  the  daystar  of  my  sight  I 
When  thy  dear  presence  wakes  me  to  delight, 
Joy  in  my  soul  unlolds  her  fairest  flower: 
But  in  thy  heaven  of  smiles  alone  it  bkx>ms, 
And  of  their  light  deprived,  in  grief  consumes, 
Born  but  to  five  within  thine  eye-beams  power. 


CAM0EN8. 


Amidst  the  bitter  tears  that  fell 

In  anguish  at  ray  last  farewell, 

Oh !  who  would  dream  that  joy  could  dwell. 

To  make  that  moment  bright  1 
Vet  be  my  judge,  each  heart  I  and  say. 
Which  then  could  most  ray  bosom  sway. 

Affliction,  or  delight! 

It  was,  when  Hope,  opprest  with  woes, 
Seemed  her  dim  eyes  in  death  to  close, 
That  Rapture's  brightest  beam  arose 

In  Sorrow's  darkest  night 
Thus,  if  my  soul  survive  that  hour, 
'T  is  that  my  fate  o'ercame  the  power 

Of  anguish  with  delight. 

For  oh  I  ner  love,  so  long  unknown. 
She  then  confest,  was  all  my  own, 
And  in  that  parting  hour  alone 

Revealed  it  to  my  sight 
And  now  what  pangs  will  rend  ray  soul, 
Hhould  fortune  still,  with  stem  control. 

Forbid  me  this  delight 

I  feaiow  not  if  my  bliss  were  vain, 
For  all  the  force  of  parting  pain 
Forbade  suspicious  doubts  to  reign, 
When  exiled  from  her  sight : 


Yet  now  what  double  wo  for  ms. 
Just  at  the  ckise  of  eve,  to  see 
The  dayspring  of  delight 


GAMOBm. 

SONNET  90& 
Qoem  dis  qos  Amor  he  fitbo^  0  M^Mosa 
He  who  proclaims  that  Love  is  light  and  vain. 
Capricious,  cruel,  false  in  all  his  ways; 
Ah  1  sure  too  well  hath  merited  his  pain, 
Too  ju^y  finds  him  all  he  thus  portrays. 

For  Love  is  pitying.  Love  is  soft  and  kiatf  i 
Believe  not  him  who  dares  the  tale  oppose , 
Oh !  deem  him  one  whom  stormy  passions  bliiiif, 
One  to  whom  earth  and  heaven  may  well  be  1mi 

If  Love  bring  evils,  view  them  all  in  me  I 
Here  let  the  world  his  utmost  rigour  see^ 
His  utmost  power  exerted  to  annoy: 
But  all  his  ire  is  still  the  ire  of  Love; 
And  such  delight  in  all  his  woes  I  proves 
I  would  not  change  their  pangs  for  aught  of  other 
joyi 


CIMOEKS. 

SONNET  183. 
Booea,  e  clans  sguas  do  Mooikta 
Waves  of  Mondego !  brilliant  and  serene. 
Haunts  of  my  thought,  where  memory  fond! 

strays; 
Where  hope  allured  me  with  perfidious  mien, 
Witching  my  soul,  in  long-departed  days; 

Yes  I  I  forsake  your  banks;  but  still  my  heart 
Shall  bid  remembrance  all  your  charms  restore, 
And,  suffering  not  one  image  to  depart, 
Find  lengthening  distance  but  endear  you 


Let  fortune's  will,  through  many  a  future  day, 
To  distant  realms  this  mortal  frame  convey, 
Sport  of  each  wind,  and  tost  on  every  wave  I 
Yet  my  fond  soul,  to  pensive  memory  tnie^ 
On  thought's  light  passbn  still  shall  fly  to  yon, 
And  still,  bright  waters  1  in  your  current  Uve. 


CAU0BN8. 

SONNET  181. 

Onde  acharcl  higar  lao  Bpartada 
Where  shall  I  find  some  desert^soene  so  rucb, 
Where  loneliness  so  undisturbed  may  reign. 
That  not  a  step  shall  ever  there  intrude 
Of  roving  man,  or  nature'"  savage  train  1 
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Some  tai^glfMl  thicket^  deiolate  and  drear, 
Or  deep  wild  forest,  dUent  as  the  tomb, 
Boasting  no  verdiiie  bright,  no  foontain  dear, 
B«t  darkly  raited  to  my  spirit's  glooml 

That  there,  'midst  frowning  rocks,  alone  with  grief 
Entombed  in  life,  and  hopeless  of  relief, 
In  lonely  freedom  I  may  breathe  my  woes — 
For  oh  I  since  nought  my  sorrows  can  allay. 
There  shall  my  sadness  ctoud  no  festal  day. 
And  days  of  gloom  shall  soothe  me  to  nepose. 


CAMOEMI. 

SONNET  378. 

Ba  TlTla  4t  l|fi1iiM«  Iwnta 

EzsacpT  fiom  every  grief^  twas  mine  to  Ihre 
In  dreams  so  sweet,  enchantments  so  divinoi 
A  thousand  joys  propitious  Love  can  (j^ve, 
Were  scarcely  worth  one  rapturous  pain  of 

Bound  by  soft  spells,  in  dear  illusions  blest, 
I  breathed  no  sigh  for  fortune  or  for  power; 
No  care  mtruding  to  disturb  my  breast, 
I  dwelt  entranced  in  Love's  Elysian  bower: 

But  Fate,  raeh  transports  eager  to  destroy, 
Soon  rudely  woke  me  from  the  dream  of  joy, 
And  bade  the  phantoms  of  delight  begone! 
JMe  hope  and  h^iplness  at  once  depart, 
A^  left  but  memocy  to  distract  my  heart, 
JlUteacing  erery  hour  of  bliss  for  ever  flown. 


CAM0SN8. 


U  imeve  X  dii 
No  searching  eye  can  pierce  the  veil 
That  o*er  my  secret  love  is  thrown; 
No  outward  signs  reveal  its  tale, 

But  to  my  bosom  known. 
Thus,  like  the  spark,  whose  vivid  light, 
In  the  dark  flint  b  hid  from  sight, 

It  dwells  within,  alone. 


IfBTAflTASia 

Danqne  M  rtga  In  phntoi 

In  tears,  the  heart  opprest  with  grief 

Gives  language  to  its  woes; 
In  tears,  its  fulness  finds  relief, 

When  rapture's  tide  overflows! 
Who  then  unclouded  Miss  vfould  seek 

On  this  terrestrial  sphere; 
When  e'en  Delight  can  only  speak, 

Like  Sonow— in  a  tearl 
24* 


VIXCENZIO  DA  FIMCUA. 
Italia,  ftaUal  Otncoifeoksoria. 
Italia!  thou,  by  lavish  Nature  graced 
With  ill-starred  beauty,  which  to  thee  haih 
A  fiitai  dowry,  whose  eflbds  are  tmoed 
In  the  deep  sorrows  graven  on  thy  mien ; 

Oh  I  that  more  strength,  or  fewer  charms  wer« 

thine, 
That  those  might  fear  thee  more,  or  love  thee  lev, 
Who  seem  to  worship  at  thy  beautj^'s  shrine. 
Then  leave  thee  to  the  death- pang's  bitterness! 

Not  then  the  herds  of  Gaul  would  drain  the  HdB 
Of  that  Eridanus  thy  blood  hath  dyed; 
Nor  from  the  Alps  would  legipns,  still  renewed, 
Pour  down;  no^  wouldst  thou  wield  a  foreign 

brand, 

Nor  flght  thy  battles  with  the  stranger's  hand, 
Still  doomed  to  serve,  subduing  or  subdued  1 


Genova  mia,  SB  con  asciutto  clgBa 
If  thus  thy  fallen  grandeur  I  behold, 
My  native  Genoa  I  with  a  tearless  eye, 
Think  not  thy  son's  ungrateful  heart  is  oold, 
But  know-^I  deem  rebellious  every  sigh  I 

Thy  glorious  ruins  proudly  I  survey. 
Trophies  of  firm  resolve,  of  patriot  might ! 
And  in  each  trace  of  devastation's  way 
Thy  worth,  thy  courage,  meet  my  wanderbg  sigkl 

Triumphs  far  less  than  sufiering  virtue  shine! 
And  on  the  spoilers  high  revenge  is  thine, 
While  thy  strong  spirit  unsubdued  remains. 
And  lol  fair  Liberty  rejoicing  flies. 
To  kiss  each  noble  relic,  while  she  cries, 
Hail  I  though  in  rttins,  thou  vert  m^mr  In 
ehaijur 


LOPK  DE  YEOA. 

ErtsM  ol  eortenno. 

Let  the  vain  courtier  waste  his  days^ 
Luicd  by  the  charms  that  wedth  displays, 

The  ooQch  of  down,  the  board  of  costly  fiun; 
Be  his  to  kiss  th'  ungrateful  hand, 
That  waves  the  sceptre  of  command. 

And  rear  full  many  a  palace  in  the  air; 
Whilst  I  enjoy,  all  unconfined. 
The  glowing  sun,  the  genial  wind. 

And  tranquil  houn,  to  rustic  toil  assigned; 
And  prise  flour  more,  in  peace  and  health, 

Contflottd  indigence,  than  joytess  wealth , 
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Not  mine  m  Fortune's  face  to  bend, 

At  Grandeur's  altar  to  attend, 
Reflect  hk  tmile,  and  tiemUe  at  his  frown  | 

Nor  mine  a  fond  aspiring  thought, 

A  wiah,  a  ugh,  a  vision,  fraught 
With  Fame's  bright  phantom,  Qloiy'e  deathlws 
crown  I 

Nectareous  draughts  and  viands  pure. 

Luxuriant  nature  will  ensure; 

These  the  clear  fount,  and  fertile  field, 

Still  to  the  wearied  shepherd  yield ; 

And  when  repose  and  visions  reign, 
Then  we  are  equals  ail,  the  monarch  and  the 
•wain. 


FBANCISOO  MANUBU 

ON  ASCENDING  A  HILL  LEADING  TO 
A  CONVENT. 
No  bazM  temetxMO^  o  poregrlna 
PitTiE  not  with  lingering  foot,  O  pilgrim,  here; 
Pierce \he  deep  shadows  of  the  mountain-side; 
Firm  be  thj  step,  thy  heart  unknown  to  fear, 
To  brighter  worlds  this  thorny  path  will  guide. 

Soon  shall  thy  feet  approach  the  calm  abode, 
Bo  near  the  mansions  of  supreme  delight; 
Pause  not^but  tread  this  consecrated  road, 
T  is  the  dark  basis  of  the  heavenly  height. 

Behold,  to  cheer  thee  on  the  toilsome  way. 
How  many  a  fountain  glitters  down  the  bilit 
Pure  gales,  inviting,  softly  round  thee  play. 
Bright  sunshine  guides — and  wilt  thou  linger 

still? 
Oh!  enter  there,  where,  fireed  from  human  strife, 
Hope  Is  reality,  and  time  is  life. 


DELLA  CA8A. 

VENICE. 
Qiwd  pala&l,  e  queaie  logge  or  oollei 

These  marble  domes,  by  wealth  and  genius  graced 
With  sculptured  forms,  bright  hues,  and  Parian 

stone, 
Were  once  rude  cabins  'midst  a  lonely  waste, 
Wikl  shores  of  solitude,  and  isles  unknown. 

Pure  from  each  vice,  't  was  here  a  virtuous  train. 
Fearless  in  fragile  barks  explored  the  sea; 
Not  theirs  a  wish  to  conquer  or  to  reign, 
They  sought  these  island-precincts — to  be  fiee. 

Ne'er  in  their  souls  ambition's  flame  arose. 
No  dream  of  avarice  broke  their  calm  repose; 
Fiaud,  more  than  death  abhorred  each  artless 
breasl: 


Oh !  now,  since  Fortune  giMs  tbeir  brightaaing 

day. 
Let  not  those  virtues  languish  and  decay, 
O'erwhelmed  by  luxury,  and  by  wealth  oppnstl 


IL  MARCHESS  COENELIO  BENTlTOQLia 
L'anima  bella,  che  dal  vero  Biao. 
The  sainted  spirit,  which  finim  bliss  on  high 
Desoen4e  like  dayspring  to  my  favoured  sight 
Shines  in  such  noontide  radiance  of  the  sky, 
Scarce  do  I  know  that  form,  intensely  bright! 

But  with  the  sweetness  of  her  well-known  smile, 
That  smile  oF  peace!  she  bids  my  doubts  depart, 
And  takes  my  hand,  and  softly  speaks  the  whik^ 
And  heaven's  full  glory  pictures  to  my  heart 

Beams  of  that  heaven  in  her  my  eyes  behold. 
And  now,  e'en  now,  in  thought  my  wings  anfiiU 
To  soar  with  her  and  mingle  with  the  blest! 
But  ah!  so  swift  her  buoyant  pinion  flies, 
That  I,  in  vain  aspiring  to  tlie  skies. 
Fall  to  my  native  sphere  by  earthly  bonds  deprest. 


MBTASTASia 

Al  furor  d'avrena  sons; 
He  shall  not  dread  Misfortune's  angry  miex^ 
Nor  feebly  sink  beneath  her  tempest  rude. 
Whose  soul  hath  learned,  through  many  a  trying 

scene. 
To  smile  at  fate,  and  suflfer  unsubdued. 

In  the  rough  school  of  billows,  clouds,  and  shmni^ 
Nursed  and  matured,  the  pilot  learns  his  art: 
Thus  Fate's  dread  ire,  by  many  a  conflict  forms 
The  lofty  spirit  and  enduring  heart! 


MSTASTlSIO. 

Qnella  onda  cbe  rulnSi 
The  torrent-wave,  that  breaks  with  Ibroa 
Impetuous  down  the  Alpine  height, 
Complains  and  struggles  in  its  course^ 
But  sparkles,  as  the  diamond  bright 

The  stream  in  shadowy  valley  deep 
May  slumber  in  its  narrow  bed; 
But  silent  in  unbroken  sleep, 
lU  lustre  and  iU  life  are  fled. 


META8TA8I0. 

Leotadim  roH,  le  cul  pon  ftglia. 
Sweet  rose!  whose  tender  foliage  to  expand, 
Her  fostering  dews  the  morning  lightly  shed, 
Whilst  gales  of  balmly  breath  thy  bloesoms  fanned, 
And  o'er  thy  leaves  the  soft  snfl'iision  spreau ; 
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rhtX  hand  wfaoee  care  withdrew  thee  firom  the 

ground, 
To  brighter  worida  thy  fitToared  channe  hath 

home; 
Thy  fairest  boda,  with  grace  perennial  crowned, 
There  breathe  and  bloom,  released  from  eveiy 

thorn. 

Thus,  Dour  removed,  and  now,  transplanted  flower  I 
Exposed  no  more  to  blast  or  tempest  rode, 
Sheltered  with  tenderestcare  from  frost  or  shower, 
And  each  rough  season's  chill  vkasBitade, 
Now  may  thy  form  in  bowen  of  peace 
Immortal  fragrance,  and  unwithering  bloom. 


META8TA810. 

Che  ■peri,  Instabil  DBe,di  mmA  •  spina 

PoRTUKB  I  why  thus,  where'er  my  footsteps  tread, 

Obstruct  each  path  with  thorns  and  rocks  like 

thesel 
Think*st  thou  that  /  thy  threatening  mien  shall 

dread. 
Or  toU  and  pant  thy  waving  locks  to  seize  1 

Reserve  the  frown  severe,  the  menace  rude, 
For  vtssal^pirits  that  confess  thy  sway  I 
3fy  constant  soul  could  triumph  unsubdued. 
Were  the  wide  universe  destruction's  prey. 

Am  I  to  conflicts  new,  in  toils  untried; 
Not  I  have  long  thine  utmost  power  defied, 
And  drawn  fresh  energies  from  every  fight. 
Thus  from  rude  strokes  of  hammers  and  the  wheel, 
With  each  successive  shock  the  tempered  steel 
More  keenly  piercing  proves,  more  dazzling  bright 


METASTASrO. 


Futagll  d'  00  pariglia 
WotrLDST  thou  to  Love  of  danger  speak  7 — 
YeQed  are  hu  eyes,  to  perils  blind ! 
Wouklst  thou  from  Love  a  reason  sock? — 
He  is  a  child  of  wayward  mind  I 

But  with  a  doubt,  a  jealous  fear. 
Inspire  him  once^the  task  is  o'er; 
His  mind  is  keen,  his  sight  is  clear, 
No  more  an  infant,  blind  no  more. 


M£TABTAB10. 

UAirardBlTema 


tlKBEMDiMa  'midst  the  wintry  skies, 

Reanthe  firm  oak  his  vigorous  form. 

And  stem  in  rugged  strength,  defies 

The  rushing  of  the  storm ; 


Then  severed  fiom  his  native  shore, 
O'er  ocean-worlds  the  sail  to  bear, 
Still  with  those  winds  he  braved  before^ 
Ha  proudly  struggles  there. 


META8TA8I0. 
Pol  pod  dir  cha  m  eoDtenta 
Oh  !  those  atone,  whose  severed  hearts 
Have  mourned  through  liDgerinig  yean  in  vaii^ 
Can  tell  what  bliss  fond  love  imparts. 
When  Fate  unites  them  once  again ; 

Sweet  u  the  righ,  and  blest  tbe  tear, 
Whose  language  hails  that  moment  bright, 
When  past  aflUctions  but  endear 
The  presence  of  delight  I 


METASTASIO. 

Ahl  rrensielplsnfcoiinbeDe. 
Ah!  cease— those  fruitless  tean restnd* 
I  go  misfortune  to  defy. 
To  smile  at  fate  with  proud  disdain, 
To  triumph— nut  to  die! 

I  with  fresh  laurels  go  to  crown 
My  closing  days  at  last, 
Securing  all  the  bright  renown 
Acquired  in  dangers  past. 


CtUETEDO. 


ROME  BURIED  IN  HER  OWN  RUINS. 

Boacas  en  Roma  k  Roma,  6  perogrinol 
Amidst  these  scenes,  O  pilgrim !   seek'st  thoa 

Rome? 
Vain  is  thy  search — the  pomp  of  Rome  is  fled; 
Her  silent  Aventine  is  glory's  tomb ; 
Her  walls,  her  shrincHi,  but  relics  of  the  dead. 

That  hill  where  Cfesan  dwelt  in  other  days 
Forsaken  mourns,  where  once  it  towered  ral^ 

lime; 
Each  mouldering  medal  now  far  less  displays 
The  triumphs  won  by  Littium,  than  by  Tima. 

Tiber  alone  survives— the  passing  wave. 

That  bathed  her  towers^  now  murmun  by  her 

grave. 
Wailing,  with  plaintive  sounda,  her  fallen  fanes. 
Rome!  of  thine  ancient  grandeur  ai«  m  past, 
That  seemed  for  years  eternal  framed  to  last, 
Nought  but-the  wav«,  a  fugitive— lemaiis. 
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1^  qiM  ki  dutoe  vVk  «n  dflnuB  •noa 
Thoit,  who  hast  6ed  fiom  file's  enchanted  bowen^ 
In  youth's  ffay  spring,  in  beaaty's  glowing  mom, 
Leaving  thy  bright  array,  thy  path  of  floweis, 
For  the  rude  conventpgarb,  and  couch  of  thorn; 

Thou  that,  escaping  from  a  world  ot  cares, 
Hast  found  thy  haven  in  devotion's  fane, 
As  to  the  port  the  fearful  bark  repairs, 
To  shun  the  midnight  perils  of  the  main; 

Now  the  glad  hymn,  the  strain  of  rapture  pour, 
While  on  thy  soul  the  beams  of  glory  risel 
For  if  the  pilot  hail  the  welcome  shore, 
With  shouU  of  triumph  swelling  to  tbe  skies; 
Oh  I  how  shouldst  thou  the  exulting  piean  raise, 
Now  heaven's  bright  harbour  opens  on  thy  gaze. 


TORdUlTO  TASSO. 
MflSlI  aiml  ■OttU  tuol,  pniporeanMi. 
Trov  in  thy  mom  wert  like  a  glowing  rose, 
T«  the  mild  sunshine  only  half  displayed. 
That  shunned  us  bashful  graces  to  disclose, 
Aai  in  its  Tale  of  Yerdure sought  a  shade; 

Or  like  Aurora  did  thy  charms  appear, 

(Since  mortal  form  ne'er  vied  with  aught  so  blight,) 

Aurora,  smiling  from  her  tranquil  sphere, 

O'er  vale  and  mountain  shedding  dew  and  light; 

Now  riper  years  have  doomed  no  grace  to  &de, 
Nor  youthful  charms,  in  all  their  pride  arrayed. 
Excel,  or  equal  thy  neglected  form. 
Thus,  full  expanded,  lovelier  is  the  flower, 
And  the  bright  day-star,  in  its  noontide  hour, 
More  brilliant  shines,  in  genial  radiance  warm. 


BERNARDO  TASSO. 

Quasi'  onrinacfas  glammai  noa  rids  II  sotap 

This  green  recess,  where  through  the  bowery 

gloom 

Ne'er  e'en  at  noontide  hours  the  sunbeam  played, 
Where  violet  beds  in  soft  luxuriance  bloom, 
'Midst  the  cod  freshness  of  the  myrtle^hade; 

Where  through  the  grass  a  sparkling  fountain 


Whose  murmuring  wave,  transparent  as  it  flows. 
No  more  its  bed  of  yellow  sand  conceals, 
Than  the  pun  crystal  hides  the  glowing  rose; 

This  bower  of  peace,  thou  soother  of  our  care; 
God  of  soft  slumbers,  and  of  visions  iair  1 
A  B)wly  shepherd  consecrates  to  thee  I 


Thenbieathe  around  some  spell  of  deep  repOM^ 
And  charm  his  eyes  in  balmy  dew  to  dose. 
These  eyes,  fiOigaed  with  giia(  fiosi  laar-dBopB 
never  fine. 


PBTRARCB. 

Obi  VQd  vsosr  qaaanaqjos  pdl  natOB. 
Thou  that  wooldat  mark,  in  fon»  of  human  butl^ 
AU  heavien  and  B«tun's  perfeet  skill  combined^ 
Come  gate  <m  her,  liw  day-star  of  the  eaith, 
Daading  not  on  alone,  biit  all  mankind: 

And  haste!  for  death,  who  spares  the  guilty  long. 
First  calls  the  brightest  and  the  best  away; 
And  to  her  home,  amidst  the  cherub-throng 
The  angelic  mortal  flies,  and  will  not  stay  I 

Haste  1  and  each  outward  charm,  each  maatal 

grace, 
In  one  consummate  form  thine  eye  shall  trace, 
Model  of  loveliness,  for  earth  too  fair  1 
Then  thou  shalt  own,  how  faint  my  votive  laya^ 
My  spirit  dazzled  by  perfection's  blaze^- 
But  if  thou  still  delay,  fer  long  regret  prepare. 


PSTRARCH. 

flslamentar  attgdU,  o  verffi  fronfla. 
If  to  the  sighing  breeze  of  summer-houn 
Bend  the  green  leaves ;  if  mourns  a  plaintive  bird 
Or  from  some  fount's  cool  margin,  fringed  wfttk 

flowers, 
The  soothing  murmur  of  the  wave  is  heaid; 

Her,  whom  the  heavens  reveal,  the  earth  denies^ 
I  see  and  hear:  though  dwelling  far  above, 
Her  spirit,  still  responsive  to  my  sighs. 
Visits  the  lone  retreat  of  pensive  love. 

"  Why  thus  in  grief  consume  each  fruitleas  day^^ 
(Her  gentle  accents  thus  divinely  say,) 
"  Wliile  from  thine  eyes  the  tear  unceasing  flows  1 
Weep  not  for  me,  who,  hastening  on  my  flight, 
Died,  to  be  deathless;  and  on  heavenly  light 
Whose  eyes  but  opened,  when  they  seenoed  t* 
ckMs!"  • 


TJBRSI  BPAamiOLI  DI  PIETRO  1 
OMoeito!  qnesnelessBr. 
Thou,  the  stem  monarch  of  dismay; 
Whom  nature  trembles  to  survey. 
Oh  Death  I  to  me,  the  child  of  griei^ 
Thy  welcome  power  would  bring  relief 
Changing  to  peaceful  dumber  mar^  acaie 
And  though  thy  stroke  may  thrill  with  pain 
Elach  throbbing  pulse,  each  quivering  vela; 
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The  pangs  that  bid  exietence  cloec,  j  And  whisper,  when  her  eyes  unveil, 

Ah  I  aore  are  far  leas  keen  than  those,  That  I,  since  morning's  earliest  call, 

Which  cloud  its  lingering  moments  with  desptir.  Have  dghed  her  name  to  every  gale, 

By  the  lone  waterfall 


FRAVCBiGO  Lounraim. 

O  Zefimto^  ehe  movendo  viL 
Sylph  of  the  breeze !  whose  dewy  pinions  light 
Wave  gently  round  the  tree  I  planted  here^ 
Sacied  to  her,  whose  soul  hath  winged  its  flight 
To  the  pure  ether  of  her  lofty  sphere; 

Be  it  thy  care,  soft  spirit  of  the  gale  I 
To  fim  its  leaves  in  summer's  noontide  hour; 
Be  it  thy  care,  thatwlntiy  tempests  fidl 
To  rend  its  honouis  from  the  sylvan  bower. 

Then  shall  it  spread,  and  rear  th'  aspiring  form, 
Pride  of  the  wood,  secure  from  every  storm, 
Graced  with  her  name,  a  consecrated  tree  t 
So  may  thy  lord,  the  monarch  of  the  wind, 
Ne'er  with  rude  chains  thy  tender  pinions  bind, 
But  grant  thee  still  to  rove,  a  wanderer  wild  and 
fieel 


0S88NEB. 

MORNING  SONG. 
Wnkommen,  flruhe  morgeosonn. 

Hail!  morning  sun,  thus  early  bright; 
Welcome,  sweet  dawn!  thou  younger  day  I 
Through  the  dark  woods  that  firinge  the  height 
Beams  ibith,  e'en  now,  thy  ray. 

Bright  on  the  dew,  it  sparkles  clear. 
Bright  on  the  water's  glittering  fall. 
And  life,  and  joy,  and  health  appear. 
Sweet  morning!  at  thy  call.  , 


Now  thy  heth  breezes  lightly  spring 
From  beds  of  fragrance,  where  they  lay, 
And  roving  wild  on  dewy  wing. 
Drive  slumber  &r  away. 

Fantastic  dreams,  in  swift  retreat, 
Now  from  each  mind  withdraw  their  spell, 
While  the  young  loves  delighted  meet, 
On  Rosa's  cheek  to  dwell. 

Speed  lephyr!  kiss  each  opening  flower. 
Its  fragrant  spirit  make  thine  own; 
Then  wing  thy  way  to  Rosa's  bower, 
Ere  her  light  skep  is  flown. 

There,  o'er  her  downy  pillow,  fly, 
Wake  the  sweet  maid  to  lifb  and  day; 
Breathe  on  her  balmy  Up  a  sigh. ' 
And  o'er  her  bosom  play ; 


OIRMIN  SOMtf. 


Listen,  fair  maid,  my  song  shall  teH 
How  Love  may  still  be  known  full  wetlj 

His  looks  the  traitor  prove: 
Dost  thou  not  see  that  absent  smile, 
That  fiery  glance  replete  with  guile  1 

Oh!  doubt  not  then— 't  \a  Love. 

When  varying  still  the  sly  disguise, 
Child  of  caprice,  he  laughs  and  cries. 

Or  with  Gompbunt  would  move; 
To  day  is  bold,  to-morrow  ehy. 
Changing  each  hour,  he  knows  not  why^ 

Oh!  doubt  not  thefr— 't  isl^ove. 

There's  magic  in  his  every  wile, 
HiB  lips,  well  practised  to  beguile. 

Breathe  roses  when  they  move ; 
See,  now  with  sudden  rage  he  burns, 
Disdains,  impbres,  commands,  by  turns; 

Oh !  doubt  not  theo— 't  is  I^ove. 

He  comes^  without  the  bow  and  dart, 
That  spare  not  e'en  the  purest  heart ; 

His  looks  the  traitor  prove; 
That  glance  is  ftn^  that  mien  is  guile, 
Deceit  ia  lurking  in  that  snule. 

Oh!  trust  him  net-*'t  is  i«vel 


CHAULlfiU. 

Grotte^  dVra  sort  m  dalr  ru  weas. 
Thoc  grot,  whence  flows  this  limpid  spring, 
Its  margin  fringed  with  moss  and  flowers, 
Still  bid  its  voice  of  murmurs  bring 
Peace  to  thy  musing  hours. 

Sweet  Fontenayl  where  first  for  me 
The  day-spring  of  existence  rose, 
Soon  shall  my  dust  return  to  thee, 
And  'midst  my  sires  repose. 

Moses,  that  watched  my  childhood's  mom, 
'Midst  these  wild  haunts,  with  guaidian  eye, 
Fair  trees,  that  here  beheld  me  bom. 
Soon  shall  ye  see  me  die. 


0ARCILA80  D«  LA  TEGA. 

OofDd  de  vuBBoa  tHegn  primaven. 
Enjot  the  sweeU  of  life's  luxuriant  May,' 
Ere  envious  Age  is  hastening  on  his  way. 
With  snowy  wreaths  to  crown  the  beauteous  brow 
Thtf  rose  will  fade  when  storms  assail  the  yeai; 
And  Time,  who  changeth  not  his  swift  career 
Constant  iu  tha,  will  change  all  else  bslow' 
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JUtocelUnrotttf  Hoetira. 


THE  TREASURES  OF  THE  DEEP.      And  the  touch  of  the  MmbMuan  hath  waked  the 
What  bid'it  thou  in  thy  treasura-eaTw  and  cellsl  j  ^ 
TboQ  hoUow-eoundhig  and  mysterioas  main  t 
—Pale  gliftening  pearly  and  rainbow^coloured 

Bhella, 
Blight  thing!  which  gleam  UDrecked^f,  and  in 


vain! 
—Keep,  keep  thy  richee,  melancholy  seal 
We  aak  pot  nich  from  thee. 

Yet  mon^  the  depths  have  more!^what  wealth 

untold, 

Far  down,  and  ahining  thimigh  their  etillnees  liee ! 
ThoQ  heet  the  etarfy  gems,  the  burning  gold, 
Won  from  ten  thousand  royal  Argoeieel 
—Sweep  o'er  thy  epoile,  thou  wild  and  wrathful 

main! 
Earth  daims  not  ikete  again. 

Yet  more,  the  depths  have  more!  thy  waves  have 

loUed 
Above  the  cities  of  a  world  gone  by ! 
Sand  hath  filled  up  the  palaces  of  old, 
Sea-weed  o'ergrown  the  halls  of  revelry. 
—Dash  o'er  them,  ocean  1  in  thy  scornful  play  I 

Man  yields  them  to  decay. 
Yet  more!  the  biltows  and  the  depths  have  mora ! 
High  hearts  and  brave  are  gathered  to  thy  breast ! 
They  hear  not  now  the  booming  waters  roar,       ' 
The  battle-thunders  will  not  break  their  rest. 
—Keep  thy  red  gold  and  gems,  thou  stonny  grave ! 

Give  back  the  true  and  brave  t 

Give  back  the  lost  and  lovely ! — those  for  whom 
The  place  was  kept  at  board  and  hearth  so  long, 
The  prayer  went  up  through  midnight's  breathless 

gloom, 
And  the  vain  yearning  woke  'midst  festal  aongt 
Hold  fast  thy  buried  isles,  thy  towers  o'erthrown— 
But  all  is  not  thine  own. 

To  thee  the  love  of  woman  hath  gone  down, 
Dark  flow  thy  tides  o'er  manhood's  noble  head, 
O'er  youth's  bright  locks,  and  beauty's  floweiy 

crown, 
—Yet  must  thou  hear  a  vMce^restore  the  deadl 
Fiarth  shall  reclaim  her  precious  things  from  thee! 
—Restore  the  dead,  thou  sea! 


rose, 
i  Todeck  the  hall  where  the  bright  vrine  flows. 

Bring  flowers  to  strew  in  the  conqueror's  path- 
He  hath  shaken  thrones  with  his  stormy  wrath! 
He  comes  with  the  spoils  of  nations  back, 
The  vines  lie  crushed  in  his  chariot's  track. 
The  turf  looks  red  where  he  won  the  day— 
Bring  flowers  to  die  in  the  conqueror's  way  I 

Bring  flowers  to  the  captive's  lonely  cell, 
They  have  (ales  of  the  joyous  woods  to  tell; 
Of  the  free  blue  streams,  and  the  glowing  sky 
And  the  bright  world  shut  from  his  languid  eye ; 
They  will  bear  him  a  thought  of  the  sunny  hoor^ 
And  a  dream  of  his  youth — bring  him  floweii| 
wild  flowers ! 

Bring  flowers,  fresh  flowers,  for  the  bride  to  weai  f 
They  were  bom  to  blush  in  her  shining  hair. 
She  is  leaving  the  home  of  her  childhood's  mirth! 
She  hath  bid  &rewell  to  her  father's  hearth, 
Her  place  b  now  by  another's  side — 
Bring  flowers  for  the  locks  of  the  fair  young  bride! 

Bring  flowers,  pale  flowers,  o'er  the  bier  to  shed, 

A  crown  for  the  brow  of  the  early  dead  1 

For  this  through  iu  leaves  hath  the  whit»4P0sa 

bunt. 
For  this  in  the  woods  was  the  violet  nursed. 
Though  they  smile  in  vain  for  what  once  was  oon^ 
They  are  love's  hist  gift— bring  ye  flowers,  paJv 

flowers! 

Bring  flowers  to  the  shrine  where  we  kneel  in 

prayer. 
They  are  nature's  oficring,  their  place  'u  there  I 
They  speak  of  hope  to  the  fainting  heart, 
With  a  voice  of  promise  they  come  and  part, 
They  sleep  in  dust  through  the  wintry  hours, 
They  break  forth  in  glory— bring  flowera,  bright 

flowers! 


BRING  FLOWERS. 
Bitiifa  flowers,  young  flowen,  for  the  festal  board, 
'J  h  wreathe  the  cup  ere  the  wine  is  poured ; 
Rr^g  flowers:  they  are  springing  in  wood  and 

vale, 
Their  breath  floats  out  on  the  southern  gale, 


THE  CRUSADER'S  RETURN. 


"AIm!  iha  mother  Uistblm  ban^ 
If  ihs  bad  been  In  preeepce  tbere, 
In  hb  wui  cheeks  and  wuburai  half, 

She  bad  not  known  her  ehlUL" 


Rbbt,  pilgrim,  rest  l^thou'rt  from  the  Syrian  land 
Thou  'it  from  the  wild  and  wondrous  east  I  know 
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By  UkB  long-wiUieied  palm-bmich  in  thy  hand, 
And  by  the  darkneaior  thy  aunburnt  brow. 
AJaa!  the  bright,  the  beautiful,  who  part, 
Bo  full  of  hope,  So€  that  far  country'a  bourne  1 
Alasl  the  weary  and  the  changed  in  heart. 
And  dimmed  in  aspect,  who  like  thee  retumi 

Tbon  'rt  faint— «Uy,  rest  thee  from  thy  toils  at 
las^ 

Through  the  high  cheanuts  lightly  plays  the 
bnoie. 

The  stars  gleam  out,  the  Ave  hour  is  passed, 

The  sailor's  hynm  hath  died  along  the  seas. 

Thou  Vt  fiunt  and  wom^hear'st  thou  the  foun- 
tain welling 

By  the  gray  pillars  of  yon  ruined  shrine  1 

Seest  thou  the  dewy  grapes,  beforo  thee  swelling? 

— Ue  that  hath  left  me  trained  that  loaded  vine  1 

He  was  a  child  when  thus  the  bower  he  wove, 
(Oh !  hath  a  day  fled  since  his  childhood's  time?) 
That  I  might  sit  and  hear 'the  sound  I  love, 
Beneath  its  shade — ^the  convent's  vesper-chime. 
And  sit  thou  then  t — for  he  was  genUe  ev«r ; 
With  his  glad  voice  he  would  have  welcomed 

thee, 
And  brought  fitesh  fruits  to  cool  thy  parched  hpsP 

fever — 
— Thoie  in  his  place  thou  'it  resting — wbero  is  he  1 

If  I  could  hear  that  laughing  voice  again, 

But  once  again! — ^how  oft  it  wanders  by. 

In  the  still  hours,  like  some  lemembered  strain, 

Troubling  the  heart  with  its  wikl  melody  t 

— ^ThoQ  hast  seen  much,  tired  pilgrim !  hast  thou 

seen 
In  that  fiir  land,  the  chosen  Und  of  yore^ 
A  youth — my  Guido — with  the  fiery  mien, 
And  the  dark  eye  of  this  Italian  shoni 

The  dark,  clear,  lightning  eye !— on  Heaven  and 

eaith 
It  smiled — as  if  man  were  not  dust — it  smiled  t 
The  very  air  seemed  kindling  with  his  mirth, 
And  I — ^my  heart  grew  young  beforo  my  child ! 
My  blessed  child  1— I  had  but  him— yet  he 
Filled  aC  my  home  e'en  with  o'erflowtng  joy, 
Sweet  Udghter,  and  wild  song,  and  footstep  free- 
— When  k  he  now  ?— my  pride,  my  flower,  my  boy  I 

His  sunny  cluklhood  melted  from  my  sight. 
Like  a  spring  dew-drop— then  his  forehead  won 
A  prouder  k»ok — ^his  eye  a  keener  light — 
— >I  knew  these  woods  might  be  his  worid  iwmon ' 
He  loved  me— but  he  left  me ! — thus  they  go, 
Whom  we  have  reared,  watched,  blessed,  too  much 

adond! 
He  heard  the  trumpet  of  the  red-cross  blow. 
And  bounded  firom  me  with  his  father's  sword  I 


Thou  weep'st— I  tremble— thouhast  seen  the  slain 
Pressing  a  bkxxly  turf;  the  young  and  fair. 
With  their  pale  beauty  strewing  o'er  the  plain 
When  hosts  have  met— speak  1  answer  1 — was  hs 

there? 
Oh !  hath  his  smile  departed  1— Could  the  gmve 
Shut  o'er  those  bursts  of  bright  and  tampless  glee  7 
—No  I  I  shaU  yet  behold  his  dark  kicks  wave- 
That  look  gives  hope— I  knew  it  could  not  be  1 

Still  weep'st  thou,  wanderer  7— some  fond  mother's 

glance 
O'er  thee  too  brooded  in  thine  early  yean— 
Think'st  thou  of  her,  whose  gentle  eye,  perohanoe. 
Bathed  all  thy  faded  hair  with  parting  teani 
Speak,  for  thy  teare  disturb  me ! — what  art  thou  ? 
Why  dost  thou  hide  thy  face,  yet  weeping  on  1 
Look  up ! — oh  1  u  it — that  wan  cheek  and  brow  1— 
Is  it— alas  I  yet  joy ! — my  son,  my  son  1 


THEKLA'S  SONG;  OR,  THE  VOICE  OP 
A  SPIRIT. 

FROM  TH£  GERMAN  OP  SCHILLSR. 

This  Song  It  nid  to  haw  been  ooapoaed  by  Schiller  In  an- 
swer to  Um  Inquiries  of  bis  friends  reepecUng  the  lais  of 
TTkklot  whoM  beautiful  chanaar  Is  withdrawn  from  the. 
tragedy  of  <<  Wallenatein*e  Death,'*  sAor  herroeolution  to  rU 
lit  tlie  giave  of  her  lover  Is  made  known 

*'*Tli  not  merely 

The  tramen  being'e  pride  that  peoples  flpaee  * 
With  nie  and  mystical  predominance ; 
Since  likewise  for  the  iirlcken  heart  of  lees 
Tbto  rUbIs  natura»  and  this  common  wodd, 
Are  all  too  narrow." 

CaUridgtfa  Translation  tf  WalUrutein, 

Ask'st  thou  ray  home?— my  pathway  wouldst 

thou  know, 
When  from  thine  eye  my  floating  shadow  passed  ] 
Was  not  my  work  fulfilled  and  closed  bebw  1 
Had  I  not  lived  and  loved  7— my  lot  was  cast, 

Wouldst  thou  ask  where  the  nightingale  ia  gone, 

That  melting  into  song  her  soul  away, 

Gave  the  spring-breeze  what  witched  thee  in  its 

tone? 
—But  while  she  loved,  she  lived,  in  that  deep  lay! 

Think'st  thou  my  heart  its  lost  one  hath  not  found  1 
— Yes !  we  are  one,  oh  I  trust  me,  we  liave  met, 
Where nottghtagain  may  part  whatbve  hath  bound, 
Where  falls  no  tear,  and  whispen  no  regret 

There  shalt  thau  find  us,  then  with  us  be  blest, 
If  as  cur  love  thy  k)ve  is  pure  and  true  I 
There  dwells  my  father,*  sinless  and  at  rest, 
Where  the  fierce  mnrderer  may  no  more  pmsoa 
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And  wefl  he  feels,  no  error  of  the  dost 
Drew  to  the  atan  of  Heaven  hin  mortal  ken, 
There  it  is  with  lu,  e'en  aa  is  our  tmst, 
He  that  believes,  is  near  the  holy  Men. 

Theie  shall  each  Ming  beantiAil  and  high, 
Keep  the  sweet  promise  of  its  earthly  day ; 
—Oh  1  fear  thou  not  to  dream  with  waking  eye ! 
There  fies  deep  meaning  oft  in  childish  play. 


THE  REVELLERS. 

RiKQ,  joyous  ehonls ! — ^ling  out  again ! 
A  swifter  still,  and  a  wilder  strain ! 
They  ai«  here — the  fair  face  and  the  careless  heart, 
And  stars  shall  wane  ere  the  mirthful  part 
—But  I  met  a  dimly  mournful  glance, 
In  a  sudden  turn  of  the  flying  dance ; 
I  heard  the  tone  of  heavy  sigh, 
In  a  pause  of  the  thrilfing  melody  I 
And  it  is  not  well  that  wo  should  breathe 
On  the  bright  spring-flowers  of  the  festal  wreath! 
—Ye  that  to  thought  or  to  grief  belong. 
Leave,  leave  the  ball  of  song ! 

Ring,  joyous  diords !— 4ut  who  art  Ihmt 
With  the  shadowy  locks  o'er  thy  pale  young  brow, 
And  the  world  of  dreamy  gloom  that  lies 
(n  the  misty  depths  of  thy  soft  dark  eyes  1 
—Thou  hast  loved,  fair  girl  1  thou  hast  bved  too 

well! 
Thou  art  mourning  now  o'er  a  broken  spell ; 
Thou  hast  poured  thy  heart's  rich  treasures  forth, 
And  art  unrepaid  ibr  their  priceless  worth ! 
Mourn  on ! — ^yet  come  thou  not  here  the  while, 
It  is  but  a  pain  to  see  thee  smile  I 
There  is  not  a  tone  in  our  songs  for  thee — 
— Home  with  thy  sorrows  flee  I 

Ring,  joyous  chords ! — ^ring  out  again ! 

But  wl\pt  dost  thowwith  the  Revel's  train  1 
A  silvery  voice' through  the  soft  air  floats, 
But  thou  hast  no  part  in  the  gladdening  notes ; 
There  are  bright  young  faces  that  pass  thee  by, 
But  they  fix  no  glance  of  thy  wandering  eye  I 
Away  I  there's  a  void  in  thy  yearning  breast. 
Thou  weary  man  1  wilt  thou  here  find  rest? 
Away !  for  thy  thoughts  firom  the  scene  have  fled, 
And.  the  love  of  thy  spirit  is  with  the  dead ! 
Thou  art  but  more  lone  'midst  the  sounds  of  mhrth*- 
—Back  to  thy  silent  health  1 

Ring,  joyous  ehords ! — ring  Ibrth  again  1 

A  swifter  stUl,  and  a  wilder  strain ! 

-  But  thou^  though  a  reckless  mien  be  thine^ 

And  thy  cup  be  crowned  with  the  foaming  wine. 

By  the  fitful  bursts  of  thy  laughter  loud, 

By  thine  eye's  quick  flash  thfough  its  troubled  cloud. 


I  know  thee !— it  b  but  the  wakeful  ftar 
Of  a  haunted  booom  that  brings  thee  heret 
I  know  thee !— thou  feamt  the  solemn  night. 
With  her  piercing  stan  and  her  deep  wind's  niigbl  1 
T  here 's  a  tone  in  her  voice  which  thou  hin  wooldst 

shun, 

For  it  asks  what  the  secret  soul  hath  done  I 
And  thou— there 's  a  dark  .weight  on  thine— awmy^^ 
— Back  to  thy  home  and  pray! 

Ring,  joyous  chords! — ^ring  out  again! 

A  swifter  still,  and  a  wilder  strain ! 

And  bring  fresh  wreaths !— we  will  banish  oU 

Save  the  free  in  heart  from  our  festive  halL 

On  through  the  maze  of  the  fleet  dance,  on  1 

—But  where  are  the  young  and  the  lovely^ 

gone! 

Where  are  the  brows  with  the  red  rose  crowned, 
And  the  floating  forms  with  the  bright  zone  bound  t 
And  the  waving  locks  and  the  flying  feet. 
That  still  should  be  where  the  mirthfhl  meet  I 
— They  are  gone— they  are  fled— they  are  parted 

aM— 

—Alas !  the  forsaken  haU ! 


THE  CONaUEROR'S  SLEEP. 

Sleep  'midst  thy  banners  furled  t 
Yes !  thou  art  there,  upon  thy  buckler  lying* 
With  the  soft  wind  •unfelt  around  thee  sigUng, 
Thou  chief  of  hosts,  whose  trumpet  shdke*  thfl 

world! 
Sleep  while  the  liabe  sleeps  on  its  mother's  hrsMt— 
— Oh !  strong  is  night— for  thou  too  art  at  vest! 

.    Stillness  hath  smoothed  thy  brow, 
And  now  might  love  keep  timid  vigils  by  the«. 
Now  might  the  foe  with  stealthy  foot  draw  nigh 

thee, 

Alike  unconscious  and  defenceless  thou ! 
Tread  lightly,  watchers ! — now  the  field  is  wun, 
Break  not  the  rest  of  nature's  weary  son ! 

Perchance  some  lovely  dream 
Back  from  thy  stormy  fight  thy  soul  is  bearing, 
To  the  green  places  of  thy  boyish  daring. 
And  all  the  windings  of  thj  native  stream ; 
— ^Why,  this  were  joy! — upon  the  tented  plain. 
Dream  on,  thou  Conqueror !— be  a  child  again! 

But  thou  wilt  wake  at  mom, 
With  thy  strong  passions  to  the  conflict  leaping, 
And  thy  dark  troubled  thoughts,  all  earth  o'er* 

sweeping, 
— So  wilt  thou  rise,  oh !  thou  of  woman  bom! 
And  put  thy  terrors  on,  till  none  may  dare 
Look  upon  thee— the  tired  one,  slumbering  th^l 
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Why,  80  the  peasant  slflepe 
Beneath  his  ^rine  l-*and  man  most  kneel  before 

thee, 
Aaq  for  his  birthright  vainly  still  implore  thee! 
Shalt  thoa  be  stayed  because  thy  brother  weeps  7 
—Wake  1  and  foiget  that  'midst  a  dreaming  world, 
Tbou  hast  lain  thos,  «with  all  thy  bannexs  furled ) 

Foiget  that  thon,  e'en  thou, 
Hast  feebly  shivered  when  the  wind  ptmed  o'er 

thee, 
And  sunk  to  rest  upon  the  earth  which  bore  thee, 
And  felt  the  night-dew  chill  thy  fevered  brow ! 
Wake  with  the  trumpet,  with  the  spear  press  on ! 
— ^Yet  shall  the  dust  take  home  its  mortal  son. 


Thy  rites  are  closed,  and  thy  cross  lies  low, 
And  the  changeful  hours  breathe  o'er  thee  now  I 
Yet  if  at  tliine  altar  one  holy  thought 
In  man's  deep  spirit  of  old  hath  wrought ; 
If  (leace  to  the  mourner  hath  here  been  given, 
Or  prayer,  from  a  chastened  heart,  to  Heaven, 
Be  the  spot  still  hallowed  while  Time  shall  reign. 
Who  hath  made  thee  nature's  own  a^ain  1 


OUR  LADY'S  WELL.* 

Fount  of  the  woods !  thou  art  hid  no  more, 
From  Heaven's  clear  eye,  as  in  time  of  yore! 
For  the  roof  hath  sunk  from  thy  n^ossy  walls, 
And  the  sun's  firee  glance  on  thy  slumlicr  £iUs ; 
And  the  dim  tree-shadows  across  thee  pass, 
As  the  boughs  are  swayed  o'er  thy  silvery  glass ; 
And  the  reddening  leaves  to  thy  breoat  are  blown, 
When  the  autumn  wind  hath  a  stormy  tone ; 
And'lhy  bubbles  rise  to  the  flashing  rain — 
Bright  Fount  1  thou  art  nature's  own  again  I 

Fount  of  the  vale !  thoa  art  songht  no  mora 
By  the  pilgrim's  foot,  as  in  time  of  yore. 
When  he  came  from  afar,  his  beads  to  tell, 
And  to  chant  his  hymn  at  Our  Lady's  Well. 
There  is  heard  no  Ave  through  thy  bower?. 
Thou  art  gleaming  lone  'midst  thy  water-floweni! 
Bat  the  herd  may  drink  firom  thy  gushing  wave,   j 
And  there  may  the  reaper  his  forehead  lave, 
And  the  woodman  seeks  thee  not  in  vain — 
—Bright  Fount!  thou  art  nature's  own  again  1 

Fount  of  the  Virgin's  ruined  shrine! ' 

A  voice  that  speaks  of  the  past  is  thine ! 

It  mingles  the  tone  of  a  thoughtful  sigh, 

With  the  notes  that  ring  through,  the  laughing 

'Midst  the  mirthful  song  of  the  summer-bird. 
And  the  sound  of  the  breeze,  it  will  yet  be  heard ! 
^Why  is  it  that  thus  we  may  ga»  on  thee. 
To  the  brilliant  sunshine  sparkling  freel 
— 'Tis  that  all  on  earth  is  of  Time's  4omain-^ 
He  hath  made  thee  nature's  own  again  I 


ELYSIUM. 


"In  the  Elysium  of  the  ancient^  we  find  nom  Vut  heraaa 
and  persons  who  had  either  been  fbnunate  or  dletingubhfed 
on  elunh ;  the  children,  and  apparently  tha  rriavcs  and  lower 
cJaase^  that  is  lo  aij,  Poveny,  Mlafonune^  and  Innocence, 
were  banished  to  the  infernal  re^ons." 

CfuiteaiUnriand,  Oinie  du  CkrUtianUmt. 


Fount  of  the  chapel  vnth  ages  gray ! 
Thou  art  springing  freshly  amidst  decay  1 


*  A  beaotiful  spring  hi  the  woods  near  8L  Asanh,  fbrroarlf 
cofend  in  with  a  chapel,  now  in  ruina  It  was  dedicated  to 
the  Vbgin,  and,  aceocding  to  Pennant,  moeh  the  resoR  of  pU- 
frhoa 
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Fair  wert  thou,  in  the  dreams 
Of  elder  time,  thou  land  of  glorious  flowers, 
And  summer-winds,  and  low-toned  silvery  streams, 
Dim  with  the  shadows  of  thy  laurel-bowers! 

Where,  as  they  passed,  bright  hours 
Left  no  ^aint  sense  of  parting,  such  as  clings 
To  earthly  love,  and  joy  in  loveliest  things  t 

Fair  wert  thou,  with  the  light 
On  thy  blue  hills  and  sleepy  waters  c^it. 
From  purple  skies  ne'er  deepening  into  night, 
Yet  soft,  as  if  each  moment  were  their  last 

Of  glory,  fading  fast 
Along  the  mountains! — but  ^^y  golden  day 
Was  not  as  those  that  warn  us  of  decay. 

And  ever,  through  thy  shades, 
A  swell  of  deep  Elolian  sound  went  oy, 
From  fountain^voices  in  their  secret  glades. 
And  low  reed-whispers,  making  sweet  reply 

To  summer's  breezy  sigh  I 
And  young  leaves  trembling  to  the  wind's  light 

breath. 
Which  ne'er  Iiad  touched  them  with  a  hue  of  death! 

And  the  transparent  sky 
Rung  as  a  dome,  all  thiilling  to  the  strain 
Of  harps  that,  'midst  the  woods,  made  harmony 
Solemn  and  sweet;  yet  troubling  not  the  brain 

With  dreams  and  yearnings  vain, 
And  dim  remembrances,  that  still  draw  birth 
From  the  bewildering  music  of  the  earth. 

And  who,  with  silent  trsad. 
Moved  o'er  the  plains  of  waving  Asphodel  I 
Who,  called  and  severed  flrom  the  oountless  deftd 
Amidst  the  shadowy  Amarantb-bowefs   might 
dwell. 

And  listen  to  the  swell 
Of  those  majestic  hymn-notss,  and  mhale 
The  spirit  wandering  m  th'  immortal  g«b1 
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They  of  the  sword,  whose  praise,  Not  when  Ihy  «>ft  winds  played, 

With  the  bright  wine  at  nations'  feasts,  went  Not  where  thy  waters  lay  in  glassy  deep!-*— 

round  1  Fade,  with  thy  bowers,  thou  land  of  visions,  &d«* 

They  of  the  lyre,  whoee  anfeigotten  lays  i  From  thee  no  voice  came  o'er  the  gloomy  decfi^ 

On  the  mom's  wing  had  sent  their  mighty  eonnd, '  And  bade  man  cease  to  weepl 

And  in  all  regions  Ibund  ,  Fade,  with  the  amaranth-plain,  the  myrtle-grovi^ 

Their  echoes  'midit  the  mountains !— and  become .  Which  could  not  yield  one  hope  to  sbnowing  Urm  I 
In  man's  deep  heact,  ss  voices  of  his  home! 


*>   They  of  the  daring  thought  1 
Daruig  and  powerful,  yet  to  duit  allied; 
Whoee  flight  through  stars,  and 

had  sought 
T2m  soul's  far  birth-place— but  without  a  guide ! 

Sages  and  seers,  who  died. 
And  left  the  world  their  high  mysterious  dreams, 
Bom  *midst  the  olive-woods,  by  Grecian  streams. 

But  they,  of  whose  abode 
'Midst  her  green  valleys  earth  retained  no  trace, 
Save  a  flower  springing  from  their  burial*aod, 
A  shade  of  sadness  on  some  kindred  laoe, 

A  void  and  silent  place 


For  the  most  bved  are  they, 
Of  whom  Fame  speaks  not  with  her  clarion-Toioi 
In  regal  halls! — the  shadei  o'erhang  their  way, 
1,  and  depths  The  vale,  with  its  deep  fountains,  is  their  choina, 

And  gentle  hearts  rejoice 
Around  their  steps  1 — till  silently  they  die^ 
As  a  stream  shrinks  from  sunmier's  burning  eye 


And  the  world  knows  not  then. 
Not  then,  nor  ever,  what  pure  thoughts  are  fled! 
Yet  these  are  they,  that  on  the  souls  of  men 
Come  back,  when  night  her  folding  veil  hath 
spread, 

The  long-remembered  dead ! 
But  not  with  thee  might  aught  save  glory  dwell— 


In  some  sweet  home ;— thou  hadst  no  wreaths  for  —Fade,  fade  away,  thou  shore  of  Asphodel  t 

theses 
Tboa  sunny  Und!  with  all  thy  deathless  trees  I 


The  peasant,  at  his  door 
Might  nnk  to  die,  when  vintage-feasts  were  spread, 
And  songs  on  every  wind  !-^From  thy  bright  shore 
No  lovelier  visbn  floated  round  his  head, 

Thou  wert  for  nobler  dead ! 
He  heard  the  bounding  steps  which  round  him  fell, 
And  sighed  to  bid  the  festal  sun  ferewell! 

The  slave,  whose  very  tears 
Were  a  forbidden  luxury,  and  whoee  breast 
Shut  up  the  woes  and  burning  thoughts  of  years, 
As  in  the  ashes  of  an  urn  comprsssed ; 

— iETe  might  not  be  thy  guest! 
No  g»>r.tle  breathings  from  thy  distant  sky 
Came  o'er  his  path,  and  whispered  "  Liberty!" 


THE  FUNERAL  GENIUS; 


AN  ANCIFNT  STATUB. 


"IMbont,  eiNironn6  de  fleufi^  lat  bns  ei«v^  etpoils  sn 
la  titBt  «c  to  doi  appOTft  conns  un  pin,  oe  ftatosambls  ex* 
primer  ptr  aoo  auiluda  to  rspos  das  mortti  Lm  bssriltoft 
dM  lombasaz  offlmu  ■oavent  dei  llgurei  ■ombUbtos." 

Viseonti,  Deacripiion  det  Antiquea  du  MumM  Royai, 


Tnov  shouldst  be  looked  on  when  the  stadigfat 

falls 
Through  the  blue  stillness  of  the  sommeruur 
Not  by  the  torch-fire  wavering  on  the  walls; 
It  hath  too  fitAil  and  too  wild  a  glare ! 
And  thool— 4hy  rest,  the  soft,  the  lovely,  seems 
;  To  aak  light  steps,  tliat  will  not  break  its  draanBi 


I  Flowers  are  upon  thy  brow;  fer  so  the  dead 

I  Were  crowned  of  old,  with  pale  spring-flowers  like 

I         theee: 


Calm,  on  its  leaf-strewn  bier, 
Unlike  a  gift  of  nature  to  decay, 
Too  lose-bke  still,  too  beautiful,  too  dear, 
The  child  at  rest  before  iu  mother  kiy; 

E'en  so  to  pass  away. 

With  its  bright  smile  1— Elysium!  what  wert  ihtm,  Sleep  on  thine  eye  bath  sunk;  yet  softly  shed, 
To  her,  who  wept  o'er  that  young  slumberer's  As  from  the  wing  of  some  feint  southem  brssse: 
brow  1  And  the  pine-boughs  o'ershadow  thee  with  gkMHB 

_.      .    ,         .  Which  of*  the  grove  seems  bapeathing— not  Ihe 

Thou  hadst  no  home,  green  land  I  i        tomb. 

For  the  fair  ctMitare  from  her  bosom  gone,  I 

With  life's  first  flowers  just  opening  in  her  hand,  They  feared  not  death,  whose  calm  and  gnoonc 
And  all  the  tovely  thoughts  and  dreams  unknown, '         thought 

Which  m  its  clear  eye  shone  Of  the  last  hour,  hath  settled  thus  in  thee ! 

Like  the  spring's  wakening!— but  that  light  was  They  who  thy  wreath  of  pallid  roses  wrought 

past—  And  laid  thy  head  against  the  forest-tree, 

-Where  wen*  the  dew-drop,  swept  before  the  As  that  of >one,  by  music's  dreamy  ckiee, 
tl  On  the  wood- violeU  lulled  to  deep  repoee. 
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They  feared  not  death!— yot  who  shall  say  his 

touch 
Thus  lightly  falb  on  gentle  things  and  fair  1 
Doth  ho  bestow,  or  will  be  leave  so  much 
Of  tender  beauty  as  thy  features  wear  7 
ThoQ  sleeper  ^f  the  bower  1  on  whose  yoimg  eyes 
8o  sttJl  a  night,  a  night  of  summer,  lies ! 

Had  they  seen  aught  like  theel — Did  some  fair  boy 
Thus,  with  his  graceful  hair,  before  them  rest? 
— His  graeeful  hair,  no  more  to  wave  in  joy, 
But  drooping,  as  with  heavy  dews  oppressed  1 
And  his  eye  veiled  so  softly  by  its  fringe, 
And  his  lip  faded  to  the  white-rose  tinge? 

Oh!  happy,  if  to  them  the  one  dread  hour 
Made  known  its  lessons  from  a  brow  like  thine! 
If  all  tlieir  knowledge  of  the  spoiler's  power 
Came  by  a  look,  so  tranquilly  divine  1  I 

^Let  him,  who  thus  hath  seen  the  lovely  part, 
Hold  well  that  image  to  his  thoughtful  heart! 

But  thou,  fair  slumberer !  was  tiiere  leas  of  wo, 

Or  love,  or  terror,  in  the  days  of  old,  ' 

That  men  poured  out  their  gladdening  spirit's 

flow. 
Like  sunshine,  on  the  desolate  and  cold, 
And  gave  thy  semblance  to  the  shadowy  king 
Who  for  deep  souls  had  then  a  deeper  sting  1 

In  the  dark  bosom  of  the  earth  they  laid 
Far  more  than  we— for  loftier  faith  is  ours ! 
Their  gems  were  lost  in  ashes^yet  they  made 
The  grave  a  place  of  beauty  and  of  flowers, 
With  fragrant  wreaths  and  summer  boughs  ar- 
rayed. 
And  lovely  sculpture  gleaming  through  the  shade. 

Is  it  for  itf  a  darker  gloom  to  shed 
O'er  its  dim  precincts?— do  we  not  entrust 
But  for  a  time  its  chambers  with  our  dead, 
And  strew  immortal  seed  upon  the  dust? 
— Why  should  we  dwell  on  that  which  lies  be- 
neath, 
When  living  light  hath  touched  the  brow  of  death? 


DIRGE  OF  A  CHILD. 

So  bitter  tears  for  th<«  be  shed, 
Blossom  of  being  t  seen  and  gone  I 
With  flowers  alone  we  strew  thy  bed, 

O  blest  departed  one! 
Whose  all  of  life,  a  rosy  ray. 
Blushed  into  dawn,  and  passed  away. 

Yes  I  thou  ait  fled,  ere  guilt  had  power 
To  stain  thy  cherub  soul  and  form. 
Closed  is  the  soft  ephemeral  fbwcr. 

That  never  felt  a  storml 
The  sunbeam's  smile,  the  aephyi's  breath, 
AU  that  k  knew  finom  birth  to  deaAh. 


Thou  wert  so  like  a  form  of  light. 
That  Heaven  benignly  called  thee  hence. 
Ere  yet  the  world  could  breathe  one  blight 

O'er  thy  sweet  innocence : 
And  thou,  that  brighter  home  to  bless, 
Art  passed,  with  all  thy  loveliness  I 

Oh!  hadst  thou  still  on  earth  remained, 

Visbn  of  beauty !  fair  as  brief! 

How  soon  thy  brightness  had  been  stained 

With  passion  or  with  grief ! 
Now  not  a  sullying  breath  can  rise, 
To  dim  thy  glory  in  the  skies. 

We  rear  no  marble  o'er  thy  tomb, 

No  sculptured  image  there  shall  noum ; 

Ah!  fitter  far  the  vernal  bloon 

Such  dwelling  to  adorn. 
Fragrance,  and  flowers,  and  dews,  must  be 
The  only  emblems  meet  for  thee. 

Thy  grave  shall  be  a  blessed  shiiae, 
Adorne^  with  Nature's  briglUest  wreatht 
Each  gfowing  season  shall  combine 

Its  incense  there  to  breathe ; 
And  oft,  upon  the  midnight  air. 
Shall  viewless  haips  be  murmuring  there. 

And  oh !  sometimes  in  visions  Uest, 

Sweet  spirit !  visit  our  repose, 

And  bear  from  thine  own  worid  of  cesT, 

Some  balm  for  human  woes! 
What  form  move  lovely  could  be  givea 
Than  thine,  to  messenger  of  Heaven  ? 


ENGLAND'S  DEAD. 

Son  of  the  ocean  isks ! 
Where  sleep  your  mighty  dead  ? 
Show  me  what  high  and  stately  pile 
Is  reared  o'er  Glocy's  bed. 

Go,  stranger!  track  the  deep, 
Free,  fiee,  the  white  sail  spread! 
Wave  may  not  foam,  nor  wild  wind  sweep. 
Where  rest  not  Eagtaod's  dead. 

On  Egypt's  burning  plains, 
By  the  pyramid  o'enwayed. 
With  fearful  power  the  noon-day  vaigne, 
And  the  palm-trees  yield  no  shade. 

But  let  the  angry  sun 
From  heaven  kiok  fiercely  red, 
Unfelt  by  those  whose  task  is  done, 
Tkfire  slumber  England's  dead 

The  horrieaae  hath  might 
Along  the  Indian  shorn, 
And  for,  by  (Hnge^  banks  at  night 
•Is  heaid  the  tiger's  mar. 


Digiti 


ized  by  Google 


MRS.  HEMANS'  WORKS. 


But  let  the  oound  roll  on ! 
It  hath  no  tone  of  droad 
For  thoee  that  from  their  toils  are  gone ; 
—  TVtere  slumber  England's  dead* 

Loud  nub  the  torrent-floodB 

The  western  wilds  among. 

And  free,  in  green  Columbia's  woods. 

The  hunter's  bow  is  strong. 

But  let  the  floods  rash  on  I 
Let  the  arrow's  flight  be  sped ! 
Why  should  they  reck  whose  task  isXlonel 
There  slumber  England's  dead  1 

The  mountain-storms  rise  high 
Tn  the  snowy  Pjrrenees, 
And  tea  the  pine-boughs  through  the  sky, 
Like  rose-leaves  on  the  breeie. 

But  let  the  storm  rage  on  I 
Let  the  forest-wreaths  be  shed ! 
For  the  RonoesTalles'  fleld  b  won, 
Tliere  slumber  England's  dead. 

On  the  froasen  deep's  repose 
'T  is  a  dark  and  dreadful  hour, 
When  round  the  ship  the  ice-fields  closer 
To  chain  her  with  their  power. 

But  let  the  ice  drift  on ! 
Let  the  cold-blue  desert  spread  1 
Tlieir  course  with  mast  and  flag  is  done, 
TTiere  slumber  England's  dead. 

The  waxlike  of  the  isles, 
The  men  of  field  and  wave! 
Are  not  the  rocks  their  funeral  piles, 
The  seas  and  shores  their  grave? 

Go,  stranger!  track  the  deep, 
Free,  free  the  white  sail  sproad ! 
Wave  may  not  foam,  nor  wild  wind  sweep, 
Where  rest  not  England's  dead. 


How  shall  we  mourn  thee  1— With  a  lofty  trast, 

Our  life's  immortal  birthright  from  above ! 
With  a  glad  faith,  whose  eye,  to  track  the  Just, 
Through  shades  and  mysteries  lifts  a  glance  of 
bve, 
And  yet  can  weep! — for  nature  thus  deploics 
The  friend  that  leaves  us,  though  for  hap|iei 
shores. 

And  one  high  tone  of  triumph  o'er  thy  bier, 
One  strain  of  solemn  rapture  be  allowed-- 

Thou,  that  rejoicing  on  thy  mid  career, 
Not  to  decay,  but  unto  death,  hast  bowed: 

In  those  bright  regions  of  the  rising  son, 

Where  victory  ne'er  a  crown  like  thine  had 


Praise!  for  yet  one  more  name  with  power  en 
dowed. 
To  cheer  and  guide  us,  onward  as  we  press; 
Yet  one  more  image,  on  the  heart  bestowed. 

To  dwell  there,  beautiful  in  holiness! 
7%tne,  Heber,  thine  1  whose  memory  from  the 

dead. 
Shines  as  the  star  which  to  the  Saviour  led. 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  BISHOP  HEBER. 

If  it  be  sad  to  speak  of  treasures  gone. 
Of  sainted  genius  called  too  soon  away,' 

Of  light,  from  this  world  taken,  while  it  shone 
Yet  kindling  onward  to  the  perfect  day;— 

How  shall  our  griefs,  if  these  things  mournful  Iw, 

Fk>w  forth,  oh!  thou  of  many  gifts,  for  thee? 

Hath  not  thy  voioe  been  here  amongst  us  heard  1 
And  that  deep  sonl  oi  gentleness  and  power, 

Have  we  not  felt  its  breath  in  every  word,  ' 

Wont  from  thy  lip,  as  Hermon's  dew,  to  shower? 

— ^Yes !  m  our  hearts  thy  fervent  thoughts  have 
bumed^- 

Of  Heaven  they  werp,  and  thither  have  returned. 


THE  HOUR  OF  PRAYER. 

Child,  amidst  the  flowers  at  play, 
While  the  red  light  fades  away; 
Mother,  with  thine  earnest  eye 
Ever  following  silently; 
Father,  by  the  breeze  of  eve 
Called  thy  harvest-work  to  leave ; 
Pray  I— ere  yet  the  dark  hours  be. 
Lift  the  heart  and  bend  the  knee! 

Traveller,  in  the  stranger's  land 
Far  from  thine  own  household  band ; 
Mourner,  haunted  by  the  tone 
Of  a  voice  from  this  worid  gone; 
Captive,  in  whose  narrow  cell 
Sunshine  hath  not  leave  to  dwell; 
Sailor,  on  the  darkening  sea — 
Lift  tlie  heart  and  bend  the  knee! 

Warrior,  that  from  battle  won 
Breathest  now  at  set  of  sun ! 
Woman,  o'er  the  lowly  sUin 
Weeping  on  his  burial  plain: 
Ye  that  triumph,  ye  that  sigh, 
Kindred  by  one  holy  tie, 
Heaven's  first  star  alike  ye  see 
Lift  the  heart  and  bend  the  kneel 


THE  VOICE  OF  SPRING. 

I  COME,  I  come !  ye  have  called  me  long, 
I  come  o'er  the  mountains  with  light  and  son|i 
Ye  may  trace  my  step  o'er  the  wakening  earth, 
By  the  winds  whkh  tcU  of  the  violet's  birth. 
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By  the  primroaegtari  in  the  shadowy  graM^ 
By  the  green  leaves,  opening  as  I  pass. 

I  ha^e  breathed  on  the  south,  and  the  chesnut 

flowers 
By  thousands  have  burst  from  the  forest-bowers, 
And  the  ancient  graves,  and  the  fallen  fanes, 
Are  veiled  with  wreaths  on  Italian  plains ; 
—But  it  is  not  for  me,  in  my  hour  of  bloom, 
To  speak  of  the  ruin  or  the  tomb! 

I  have  looked  o'er  the  hilb  of  the  stormy  north. 
And  the  larch  has  hung  all  his  tassels  forth, 
The  fisher  is  out  on  the  sunny  sea, 
And  the  rein-deer  bounds  o*er  the  pastures  free^ 
And  the  pine  has  a  fringe  of  softer  green, 
And  the  moss  kwks  bright,  where  my  foot  hath 
been. 

I  have  sent  through  the  wood-paths  a  glowing 

sigh, 
And  called  out  each  voice  of  the  deep  blue  sky; 
From  the  night-bird's  lay  through  the  starry  time, 
In  the  groves  of  the  soft  Hesperian  cUme, 
To  the  swan's  wild  note,  by  the  Iceland  lakes, 
YThen  the  dark  fir-branch  into  verdure  breaks. 

From  the  streams  and  founts  I  have  loosed  the 

chain, 
They  are  sweeping  on  the  silvery  main, 
They  are  flashing  down  from  the  mountain  brows, 
They  are  flinging  spray  o'er  the  forest-boughs. 
They  are  burating  fresh  from  their  sparry  caves^ 
And  the  earth  resounds  with  the  joy  of  waves ! 

Come  forth,  O  ye  children  of  gladness,  cornel 
Where  the  violets  lie  may  be  now  your  home. 
Ye  of  the  rose  lip  and  dew-bright  eye, 
And  the  bounding  footstep,  to  meet  me  fly ! 
With  the  lyre,  and  the  wreath,  and  the  joyous  lay, 
Come  fi)rth  to  the  sunshine,  I  may  not  stay. 

Away  from  the  dwellings  of  care-worn  men, 
The  waters  are  sparkling  in  grove  and  glen  I 
Away  from  the  chamber  and  sullen  hearth. 
The  young  leaves  are  dancing  in  breezy  mirth ! 
Their  light  stems  thrill  to  the  wild-wood  strains, 
And  youth  is  abroad  in  my  green  domains. 

But  ye? — ^ye  are  changed  since  ye  met  me  last  1 
There  b  something  bright  fiom  your  features 

passed  I 
There  is  that  come  over  your  brow  and  eye, 
Which  speaks  of  a  world  where  the  flowers  must 

die! 
—Ye  smile  I  but  your  smile  hath  a  dimness  yet— 
Oh!  what  have  ye  looked  on  since  last  we  metl 

Ye  are  changed,  ye  are  changed! — and  I  see  not 

here 
All  whom  I  saw  in  the  vanished  year; 
26* 


There  were  graceful  heads,  with  their  ringlets 

bright, 
Which  tossed  in  the  breeze  with  a  play  of  lignt, 
There  were  eyes,  in  wliose  glistening  laughter  lay 
No  faint  remembrance  of  dull  decay ! 

There  were  steps  that  flew  o'er  the  cowslip's  head, 

As  if  for  a  banquet  all  earth  was  spread ; 

There  were  voices  that  rung  through  the  sapphire 

•ky. 

And  had  not  a  sound  of  mortality! 

Are  they  gone?  is  their  mirth  from  the  mountains 

passed  1 
— ^Ye  have  looked  on  death  since  ye  met  me  last ! 

I  know  whence  the  shadow  comes  o'er  you  now, 
Ye  have  strewn  the  dust  on  the  sunny  brow! 
Ye  have  given  the  lovely  to  earth's  embrace, 
She  hath  taken  the  fairest  of  beauty's  race, 
With  their  laughing  eyes  and  their  festal  crown, 
They  are  gone  from  amongst  you  in  silence  down ! 

They  are  gone  from  amongst  you,  the  young  and 

£iir, 

Ye  have  lost  the  gleam  of  their  shining  hair ! 
— But  I  know  of  a  land  where  there  falls  no  blight, 
I  shall  find  them  there  with  their  eyes  of  light ! 
Where  Death  'midst  the  blooms  of  the  mom  may 

dwell, 
I  tarry  no  longer — farewell,  farewell ! 

The  summer  is  coming,  on  soft  winds  borne. 
Ye  may  press  the  grape,  ye  may  bind  the  com  f 
For  me,  I  depart  to  a  brighter  shore, 
Ye  are  marked  by  care,  ye  are  mine  no  more. 
I  go  where  the  loved  who  have  left  you  dwell,  . 
And  the  flowera  are  not  Death's— fare  ye  well,  far» 
well! 


THE  LANDING  OF 'THE  PILGRIM 
FATHERS. 

The  breaking  waves  dashed  high 

On  a  stem  and  rock-bound  coast. 
And  the  woods,  against  a  stormy  sky, 

Their  giant  branches  tost ; 

And  the  heavy  night  hung  dark 

The  hills  and  waters  o'er, 
When  a  band  of  exiles  moored  their  bark 

On  the  wild  New  England  shore. 

Not  as  the  oonqueror  come% 

They,  the  trae-hearted  came, 
Not  with  the  roll  of  the  stirring  dramk, 

And  the  trampet  that  sings  of  fiuiie , 

Not  as  the  flying  come, 

In  silence  and  in  fear,— 
They  shook  the  depths  of  the  desert's  gloom 

With  their  hymns  of  lofty  cheer. 
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Amidflt  the  gtorm  they  lang, 

And  the  stan  heard  and  the  eea ! 
And  the  eonnding  aislea  of  the  dim  woods  rang 

To  the  anthem  of  the  frae  I 

The  ooean-eagle  loand  t 

From  his  nest  by  the  white  wave's  ibam, 

And  the  tockmg  pines  of  the  forest  roaied— 
This  was  their  wekxime  home  1 

Then  were  men  with  hoary  hair, 

Amidst  that  pUgiim-band — 
Why  had  they  come  to  wither  there 

Away  from  their  childhood's  landl 

Then  was  woman's  fearless  eye, 

Lit  by  her  deep  knre's  truth ; 
There  wss  manhood's  brow  serenely  high, 

And  the  fiery  heart  of  yonth. 

What  sought  they  thus  afar? 

Bright  jewels  of  the  minel 
The  wealth  of  seas,  the  spoils  of  war  1 

^They  sought  a  faith's  pure  shrine ! 

Ay,  call  it  holy  ground, 

The  soil  where  firrt  they  trod ! 
They  have  left  unstained  what  there  they  found— 

Freedom  to  worship  God  I 


fThMB  gtorloaTsnet  win  find  an  echo  In  the  bveatt  of 
•very  true  denendant  of  Ow  Klgrimi ;  and  gbe  the  name 
oftbelrauthoreBaplBca  Inmanyheana.  She  has  laid  our 
ocNnmunliy  under  a  common  obligation  of  giatltud&  Every 
one  must  feel  the  robUmliy  and  poeUcal  truth,  wfch  which  rtie 
haa  coocelTed  the  scene  preraoied,  and  the  in^>lratloo  of  (hat 
^eepandhdyatmhiofaantiiiMtf,  wblcfapouiidafonhliln  the 
pealing  of  an  organ.] 


THE  HEBREW  MOTHER. 

The  rose  was  rich  in  bloom  on  Sharon's  plun, 
When  a  young  mother  with  her  first-bom  thence 
Went  up  to  Zkjn,  for  the  boy  was  vowed 
Unto  the  Temple-service ;— by  the  hand 
She  led  him,  and  her  silent  soul,  the  while, 
Oft  as  the  dewy  laughter  of  bis  eye 
Met  her  sweet  serious  glance,  rejoiced  to  think 
That  aught  so  pure,  so  beautiful,  was  hers, 
To  bring  before  her  Qod.    So  passed  they  on, 
O'er  Judah's  hills;  and  wheresoe'er  the  leaves 
Of  the  broad  sycamore  made  sounds  at  lioon, 
Like  lulling  rain-drops,  or  the  olive-boughs. 
With  their  cool  dimness,  crossed  the  sultry  blue 
Of  Syria's  heaven,  she  paused,  that  he  might  rest; 
Yet  from  her  own  meek  eyelids  chased  the  sleep 
That  weighed  their  dark  fringe  down,  to  sit  and 

watch 
rhe  crimson  deepening  o'er  hb  cheek's  repose, 
As  at  a  red  flower's  heart. — And  where  a  fount 


Lay  Bhe  a  twillghtetar  'midi«  P^hny  shades, 

Making  its  banks  green  gems  along  the  wild. 

There  too  she  lingered,  from  the  diamond  wave 

Drawing  bright  water  for  hb  rosy  Hpa, 

And  softly  parting  clusters  of  jet  curb 

To  bathe  hb  brow.    At  last  the  Fane  wus  reached, 

The  Earth's  One  Sanctuary--and  rapture  hushed 

Her  bosom,  as  before  her,  through  the  day, 

It  rose,  a  mountain  of  white  marble,  steeped 

In  light,  like  floating  gold.    But  when  that  boor 

Waned  to  the  &rewcU  moment,  when  the  boy 

Lifted,  through  rainbow-gleaming  teats,  hb  eye 

Beseechingly  to  hers,  and  half  in  fear 

Turned  from  the  white-robed  priest,  and  loond 

her  arm 
Clung  as  the  ivy  cUngs— the  deep  spring-tide 
Of  Nature  then  swelled  high,  and  o'er  her  child 
Bending,  her  soul  broke  forth,  in  mingled  sounds 
Of  weeping  and  sad  song.—"  Alas,"  she  ericd» 

"  Alas!  my  boy,  thy  gentle  grasp  b  on  me, 
The  bright  tears  quiver  in  thy  pleading  eyes, 

And  now  fon4  thoughts  arise, 
And  silver  cords  again  to  earth  have  won  me; 
And  like  a  vine  thou  claspest  my  full  heart — 

How  shall  I  hence  depart  1 

"How  the  lone  paths  retrace  where  thou  w<rt 

playing 
So  late,  along  the  mountains,  at  my  side  7 

And  I,  in  joyous  pride. 
By  every  place  of  flowers  my  course  delaying 
Wove,  e'en  as  pearb,  the  lilies  round  thy  hair. 

Beholding  thee  so  fair ! 

"And  oh!  the  home  whence  thy  bright  snule 

hath  parted, 
Will  it  not  seem  as  if  the  sunny  day 

Turned  from  its  door  away? 
While  through  its  chambers  wandering,  weary- 
hearted, 
I  langubh  for  thy  voice^  which  past  me  still 
Went  Uke  a  singing  rill  1 


"  Under  the  palm-trees  thou  no  mors  shalt 

me. 
When  firom  the  fount  at  evening  I  return, 

With  the  full  water-urn; 
Nor  will  thy  sleep's  low  dove-like  breathings  greet 

me. 
As  'midst  the  silence  of  the  stars  I  wake, ' 
And  watch  for  thy  dear  sake. 

*'  And  thou,  will  slumber's  dewy  doud  fiJl  round 
thee, 

Without  thy  mother's  hand  to  smooth  thy  bed? 
I  Wilt  thou  not  vainly  spread 

Thine  arms,  when  darkness  as  a  veU  hath  wound 
I         thee. 

To  fold  my  neck,  and  lift  up,  in  thy  fear, 
1  A  cry  which  none  shall  hear  7 
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<•  What  ha^  1  Mid,  my  diild  >- WiU  He  not  hear 

thee, 
Who  the  yoang  ratens  heareth  ftom  their  neetl 

Shall  He  not  guaid  thy  net, 
And,  in  the  hush  of  holy  midnight  near  thee, 
Breathe  o'er  thy  aoul,  and  fill  its  dreame  with  joy  1 

Thou  ehalt  sleep  soft,  my  boy ! 

<*  I  give  thee  to  thy  God— the  God  that  gave  thee, 
A  weUspring  of  deep  gladness  to  my  heart  I 

And  predoos  as  thon  ait, 
And  pure  as  dew  of  Herroon,  He  shall  have  thee, 
My  own,  my  beautiful,  my  undefiled ! 

And  thou  shalt  be  His  child. 

"  Therefose,  £ueweU !— I  go,  my  sonl  may  fail  me. 
As  the  hart  ptnteth  for  the  water-brooks, 

Yeandng  for  thy  sweet  looks — 
But  thoa,  my  first-born,  droop  not,  nor  bewail 

me; 
Thou  in  the  Shadow  of  the  Rock  shalt  dwell, 

The  Rock  of  Strength.— Farewell !" 


THE  CHILD  AND  DOVE. 

■OOOISTBD  BT  CBANTBIT'b  STATUS  OF  LAOT 
LOOISA  BU88BLL. 

Tboo  art  a  thing  on  our  dreams  to  rise, 
'Midst  the  echoes  of  long-bst  melodies, 
And  to  fling  bright  dew  from  the  morning  back, 
Fairtorm  1  on  each  image  of  childhood's  track. 

Thou  art  a  thing  to  recall  the  hour& 

When  the  love  of  onr  souls  was  on  leaves  and 

flowers 
When  a  worid  was  our  own  in  some  dim  sweet 

grove, 
And  treasure  untoU  in  one  captive  dove. 

Are  they  gone  1  can  we  think  it,  while  thou  art 

there, 
Thou  joyous  child  with  the  clustering  hair  1 
Is  it  not  Spring  that  indeed  breathes  free 
And  fresh  o'er  each  thought,  while  we  gaze  on 

theel 

No !  never  more  may  we  smile  as  thou 
Sheddest  round  smiles  from  thy  sunny  brow; 
Yet  something  it  »,  in  our  hearts  to  shrine 
A  memory  of  beauty  undimmed  as  thine. 

To  have  met  the  joy  of  thy  speaking  face, 
To  have  felt  ihe  spell  of  thy  breezy  grace, 
To  have  lingered  before  thee,  and  turned,  and 

borne 
One  vision  away  of  the  dondless  mom. 


THE  CHILD'S  LAST  SLEEP. 

ON  A  MONUMENT  BT  CBANTRBT  FOR  AN  INFANT 
DAUOBTBR  OF  SIR  THOMAS  ACKLAND. 

Thou  sleepest— but  when  wilt  thou  wake,  lair 

child? 

—When  the  £iwn  awakes  'midst  the  forest  wild  % 
When  the  laik's  wing  mounts  with  the  breeze  of 

mom, 

When  the  first  rich  breath  of  the  rose  is  bom  1 
— Lovely  thou  sleepest,  yet  something  lies 
Too  deep  and  still  on  thy  soft-sealed  eyes; 
Mournftil,  though  swee^  is  thy  rest  to  see 
When  wUl  the  hour  of  thy  rising  be  1 

Not  when  the  fawn  wakes,  not  when  the  lark 
On  the  crimson  cloud  of  the  mora  floats  dark — 
Grief  with  pain  passionate  tears  hath  wet 
The  hair,  shedding  gleams  from  thy  pale  brow  yet 
Love  with  sad  kisses  unfelt  hath  prest 
Thy  meek  dropt  eyelids  and  quiet  breast ; 
And  the  glad  Spring,  calling  out  bird  and  bee, 
Shall  colour  all  blossoms,  fair  child,  but  thee. 

Thou 'rtgone  from  us,brightone— that  thou  shouldsl 

die. 
And  life  be  kit  to  the  butterfly  !*     , 
Thou  *rt  gone,  as  a  dew-drop  is  swept  ftom  th 

bough, 
—Oh  1  for  the  world  where  thy  home  is  now  I 
How  may  we  love  but  in  doubt  and  fear. 
How  may  we  anchor  our  fond  hearts  here. 
How  should  e'en  Joy  but  a  trembler  be. 
Beautiful  dust !  when  we  look  on  theel 


THE  LADY  OF  THE  CASTLE.  . 

FROM  '*  THE  PORTRAIT  GALLBRT,''  AN  UNFINISHED 
POEM. 


Tbou  seest  her  pictured  with  her  shining  hair, 
(Famed  were  its  tresses  in  Provencal  song,) 
Half  braided,  half  o'er  cheek  and  bosom  fkir 
Let  loose,  and  pouring  sunny  waves  along 
Her  gorgeous  vest. — A  child's  light  hand  is  roving 
'Midst  the  rich  curls,  and  oh  I  how  meekly  loving 
Its  earnest  looks  are  lifted  to  the  face, 
Which  bends  to  meet  its  lip  in  laughing  graoe.— 
Yet  that  bright  lady's  eye  methinks  hath  leas 
Of  deep,  and  still,  and  pensive  tenderness. 
Than  might  beseem  a  mother's— on  her  brow 
Something  too  much  there  sits  of  native  scoin, 
And  her  smile  kindles  with  a  conscious  glow. 
As  from  the  thought  of  sovereign  beauty  bom. 
— Thesemay  be  dreams — but  how  shall  woman  tell 
Of  woman's  shame,  and  not  with  teani— she  fell* 

*  A  butterily,  is  If  fluttering  on  a  flower,  is  scBlpCkmi  «• 
Uie  moonir  tPt. 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


2)9 


MRS.  UEMANS'  WORKS. 


That  mother  left  that  child — went  hurrying  by 
Its  cradle — haply,  not  without  a  sigh — 
Haply  one  moment  o'er  its  reat  aerene 
She  hung — ^but  no !  it  could  not  thus  have  been, 
For  ake  vent  on/— forsook  her  home,  her  hearth, 
All  pure  aiiection,  all  sweet  household  mirth. 
To  Uve  a  gaudy  and  dishonoured  thing, 
Sharing  in  guilt  the  splendours  of  a  king. 

Her  lord,  in  very  weariness  of  life, 
Girt  on  his  sword  for  scenes  of  distant  strilb ; 
He  recked  no  more  of  glory — grief  and  shame 
.Crushed  out  his  fiery  nature,  and  his  name 
Died  silently. — A  shadow  o'er  his  halls 
Crept  year  by  year ;  the  minstrel  passed  their  walls, 
The  warder's  horn  hung  mute; — meantime  the  chiU 
On  whose  first  flowering  thoughts  no  parent  smiled, 
A  gentle  girl,  and  yet  deep-hearted,  grew 
Into  sad  youth ;  for  well,  too  well  she  knew 
Her  mother's  tale  1 — Its  memory  made  tho  sky 
Seem  all  too  joyous  for  her  shrinking  eye ; 
Checked  on  her  lip  the  flow  of  song,  which  fain 
Would  there  have  lingered;  flushed  hercheek  to  pain 
If  met  by  sudden  glance ;  and  gave  a  tone 
Of  sorrow,  as  for  something  lovely  gone, 
E'en  to  the  Spring'sglad  voice. — Her  own  was  low. 
And  plaintive — oh  1  there  lie  such  depths  of  wo 
In  a  young  blighted  spirit. — Manhood  rears 
A  haughty  brow,  and  Age  has  done  with  tears, 
But  youth  bows  down  to  misery,  in  amaze 
At  the  dark  cloud  o'ermantling  its  fresh  days ; 
And  thus  it  was  with  her. — A  mournful  sight 
In  one  so  fair ;  for  she  indeed  was  fair — 
Not  with  her  mother's  da2zling  eyes  of  light, 
Hera  were  more  shadowy,  full  of  thought  and  prayer. 
And  with  long  lashes  o'er  a  white-rose  olieek 
Drooping  in  gloom,  yet  tender  still,  and  meek, 
Still  that  fond  child's — and  oh !  the  brow  above. 
So  pale  and  pure !  so  formed  for  holy  love 
To  gaze  upon  in  silence ! — but  she  felt 
That  love  was  not  for  her,  though  hearts  would  melt 
Where'er  she  moved,  and  reverence  mutely  given 


From  the  heart'sinrn— and  with  her  white  tips  prest 
The  ground  they  trod— then,  burying  in  her  vest 
Herbrow'sdeepfioshjsobbedout,  *'OhI  undefikdl 
I  am  thy  mother  !--«purn  me  not,  my  child  I" 

Isaure  had  prayed  for  that  lost  mother — wept 
O'er  her  stained  memory,  when  the  happy  slept; 
In  the  hushed  midnight ;  stood  with  mournful  gaza 
Before  yon  picture's  smile  of  other  days; 
But  never  breathed  in  human  ear  the  name 
Which  weighed  her  being  to  the  earth  with  shama 
What  marvel  if  the  anguish  of  surprise, 
Tho  dark  remembrances,  the  altcgned  guise. 
Awhile  o'erpowered  her? — from  the  weeper's  touch 
She  shrank — ^'t  was  but  a  moment — ^yct  too  much 
For  that  all  humbled  one — its  mortal  stroke 
Came  down  like  lightning's,  and  hei  full  heart  broke 
At  once  in  silence. — Heavily  and  prone 
She  sank,  while,  o'er  her  castle's  threshold-stone. 
Those  long  fair  tresses — they  still  brightly  woro 
Their  early  pride,  though  bound  with  pearls  no 

more — 
Bursting  their  fillet,  in  sad  beauty  rolled, 
And  swept  the  dust  with  coils  of  wavy  gold. 

Her  child  bent  o'er  her— called  her — 't  was  too  latet 
Dead  lay  the  wanderer  at  her  own  proud  gate. — 
The  joy  of  courts,  the  star  of  knight  and  bard— 
How  didst  thou  fall,  oh  I  bright-haired  Ermengaide  I 


TO  THE  IVY. 

OCCASIONED  BY  RECEIVTNO  A    LEAP  OATHERED    III 
THE  CASTLE  OF  RHEINFELS. 

On !  how  could  Fancy  crown  with  thee^ 

In  ancient  days,  the  god  of  wine^ 
And  bid  thee  at  the  banquet  be, 

Com]mnion  of  the  vine  7 
Thy  home,  wild  plant,  is  where  each  sound 

Of  revelry  hath  long  been  o'er; 
Where  soughs  full  notes  once  poaled  aroutkl, 

But  now  are  heard  no  more. 


Went  with  her;  and  low  prayers,  that  called  on  ,-,,     „  -.  i  •   u  »*i     i  • 

„  *  r    .^      I  •pijg  Roman,  ofi  his  battle  plains, 


To  bless  the  young  Isaure.—— 


Where  kings  before  liis  eagles  bent, 
Entwined  thee,  with  exulting  strains, 

Around  the  victor's  tent; 
Yet  there,  though  fresh  in  glossy  green. 

Triumphantly  thy  boughs  might  wave,— 
Better  thou  lovest  the  silent  scene, 

Around  the  victor's  grave. 


One  sunny  mom, 
With  alms  before  her  trastle  gate  she  stood, 
'Midst  peasant-groups ;  when  breathless  and  o'er 

worn. 
And  shrouded  in  long  weeds  of  widowhood, 
A  stranger  Ui rough  them  broke — the  orphan  maid  Where  sleep  the  sons  of  ages  flown, 
With  her  sweet  voice,  and  proffered  hand  of  aid,  |     The  bards  and  heroes  of  the  past, 
1  umed  to  give  welcome ;  bui  a  wild  sad  look       i  Where,  through  the  halls  of  glory  gone, 
Met  hen ;  a  gaze  that  all  her  spirit  shook ;  |     Murmure  the  wintry  blast ; 

And  that  pale  woman,  suddenly  subdued  |  Where  yean  are  hastening  to  eflace 

By  some  strong  passion  in  its  gushiiig  mood.  Each  record  of  the  grand  and  fair— 

Rjielt  at  her  feet,  and  bathed  them  with  such  tean  Thou  in  thy  soUtary  grace, 
Ha  rain  the  hoarded  agonies  of  years  i     Wreath  oi  ine  tombl  art  there. 
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Oh!  many  a  temple,  once  ■uUime, 

Beneath  a  blue,  Italian  sky, 
Hath  nought  of  beauty  left  by  time^ 

Save  thy  wild  tapestry. 
And  reared  'midst  crags  and  clouds,  'tis  thine 

To  wave  where  banners  waved  of  yore, 
O'er  towers  that  crest  the  noble  Rhine, 

Along  his  rocky  shore. 

High  firom  the  fields  of  air,  look  down 

Those  eyries  of  a  vanbbed  race, 
l^omesof  the  mighty,  whose  renown 

Hath  passed  and  left  no  trace. 
But  thou  art  there— thy  foliage  bright. 

Unchanged,  the  roountain-siorm  can  brave — 
Thou  that  wilt  climb  the  loftiest  height, 

And  deck  the  humblest  grave. 

The  breathing  forms  of  Parian  stone, 

That  rise  round  Grandeur's  marble  halls; 
The  vivid  hues  by  painting  thrown 

Rich  o^er  the  glowing  walls; 
Th'  acanthus  on  Corinthian  fanes, 

In  sculpured  beauty  waving  fair. — 
These  perish  all — and  what  remains  T-* 

Thou,  then  alone  art  there. 

'T  Is  still  the  same— where'er  we  tread. 

The  wrecks  of  human  power  we  see. 
The  marvels  of  all  ages  fled, 

Left  to  Decay  and  thee. 
And  still  let  man  his  fabrics  rear, 

August  in  beauty,  grace,  and  strength — 
Days  pass,  thou  "  Ivy  never  sere/'* 

And  all  is  thine  at  length. 


ON  A  L£AF  FROM  THE  TOMB  OF 
VIRGIL. 

And  was  thy  home,  pale  withered  thing, 

Beneath  the  rich  blue  southern  sky? 
Wert  thou  a  nurseling  of  the  Spring, 
The  winds  and  suns  of  glorious  Italy  1 

T*hoee  suns  in  golden  light,  e'en  now, 

Look  o'er  the  Poet's  kmely  grave, 
Those  winds  are  breathing  soft,  but  thou 
Answering  their  whisper,  there  no  mon^halt 


The  flowers  oVr  Posilippo's  brow, 

May  cluster  in  their  purple  bloom, 
But  on  th'  o'ershadowing  ilex-bough. 
Thy  breezy  place  is  void,  by  Virgil's  tomb. 

*  "Ts  BBTnlfls  bcDini,  and  Ivy  nsw  mn.''^Z4ifcUaa, 


Thy  piece  is  void^-ohl  none  on  earth, 
This  crowded  earth,  may  so  remain, 

Save  that  which  souls  of  loftiest  birth 
Leave  when  they  part,  their  brighter  home  Co 
gain. 

Another  leaf  ere  now  hath  sprung, 

On  the  green  Qtem  which  once  was  thine — 
When  shall  another  strain  be  sung 
Like  his  whose  dust  hath  made  that  spot  a  shnne  1 


FOR  A  DESIGN  OF  A  BUTTERFLY 
RESTING  ON  A  SKULL. 

Cbbature  of  air  and  light. 
Emblem  of  that  which  may  not  fade  or  die, 

Wilt  thou  not  speed  Ihy  flight, 
To  chase  the  south- wind  through  the  glowing  sky  1 

What  lores  thee  thus  to  stay. 

With  SUence  and  Decay, 
Fixed  on  the  wreck  of  cold  Mortality^ 

The  thoughts  once  chambered  there, 
Have  gathered  up  their  treasures,  and  are  gone-* 

Will  the  dust  tell  us  where 
They  that  have  burst  the  prison-house  are  flown  1 

Rise,  nursling  of  the  day. 

If  thou  wouldi»t  trace  their  way — 
Earth  hath  no  voice  to  make  the  secret  known. 

Who  seeks  the  vanished  bird 
By  the  foisaken  nest  and  broken  shell  V^ 

Far  thence  he  sings  unheard. 
Yet  free  and  jpyoos  in  the  woods  to  dwell. 

Thou  of  the  sunshine  born. 

Take  the  bright  wings  of  mom  I 
Thy  hope«alls  heaven-ward  from  yon  mmed  oeO* 


THE  LOST  PLEIAD. 
"  Uks  Om  test  Pleiad  nen  DO  man  beloir.** 

And  is  there  glory  from  the  heavens  departed  1 
^Oh!  void  unmarked! — thy  siiters  of  the  sky 

Still  hold  their  place  on  high. 
Though  from  its  rank  thine  orb  so  long  hath 

sUrted, 
Thou,  that  no  more  art  seen  of  mortal  eye. 

Hath  the  nights  lost  a  gem,  the  regal  night  1 

She  wears  her  crown  of  old  magnificence, 

Though  thou  art  exiled  thence— 

No  desert  seems  to  part  those  urns  of  light, 

'Midst  the  far  depth  of  purple  gloom  intense. 

They  rise  in  joy,  the  starry  myriads  burning* 
The  shepherd  greets  them  on  his  mountoine 
free; 
And  from  the  silverr  tea 
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To  them  the  aailor'i  wakeful  eye  b  turning- 
Unchanged  they  nse,  they  have  not  mounied  for 
thee. 

Cooldst  thou  be  shaken  from  thy  radiant  piaoe 
E'en  as  a  dew-drop  from  the  myrtle  spray, 
Swept  by  the  wind  away  1 
Wert  thoo  not  peopled  by  some  glorious  race, 
And  was  there  power  to  smite  them  with  decay  1 

Why,  who  shall  talk  of  thrones,  of  sceptres  riven  1 
Bowed  be  our  hearts  to  thinli  of  what  tee  are, 
Wlken  from  its  height  afar 
A  world  shiks  thus — and  yon  majestic  heaven 
Shines  not  the  less  for  that  one  vanished  star! 


THE  SLEEPER  ON  MARATHON. 

I  LAY  upon  the  solemn  plain 

And  by  the  funeral  mound, 
When  those  who  died  not  there  in  vain, 

Their  place  of  sleep  had  found. 
T  was  silent  where  the  free  blood  gushed, 

When  Persia  came  arrayed — 
So  many  a  voice  had  there  been  hushed, 

So  many  a  footstep  stayed. 

I  slumbered  on  the  lonely  spot. 

So  sanctified  by  Death— 
I  slumbered— but  my  rest  was  not 

As  theirs  who  lay  beneath. 
For  on  my  dreams,  that  shadowy  hour, 

They  rose — ^the  chainless  dead — 
All  armed  they  sprang,  in  joy,  in  power 

Up  from  their  grassy  bed. 

I  saw  their  spears,  on  that  red  fiekl. 

Flash  as  inr  time  gone  by — 
Chased  to  the  seas,  without  his  shield 

I  saw  the  Persian  fly. 
I  woke— the  sudden  trumpet's  blast 

Called  to  another  fight— 
From  vinons  of  our  glorious  past, 

Who  doth  not  wake  in  mightl 


TROUBADOUR  SONG. 

The  warrior  crossed  the  ocean's  foam. 
For  the  stormy  fields  of  war— 

The  maid  was  left  in  a  smiling  home, 
And  a  sunny  land  afiir. 

iflt  ^oice  was  heard  where  javelin  siiowerB 
Pmired  on  the  steel-«1ad  line; 

Her  step  was  'midst  the  summer-flowers, 
Her  seat  beneath  the  vine. 


Hb  shield  was  cleft,  his  lanoe  was  riven, 
And  the  red  blood  stained  his  crest; 

While  she— the  gentlest  mnd  of  heaven 
Might  scarcely  fon  her  breast 

Yet  a  thousand  arrows  passed  him  by, 
And  again  he  crossed  the  seas ; 

But  she  had  died,  as  roses  die,  * 

That  perish  with  a  breeze. 

As  roses  die,  when  the  blast  is  come. 
For  all  things  bright  and  fair- 
There  was  death  within  the  smiling  homfl. 
How  had  death  found  her  there? 


THE  TRUMPET. 

The  trumpet's  voice  hath  roused  the  land. 

Light  up  the  beacon  pyre ! 
— ^A  hundred  hills  have  seen  the  brand 

And  waved  the  sign  of  fire. 
A  hundred  banners  to  the  breeze 

Their  gorgeous  folds  have  cast— 
And  hark  I— was  that  the  sound  of  seasi 

—A  king  to  war  went  past. 

The  chief  is  arming  in  his  hall. 

The  peasant  by  his  hearth ; 
The  mourner  hears  the  thrilling  call. 

And  rises  from  the  earth. 
The  mother  on  her  first-born  son 

Looks  with  a  boding  eye— 
They  come  not  back,  though  all  be  won, 

Whose  young  hearts  leap  so  high. 

The  bard  hath  ceased  his  song,  and  bound 

The  falchion  to  his  side ; 
E'en  for  the  marriage  altar  crowned, 

The  lover  quits  his  bride. 
And  all  this  haste,  and  change,  and  fear. 

By  earthly  clarion  spread  I — 
How  will  it  be  when  kingdoms  hear 

The  blast  that  wakes  the  deadi 


THE  DYING  BARD'S  PROPHECY. 

AT  THE  Tim  or  TBB  SUPPOSED  MISBAOBM  BT 
EDWAAD  I. 

The  Hall  of  Harps  is  lone  this  night, 

And  cold  tlie  chieftain's  hearth; 
It  hath  no  mead,  it  hath  no  light, 
No  voice  of  melody,  no  sound  of  mirth. 

And  I  depart— my  wound  is  deep, 

My  brethren  long  have  died— 
Yet,  ere  my  soul  grow  dark  with  sleep. 
Winds!  bear  the  spoiler  'me  more  tone  of  pride. 
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Bear  it,  where  on  his  batUe-piain, 

Beneath  the  setting  son, 
He  counts  my  country's  noble  8laii>— 
Say  to  him — Saxon! — think  not  d// is  won. 

ThoQ  hast  laid  bw  the  warrior's  head, 

The  minstral'e  ehainless  hand; 
Dreamer!  that  numlierest  with  the  dead 
The  imming  spirit  of  the  iiioiintain4aiid. 

Think'st  thou,  because  the  song  hath  ceased, 

The  mml  of  song  is  flown  1 
Think'st  thou  it  woke  to  crown  the  feast, 
It  lived  beside  the  ruddy  hearth  alone? 


No  1  by  our  names  and  by  our  blood. 

We  leave  it  pure  and  free 
Though  hushed  awhile,  that  sounding  flood 
Shall  roll  in  joy  through  ages  yet  to  be. 

We  leave  it,  'midst  our  country's  wo, 

The  birthright  of  her  breast —         « 
We  leave  it,  as  we  leave  the  snow. 
Bright  and  eternal,  on  Eryri's*  crest. 

We  leave  it  with  our  fame  to  dwell, 

Upon  our  chiMreo's  breath — 
Our  voice  in  theirs  through  time  shall  swell-— 
The  bard  hath  gifts  of  prophecy  from  death. 

He  dice    but  yet  the  mountains  stand, 

Tet  sweeps  the  torrent's  tide, 
And  this  is  yet  Eneurin'st  land^ 
Winds!  bear  ihe  spoiler  one  more  tone  of  pride. 


THE  WRECK. 

All  night  the  booming  minute-gun 

Had  pealed  along  the  deep, 
And  mournfully  the  rising  sun 

Looked  o'er  the  tide-worn  steepw 
A  bark  from  India's  coral  strand. 

Before  the  raging  blast,  ^ 

Had  vailed  her  topsails  to  the  sand, 

And  bowed  her  noble  mast. 

The  queenly  ship !— brave  hearts  had  stitven, 

And  true  ones  died  with  her—- 
We  saw  her  mighty  cable  riven, 

TJke  floating  gossamer. 
We  saw  her  proud  flag  struck  that  mom, 

A  star  once  o'er  the  seas— 
Her  anchor  gone,  her  deck  uptom, 

And  sadder  things  than  theee. 

W^e  saw  her  treasures  cast  away — 
The  tocks  with  pearls  were  sown. 


BrfTi,  Am  Welsh  name  fcr  Siwwdon. 
AMuiin.  aoelebraiad  anctoot  Bridrii  ban! 


And  strangely  sad,  the  ruby's  ray 
Flashed  out  o'er  fretted  stone. 

And  gold  was  strewn  the  wet  sands  o'«r, 
Like  ashes  by  a  breeze^— 

And  goigeous  robes — ^but  oh  I  that  shove 
Had  sadder  things  than  these! 

We  saw  the  strong  man  still  and  low, 
A  crushed  reed  thrown  aside— 

Yet  by  that  rigid  lip  and  brow, 
Not  without  strife  he  died. 

And  near  him  on  the  sea-weed  lay- 
Till  then  we  had  not  wept, 

But  well  our  gushing  hearts  might  say, 
That  there  a  mother  slept! 

For  her  pale  arms  a  babe  had  prest, 

With  such  a  wreathing  grasp, 
Bilbws  had  dashed  o'er  that  fond  breast^ 

Yet  not  undone  the  clasp. 
Her  very  tresses  had  been  flung 

To  wrap  the  fair  child's  form, 
Where  still  their  wet  long  streamers  dang. 

All  tangled  by  the  storm. 

And  beautiful  'midst  that  wild  scene, 

Gleamed  up  the  boy's  dead  face, 
Like  Slumber's  trustingly  sersne, 

In  melancholy  grace. 
Deep  in  her  boeon  lay  his  head, 

With  half-shut  violet  eye- 
He  had  known  little  of  her  dread. 

Nought  of  her  agony ! 

Oh!  human  Love,  whose  yearning  heart, 

Through  all  things  vainly  true. 
So  stamps  upon  thy  mortal  part 

Its  passionate  adieu — 
Surely  thou  hast  another  lot, 

There  is  some  home  for  thee. 
Where  thou  shalt  rest,  remembering  not 

The  moaning  of  the  sea! 


A  VOYAGER'S  DREAM  OF  LAND 


-nifl  voy  heart  athliBl 


To  ease  at  Nature  In  her  green  amy, 
Upon  the  ahip'a  tall  side  he  stamH  ] 
WHh  vMoiw  prompted  by  InteDte  deaize; 
Fair  fields  appear  below,  such  as  he  left 
Far  distant,  such  as  he  would  die  to  find— 
He  abekathem  headlong,  and  ik  seen  no  mora 


Trb  hollow  dash  of  waves!— the  ceaseless  marl 
Silence,  ye  bilk>ws->vex  my  soul  no  morel , 

Tbsre's  a  spring  in  the  woods  by  my  saanT 

home, 
Afiur  ftom  the  dark  aea't  tossing  fiMoai 
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^       Ohl  the  fall  of  that  foantain  is  sweet  to  hear, 
As  a  song  from  the  shore  to  the  sailor's  ear. 
And  the  sparkle  which  up  to  the  sun  it  throws, 
Through  the  feathery  fern,  and  the  olive  booghs, 
And  the  gleam  on  iu  path  as  it  steals  away 
Into  deeper  shades  from  the  sultry  day, 
And  the  large  water-lilies  that  o'er  its  bed 
Their  pearly  leaves  to  the  soft  light  spread, 
They  haunt  me ! — 1  dream  of  that  bright  spring's 

flow, 
I  thirst  for  its  nils  like  a  wounded  roe. 

Be  still,  thou  sea-bird,  with  thy  clanging  cry, 
My  spirit  sickens  as  thy  wing  sweeps  by  1 

Know  ye  my  home,  with  the  lulling  sound 
Of  leaves  from  the  lime  and  the  chesnut  round  1 
Know  ye  it,  bret}\ren,  where  bowereil  it  lies, 
Under  the  purple  of  southern  skies  1 
With  the  streamy  gold  of  the  sun  that  shines 
In  through  the  cloud  of  its  clustering  vines, 
And  the  breath  of  the  fainting  myrtle-flowers, 
Borne  from  the  mountains  in  dewy  hours. 
And  the  fire-fly's  glance  through  the  darkening 

shades, 
Like  shooting  stars  in  the  forest-glades, 
And  the  scent  of  the  citron  at  eve's  dim  fall — 
Speak! — ^have  ye  known,  have  ye  felt  them  alii 

The  heavy-rolling  surge,  the  rocking  mast ! 
Hush!— give  my  dream's  deep  music  way,  thou 
blast! 

Oh  I  the  glad  sounds  of  the  joyous  earth  I 
The  notes  of  the  singing  cicala's  mirth, 
The  murmurs  that  live  in  the  mountain-pines, 
The  sighing  of  reeds  as  the  day  declines. 
The  wings  flitting  home  through  the  crimson 

glow 
That  steeps  the  woods  when  the  sun  is  low, 
The  voioo  of  the  night-bird  that  sends  a  thrill 
To  the  heart  of  the  leaves  when  the  winds  aro 

still— 
1  hear  them! — around  me  tliey  rise,  they  swell, 
They  claim  back  my  spirit  with  Hope  to  dwell, 
They  come  witli  a  broath  from  the  fireaU  spring- 
time, 
And  waken  my  youth  in  its  hour  of  prime. 

The  white  foam  dashes  high — away,  away, 
Bhrood  my  green  land  no  more,  thou  blinding 
spray ! 

It  is  then  I— down  the  mountains  I  see  the 

sweep 
Of  tne  chesnut  forests,  the  rich  and  deep; 
With  the  burden  and  glory  of  flowers  that  they 

wear, 
ft  loating  upborne  on  th<»  blue  summer  air, 
And  the  light  pouring  through  them  in  tender 

gleams, 
And  the  flashing  forth  of  a  thousand  streanu. 


'  — Hold  roe  not,  brethren,  I  go,  I  go^ 
To  the  hills  of  my  youth,  where  the  myitk* 

blow. 
To  the  depths  of  the  woods,  where  the  shadows 

rest. 
Massy  and  still,  on' the  greensward's  breast, 
To  the  rocks  that  leeound  with  the  water's 

I  hear  the  sweet  lan^  of  my  fbunt— give  wjt 

Give  way !— the  booming  surge,  the  tempest's  roar, 
The  sea-bird's  wail,  shall  vex  my  soul  no  more. 


THE  GRAVE  OF  KdRNER. 

Charles  Theodore  Kdrner,  the  celebrated  young 
German  poet  and  soldier,  was  killed  in  a  skirmiih 
with  a  detachment  of  French  troops,  on  the  90th 
of  August,  1813,  a  few  hours  after  the  composi- 
tion of  lUs  popular  piece,  "  The  Sword  Song." 
He  was  buried  at  the  village  of  Wobbelin  in 
Mecklenburg,  under  a  beautiful  oak,  in  a  reoe« 
of  which  he  had  frequently  deposited  verses  com- 
posed by  him  while  campaigning  in  its  vicinity. 
The  monument  erected  to  his  memory  is  of  cast 
iron,  and  the  upper  part  is  wrought  into  a  lyre  and 
a  sword,  a  favourite  emblem  of  Korner's,  from  • 
which  one  of  his  works  had  been  entitled.  Near 
the  grave  of  the  poet  is  that  of  his  only  sitter,  wlko 
died  of  grief  for  his  loss,  having  only  survived  him 
long  enough  to  complete  his  portrait,  and  a  draw* 
ing  of  his  burial-place.  Over  the  gate  of  the  o^ 
metery  is  engraved  one  of  his  own  lines. 

••VergiM  dla  oemnTSdMi  ntcfaL" 
<*  Focgec  Dot  Um  faithful  Dead." 

See  Dnwna^t  Lettert  from  3feehlenburg  and 
Komer'*  Proaaisehe  AufaaUe,  von  C.  A.  Tiedg9, 


Green  wave  the  oak  for  ever  o'er  thy  rest. 
Thou  that  beneath  ito  crowning  foliage  sleepest, 

And,  in  the  stillness  of  thy  country's  breast. 
Thy  place  of  memory,  as  an  altar,  keepest; 

Brightly  thy  spirit  o'er  her  hills  was  poured, 
Thou  of  the  Lyre  and  Sword ! 

Rest,  Bard,  rest.  Soldier !— by  the  father's  hand 
Here  shall  the  child  of  after  yean  be  led, 

With  his  wreath-offering  silenUy  to  stand. 
In  the  hushed  presence  of  the  glorious,  dead. 

Soldier  and  Bard !  for  thou  thy  path  hast  trod 
With  Freedom  and  with  God.« 


*  Hw  poems  of  K6nier,  which  were  ehloflj  devoted  to  (he 
caan  of  his  oounixy,  aie  itrildivlj  dlaingaidwd  bj  nligfcns 
feelingi^aiid  a  eonildence  Intbe  Supceins  Justloe  ftr  ihs  Anal 
deUveianoe  ofOeiroany. 
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The  oak  waved  proudly  o'er  thy  burial  rite, 
On  thy  Clowned  Her  to  dumber  warriors  bore 
thee, 
And  with  true  hearts  thy  brethren  of  the  fight 
Wept  as  they  vailed  their  drooping  banners  o'er 
thee; 
And  the  deep  guns  with  rolling  peal  eave  token 
That  Lyre  and  Sword  were  broken. 

Thou  hast  a  hero's  tomb — a  lowlier  bed 
Is  hers,  the  gentle  girl  beside  thee  lying, 

The  gentle  girl,  that  bowed  her  fair  young  head, 
When  thou  weit  gone,  in  silent  sorrow  dying. 

Brother,  true  friend !  the  tender  and  the  brave- 
She  pined  to  share  thy  grave. 

Fame  was  thy  gift  from  others — ^but  for  Aer, 
To  whom  the  wide  world  held  that  only  spot — 

She  loved  thee~-lovely  in  your  lives  ye  were, 
And  in  youi  early  deaths  divided  not. 

Thou  hast  thine  oak,  thy  trophy— what  hath  she? 
— Uer  own  best  place  by  thee !    • 

It  was  thy  spirit,  brother!  which  had  made 
The  bright  worid  glorious  to  her  thoughtful  eye. 

Since  first  in  childhood  'midst  the  vines  ye  played, 
And  sent  glad  singing  through  the  free  blue  sky. 

Ye  were  but  two— and  when  that  spirit  passed, 
Wo  to  the  one,  the  last! 

Wo,  yet  not  long— she  lingered  but  to  trace 
Thine  image  from  the  image  in  her  breast 

Once,  once^ain  to  see  that  buried  face 
But  smile  upon  her,  ere  she  went  to  rest. 

Too  sad  a  smile  1  its  living  light  was  o'er— 
It  answered  her's  no  more. 

The  earth  grew  silent  when  thy  voice  departed. 
The  home  too  lonely  whence  thy  step  had  fled — 

What  then  was  left  for  her,  the  faithful-hearted  7— 
Death,  death,  to  still  the  yearning  for  the  dead. 

SofUy  she  perished— be  this  Flower  deplored, 
Here  with  the  Lyre  and  Sword. 

Have  ye  not  met  ere  now  7— so  let  those  trust 

That  meet  for  moments  but  to  part  for  years. 

That  weep,  watch,  pray,  to  hold  back  dust  from 

dust, 

That  love,  whors  bve  is  but  a  fount  of  tears. 

Brother,  sweet  sister  I  peace  around  ye  dwell— 

Lyre,  Sword,  and  Flower,  fai«weU  I 


THE  GRAVES  OF  A  HOtTSEHOLD. 

Thet  grew  in  beauty,  side  by  side, 
They  filled  one  home  with  glee — 

Thdr  graves  are  severed  far  and  wide. 
By  mount,  and  stream,  and  sea. 


The  same  fond  mother  bent  at  nif^ht 
O'er  each  fair  sleeping  brow ; 

She  had  each  folded  fiower  in  sights 
Where  are  those  dreamers  now  1 

One, 'midst  the  forests  of  the  West, 

By  a  dark  stream  is  laid — 
The  Indian  knows  his  place  of  rest, 

Far  in  the  cedar  shade. 

The  sea,  the  blue  lone  sea,  hath  one, 
He  lies  where  pearls  lie  deep— 

He  was  the  loved  of  all^  yet  none 
O'er  his  low  bed  may  weep. 

One  sleeps  where  southern  vines  are  drost, 

Above  the  noble  slain ; 
He  wrapt  his  colours  round  his  breast, 

On  a  blood-red  field  of  Spain, 

And  one — o'er  her  the  mjrttle  showers 
Its  leaves,  by  soft  winds  fanned ; 

She  faded  'midst  Italian  flowers, 
The  last  of  that  bright  band. 

And  parted  thus  they  rent,  who  played 
Beneath  the  same  green  tree; 

Whose  voices  mingled  as  they  prayed 
Around  one  parent  knee ! 

They  that  with  smiles  lit  up  the  hall, 

And  cheered  with  song  the  hearth- 
Alas  1  for  love,  if  thfni  wert  all. 
And  nought  beyond.  Oh  earth  1 


THE  LAST  WISEL 

Go  to  the  forest  shade, 

Seek  thou  the  well-known  glade 

Where,  heavy  with  sweet  dew,  the  violets  He; 
Gleaming  through  mosfr-tufts  deep. 
Like  dark  eyes  filled  with  sleep. 

And  bathed  in  hues  of  summer's  midnight  sky 

Bring  me  their  buds,  to  shed 

Around  my  dyiiig  bed 
A  breath  of  May,  and  of  the  wood's  lepoee ; 

For  I,  in  sooth,  depart 

With  a  reluctant  heart, 
That  fain  would  linger  where  the  bright  sun  glows 


Fain  would  I  stay  with  i 

Alasl  this  must  not  be; 
Yet  bring  me  still  the  gifts  of  happier  hoars! 
I  Ck>  where  the  fountain's  breast 

!  Catches,  in  glossy  rest, 

The  dim  green  light  that  pours  tKnmgb  Isaiel 
bowers       ' 
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I  know  how  aoftlj  bri^t, 

Steeped  in  that  tender  light, 
The  watei^lilies  trernUe  there,  e'en  now ; 

Go  10  the  pure  itream's  edge^ 

And  from  its  whispering  eedge 
Bring  me  thoee  flowers  to  oool  m j  ferered  brow. 

Then,  as  in  hope's  young  days, 

Track  thou  the  antique  maxe 
Of  the  rich  garden,  to  its  grassy  mound; 

There  is  a  kme  white  rose, 

Shedding,  in  sudden  snows, 
Its  faint  leaves  o'er  the  emeraki  turf  around. 

Well  know'st  thou  that  fair  tree  I 

-—A  murmur  of  the  bee 
Dwells  erer  in  the  honied  lime  above ; 

Bring  me  one  pearly  flower, 

Of  all  its  clustering  shower— 
For  on  that  spot  we  first  revealed  our  love  I 

Gather  one  woodbine  bough, 

Then,  from  the  lattice  k>w 
Of  the  bowered  cottage  which  I  bade  thee  mark, 

When  by  the  hamlet  last 

Through  dim  wood-lanes  we  passed, 
Where  dews  were  glancing  to  the  gbw-worm's 
spark. 

Haste !  to  my  pillow  bear 
Those  fragrant  things,  and  fair-— 

My  hand  no  more  may  bind  them  up  at  eve; 
Yet  shall  their  odour  soft 
One  bright  dream  round  me  vraft, 

Of  life,  youth,  summer — all  that  I  must  leave] 

And  oh!  if  thou  wouldst  ask, 

Wherefore  thy  steps  I  task 
The  grove,  the  stream,  the  hamlet^vale  to  trace ; 

— 'T  is  that  some  thought  of  me, 

When  I  am  gone,  may  be 
The  spirit  bound  to  each  iandliar  place. 

I  bid  mine  image  dwell, 

(Oh !  break  thou  not  the  ^wU  I) 

In  tlie  deep  wood,  and  by  the  fountain  side— 
Tbiou  must  not,  my  beloved  I 
Rove  where  we  two  have  roved. 

Forgetting  her  that  in  her  spring-time  died. 


A  MONARCH'S  DEATH>BED. 


•"ho  Kmperor  Albeit  of  Hapibaig,  who  wat  smflriiuued 
oy  hto  nephew,  afterwards  called  John  the  Parricide,  was  left 
:o  dis  V  the  way>side,  and  wissiippoctsd  In  hisksl  momanis 
bf  a  fenuls  peaant,  who  happened  to  be 


A  MONARCh  on  his  death-bed  lay- 
Did  censers  waft  perfume, 

And  soft  lamps  pour  their  silvery  ray, 
Through  his  proud  chamber's  gloom  1 


He  Uy  upon  a  greensward  bed,  . 

Beneath  a  darkening  sky-— 
A  lone  tree  waving  o'er  his  head, 

A  swift  stream  rolling  by. 

Had  he  then  fallen,  as  warriors  fall. 

Where'  spear  strikes  fire  from  spear  1 
Was  there  a  banner  for  his  pall, 

A  buckler  for  his  bier?— > 
Not  sooner  cloven  shields  nor  hehns 

Had  strewn  the  bloody  sod, 
Where  he,  the  helpless  lord  of  realms^ 

Yielded  his  soul  to  Grod. 

Were  there  not  friend^  with  words  of  dieer, 

And  princely  vassals  nighl 
And  priests,  the  crudfiz  to  rear 

Before  the  fading  eye  ?-— 
A  peasant  giri,  that  royal  head 

Upon  her  bosom  laid ; 
And,  shrinking  not  for  woman's  dread, 

The  faoe  of  death  surveyed. 

Alone  she  sat — ^from  hill  and  v^ood 

Red  sank  the  moumfiil  sun ; 
Fast  gushed  the  fount  of  noble  blood, 

Treason  its  worst  had  done  I 
With  her  long  hair  she  vainly  prened 

The  wounds,  to  staunch  their  tide- 
Unknown,  on  thai  meek  hamUe  breast, 

Imperial  Albert  died  1 


THE  HOUR  OF  DEATEL 

Leaves  have  their  time  to  fall. 
And  flowers  to  wither  at  the  noitb-vrind's  breath 

And  stars  to  set>-but  all, 
Thou  hast  all  seasons  for  thine  own,  oh  1  Deaih. 

Day  is  for  mortal  care. 
Eve  for  glad  meetings  round  the  joyous  hearth, 

Night  for  the  dreams  of  sleep,  the  voioe  of 
prayer— 
But  all  for  thee,  thou  Mighaost  of  tho  earth. 

The  banquet  hath  its  hour. 
Its  feverish  hour  of  mirth,  and  song,  and  win^; 

There  comes  a  day  for  griefs  o'erwholmiag 
power, 
A  tine  for  softer  tears— but  all  are  thine. 

Youth  and  tho  opening  rose 
May  ook  like  things  too  glorious  for  decay. 

And  smile  at  thee — ^but  thou  art  not  of  those 
Thai  wait  the  ripened  bkNun  to  seiie  their  prsy. 

Leaves  have  their  tims  to  lall. 
And  flowers  to  wither  at  the  north-wind's  breath. 

And  stars  to  set— but  all, 
ThoQ  hast  all  seasons  for  thine  own  oh  I  Death. 
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We  kn5w  when  moora  sb&II  wane, 
When  •uimner-binlfl  firom  far  ehaJl  cnwe  ttie  sea. 

When  aiitnmn'0  hue  shall  tinge  the  golden 
grain- 
But  who  shall  teach  us  when  to  look  for  thee  1 

Is  it  when  Springes  first  gale 
Comes  forth  to  whisper  where  the  violets  lie  1 

Is  it  when  roses  in  our  paths  grow  pale 't — 
They  have  one  season — all  are  ours  to  die  1 

Thou  art  where  billows  foam, 
Thou  art  where  musicmelts  upon  the  air; 

ThoQ  art  around  us  in  our  peaceful  hmne, 
And  the  world  calls  us  Ibrth— and  thou  art  there. 

Thou  art  where  finend  meets  friend, 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  the  elm  to  rest — 

Thou  art  where  foe  meets  £)e,  and  trumpets 
rend 
The  skies,  and  swords  beat  down  the  princely  cieat. 

Leaves  have  their  time  to  fall, 
And  flowers  to  wither  at  the  north-wind's  breath, 

And  stars  to  set — ^but  all, 
Thou  hast  all  seasons  for  thine  own,  oh !  Death. 


THE  RELEASE  OF  TASSO. 

Thbbe  came  a  bard  to  Rome ;  he  brought  a  lyte 
Of  sounds  to  peal  through  Rome's  triumphant  sky, 
To  mourn  a  hero  on  his  funeral  pyre, 
Or  greet  a  conqueror  with  its  war-notes  high; 
For  on  each  chord  had  fallen  the  gift  of  fire^ 
The  living  breath  of  Power  and  Victory — 
Yet  he,  its  lord,  the  sovereign  city's  guest. 
Sighed  but  to  flee  away,  and  be  at  rest. 

He  brought  a  spirit  whose  ethereal  birth 
Was  of  the  loftiest,  and  whose  h&unts  had  been 
Amidst  the  marvels  and  the  pomps  of  earth. 
Wild  fairy-bowers,  and  groves  of  deathless  green, 
And  fields,  where  mail-clad  bosoms  prove  their 

worth. 
When  flashing  swords  light  up  the  stormy  scene- 
He  brought  a  weary  heart,  a  wasted  frame, — 
The  Child  of  Visions  from  a  dunj^eon  came. 

On  the  blue  waters,  as  in  joy  they  sweep. 

With  starlight  floating  o'er  their  swells  and  falls. 

On  the  bhie  waters  of  the  Adrian  deep. 

His  numbers  had  be4ta  sung — and  in  the  halls, 

Where,  through  rich  foliage  if  a  sunbeam  peep, 

It  seems  Heaven's  wakening  to  the  sculptured 


Had  princes  listened  to  those  lofty  strains, 
While  the  high  soul  they  burstfrom,  pined  in  chains. 

And  in  the  summer-gardens,  where  the  spray 
Of  founts,  far-glancing  firom  their  maiblo  bed, 


I  Rains  on  the  flowering  myrtles  in  its  play, 
I  And  the  sweet  limes,  and  glassy  leaves  that  spnsad 
Round  the  deep  golden  citrons— o'er  his  lay 
Dark  eyes,  dark,  soft^  Italian  eyes  had  shed 
Wahu  tears,  fast-glittering  in  that  sun,  whose  light 
Was  a  Ibrbiddcn  glory  to  his  sight. 

Oh !  if  it  be  that  wizard  sign  and  spell, 
And  talisman  had  power  of  old  to  bind, 
En  the  dark  chambers  of  some  eavem-eell. 
Or  knotted  oak,  the  spirits  of  the  wind. 
Things  of  the  lightning-pinion,  wont  to  dwell 
High  o'er  the  reach  of  eagles,  and  to  find 
Joy  in  the  rush  of  storms— even  such  a  doom 
Was  thai  high  nunstrel's  in  his  dung«on-gk)om. 

But  he  was  firee  at  last !— the  glorious  Und 
Of  the  white  Alps  and  pine-crowned  Apennines, 
Along  whose  shoro  the  sapphire  seas  expand, 
And  the  wastes  teem  with  myrtle,  and  the  shrines 
Of  long-forgotten  gods  firom  Nature's  hand 
Receive  bright  offerings  still ;  with  all  its  vines. 
And  rocks,  and  ruins,  clear  before  him  lay-^ 
The  seal  was  taken  firom  the  founts  of  day. 

The  winds  came  o'er  his  cheek ;  the  soft  winds, 

blending 
All  summer-sounds  and  odours  in  their  sigh; 
The  orange-groves  waved  round;  the  hiUs  werr 

sending 
Their  bright  streams  down;  the  firee  birds  darting 

by, 

And  the  blue  festal  heavens  above  him  bending, 
As  if  to  fold  a  world  where  none  could  die! 
And  who  was  he  that  looked  upon  these  things  1 
— If  but  of  earth,  yet  one  whose  thoughts  were 
wings 

To  bear  him  o'er  creation  1  and  whose  mind 
Was  as  an  air-harp,  wakening  to  the  sway 
Of  sunny  Nature's  breathings  unconfined, 
With  all  the  mystic  harmonies  that  lay 
Far  in  the  slumber  of  its  chords  enshrined, 
Till  the  light  breeze  went  thrilling  on  iu  way. 
— There  was  no  sound  that  wandered  through 

the  sky. 
But  told  him  secrets  in  its  melody. 

Was  the  deep  forest  k»nely  unto  him 

With  all  its  whispering  leaves  1   Each  dell  ana 

glade 

Teemed  with  such  forms  as  on  the  moss-clad  brim 
Of  fountains,  in  their  sparry  grottoes,  played, 
Seen  by  the  Greek  of  yore  through  twilight  dim 
Or  misty  noontide  in  the  laurel-shade. 
— There  is  no  solitude  on  earth  so  deep 
As  that  where  man  decrees  that  man  should  weep  ■ 

I  But  oh  1  the  life  In  Nature's  green  domains, 
The  breathing  sense  of  joyl  where  flowen  aie 
I       springinir 
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By  BUrrj  tbousandii  on  the  tlopef  and  pUini,       j  With  all  its  clouds  in  burning  glory  filed, 
Ajid  the  gray  locka^and  ail  the  arched  woode,  Had  been  shut  out  by  long  captivity; 

ringing,  Such,  freedom  was  to  Tawo. — As  a  chUd 

And  the  young  bfanches  trembling  to  the  strains  !  Is  to  the  mother,  whose  foreboding  eye 
Of  wild-bom  creatures,  through  the  sunshine  In  its  too  radiant  glance,  from  aay  to  day. 


wining 

Their  fearless  flight — and  sylvan  echoes  round, 
Mingling  all  tones  to  one  Eolian  aound ; 

And  the  glad  voice,  the  laughing  voice  of  streams, 

And  the  low  cadence  of  the  silvery  sea. 

And  reed-notes  from  the  mountains,  and   the 

beams 
Of  the  warm  sun — all  these  are  for  the  free ! 


Reads  that  which  calls  the  brightest  first  away. 
And  he  became  a  wanderer — in  whose  breast 
Wild  fear,  which,  e'en  when  every  sense  doth 

sleep, 
Clings  to  the  burning  heart,  a  wakeful  guest, 
Sat  brooding  as  a  spirit,  raised  to  keep 
Its  gloomy  vigil  of  intense  unrest 
O'er  treasures,  burthening  life,  and  buried  deep 


And  they  were  hit  once  more,  the  bard,  whoso  I"  cavern-tomb,  and  sought,  thwugh  shades  and 


dreams 
Their  spirit  still  had  haunted. — Could  it  be 


stealth, 
By  some  pale  mortal,  trembling  at  his  wealth. 


That  he  had  borne  the  chain?— oh!   wh"  shall  But  wo  for  those  who  trample  o'er  a  mijid! 

dare  |A  deathless  thing. — They  know  not  what  they  do, 

To  say  how  much  man's  heart  uncrushed  may  Or  what  they  deal  with!— Man  perchance  may 


bearl 

So  deep  a  root  hath  hope!— but  wo  for  this. 

Our  frail  mortality,  that  aught  so  bright, 

So  almost  burthened  with  excess  of  bliss. 

As  the  rich  hour  which  back  to  summer's  light 

Calls  the  worn  captive,  with  the  gentle  kiss 

Of  winds,  and  gush  of  waters,  and  the  sight 

Of  the  green  earth,  must  so  be  bought  with  years 

Of  the  heart's  fever,  parcAng  up  its  tears ; 

And  feeding  a  slow  fire  on  all  its  powers, 
Until  the  boon  for  which  we  gasp  in  vaiuj 
If  hardly  won  at  length,  too  late  made  ours 
When  the  soul's  wing  is  broken,  comes  like  rain 
Withheld  till  evening,  on  the  stately  flowers 
Which  withered  in  the  noontide,  ne'er  again 
To  lift  their  heads  in  glory. — So  doth  Earth 
Breathe  on  her  gifts,  and  melt  away  their  worth. 

The  sailor  dies  in  sight  of  that  green  shore. 

Whose  fields,  in  slumbering  beauty,  seemed  to  lie 

On  the  deep's/oam,  amidst  its  hollow  roar 

Called  up  to  sunlight  by  his  fantasy — 

And,  when  the  shining  desert-mists  that  wore 

The  lake's  bright  semblance,  have  been  all  passed  He'ka^'to  man  the  rain  man  hath  made!- 

by, 

The  pilgrim  sinks  beside  the  fountain-wave, 
Which  flashes  from  its  rock,  too  late  to  save. 


bind 
The  flower  his  step  hath  bruised ;  or  light  anew 
The  torch  he  quenches;  or  to  music  wind 
Again  the  lyre-string  from  his  touch  that  flew— 
But  for  the  soul! — oh!  tremble,  and  beware 
To  lay  rude  hands  upon  God's  mysteries  then! 

For  blindness  wmps  that  world— our  touch  may 

turn 
i  Some  balance,  fearfully  and  darkly  hung, 
Or  put  out  some  bright  spark,  whose  vay  should 

bum 
To  point  the  way  a  thousand  rocks  among-^ 
Or  break  some  subtle  chain,  which  none  discern. 
Though  binding  down  the  terrible,  the  strong, 
Th'  o'ersweeping  passions— which  to  loose  on  life 
Is  to  set  free  the  elements  for  strife ! 

Who  then  to  power  and  glory  shall  restore 

That  which  our  evil  rashness  hath  undone  1 

Who  unto  mystic  harmony  once  more 

Attune  those  viewless  chords  1 — There  is  but  One ! 

He  that  through  dust  the  stream  of  life  can  poor, 

The  Mighty  and  the  Merciful  alone! 

— Yet  oft  His  paths  have  midnight  for  their  shad»— 


Or  if  we  live,  if  that,  too  dearly  bought. 

And  made  too  precious  by  long  hopes  and  fears. 

Remains    our    own — love,  darkened    and    o'er- 

wrought 
By  memory  of  privation,  love,  which  wears 
And  casts  o'er  life  a  troubled  hue  of  thought, 
Becomes  the  shadow  of  our  closing  years, 
Making  it  almost  misery  to  possejv 
Aught,  watched  with  such  unquiet  tenderness. 
Sucn  unto  him,  the  bard,  the  wom  and  wikl, 
And  sick  with  hope  deferred,  from  whom  the  sky, 


TASSO  AND  HIS  SISTER. 


**  Devant  vees  «i  BoRMite;  14  d^moaroii  la  sonir  dsl^Ni^ 
quand  U  vim  ea  p^I^rln  dtoiandir  4  ceiie  obacure  amls^  tm 
wrile  contre  rinjuaiica  des  princes— Aa  longues  doulews 
avdiem  presque  ^gait  rs  rdsoo;  11  ne  ltd  rMoit  phis  que  4s 
g4nie."  CWfmM. 

Shr  sat,  where  on  each  wind  that  siglwl 
I     The  citron's  breath  went  by; 
While  the  deep  gold  of  eventide 
Burned  in  the  Italian  sky. 
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JEler  bower  was  one  where  daylight's  dose 

Full  oft  sweet  laughter  found. 
As  thence  the  voice  of  childhood  rose 

To  the  high  vineyards  round. 

But  still  and  thoughtful,  at  her  knee, 

Her  children  stood  that  hour, 
Their  bursts  of  song,  and  dancing  glee, 

Hushed  as  hy  words  of  power. 
With  bright,  fixed,  wondering  eyes  that  gazed 

Up  to  their  mother's  face; 
With  orows  through  parting  ringlets  raised, 

They  stood  in  silent  grace. 

While  she— yet  something  o'er  her  look 

Of  mournfulncss  was  spread-^ 
Forth  firom  a  poet's  magic  book 

The  glorious  numbers  read ; 
The  proud,  undying  lay,  which  poured 

Its  light  on  evil  years ; 
HZt  of  the  gifted  Pen  and  Sword,* 

The  triumph  and  the  tears. 

She  read  of  fair  Erminia*s  flight, 

Which  Venice  once  might  hear 
Sung  on  her  glittering  seas  at  night, 

By  many  a  gondolier; 
Of  him  she  read,  who  broke  the  charm 

That  wrapt  the  myrtle  grove; 
Of  Godfrey's  deeds,  of  Tancred's  arm. 

That  slew  his  Paynim  love. 

Young  cheeks  around  that  bright  page  glowed, 

Young  holy  hearts  were  stirred ; 
And  the  meek  tears  of  woman  flowed 

Fast  o'er  each  burning  word. 
And  sounds  of  breeze,  and  fount,  and  leaf, 

Game  sweet  each  pause  between ; 
When  a  strange  voice  of  sudden  grief 

Burst  on  the  gentle  scene. 

The  mother  turned — a  way-worn  man,     ' 

In  pilgrim  garb  stood  nigh, 
Of  stately  mien,  yet  wild  and  wan, 

Of  proud,  yet  restless  eye. 
But  drops  that  would  not  stay  for  pride. 

From  that  dark  eye  gushed  free, 
As  pressing  his  pale  brow,  he  cried, 

"  Forgotten!  e'en  by  thee ! 

**  Am  I  so  changed  1 — and  yet  we  two 

Oft  hand  in  hand  have  played — 
This  brow  bath  been  all  bathed  in  dew, 

From  wreaths  which  thou  hast  made. 
We  have  knelt  down  and  said  one  prayer, 

And  sung  one  vesper  strain— 
My  thoughts  are  dim  with  clouds  of  care — 

Tell  me  those  words  again! 

*Ii  Is  acareelj  nocesnry  to  recall  the  well  known  Italian 
■tying;  tDat  Taao  with  hb  sword  and  pen  was  superior  to  all 


"Life  hath  been  heavy  on  my  head; 

I  oome,  a  stricken  deer. 
Bearing  the  heart,  'midst  crowds  that  bled. 

To  bleed  in  stillness  here." 
— She  gazed — ^till  thoughts  that  long  had  slept, 

Shook  all  her  thrilling  frame — 
She  fell  upon  his  neck,  and  wept, 

And  breathed  her  brother's  name. 


Her  brother's  name!— and  who  was 

The  weary  one,  th'  unknown. 
That  came,  the  Utter  world  to  flee, 

A  stranger  to  his  ownl 
— He  was  the  bard  of  gifts  divine. 

To  sway  the  hearts  of  men; 
He  of  the  song  for  Salem's  shrine, 

He  of  tho  Swonl  and  Pen! 
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TO  THE  POET  WORDSWORTH. 

Thine  is  a  strain  to  read  amongst  the  hills. 

The  old  and  full  of  voices — by  the  source 

Of  some  free  stream,  whose  gladdening  preaencs 

fills 
The  solitude  with  sound — for  in  its  course 
Even  such  is  thy  deep  song,  that  seems  a  part    - 
Of  those  high  scenes,  a  fountain  from  their  heart. 

Or  its  calm  spirit  fitly  may  be  taken 

To  the  still  breast,  in  some  sweet  garden-boweis, 

Where  summer  winds   each   tree's   low   tones 

awaken, 
And  bud  and  bell  with  changes  mark  the  houn. 
There  let  thy  thoughts  be  with  me,  while  the  day 
Sinks  with  a  golden  and  serene  decay. 

Or  by  some  hearth  where  happy  faces  meet. 
When  night  hath  hushed  the  woods  with  all  thdr 

birds. 
There,  from  some  gentle  voice,  that  lay  were  sweel 
As  antique  music,  linked  with  household  words. 
While,  in  pleased  murmurs,  woman's  lip  migh^ 

move. 
And  the  raised  eye  of  childhood  shine  in  love. 

Or  where  the  shadows  of  dark  solemn  yews 
Brood  silently  o'er  some  lone  burial-ground, 
Thy  verse  bath  power  that  brightly  might  diflTusa 
A  breath,  a  kindling,  as  of  spring,  aroand. 
From,  its  own  glow  of  hope  and  courage  higfi, 
And  steadfast  faith's  victorious  constancy. 

True  bard  and  holy  1— thou  art  e'en  as  onu 
Who,  by  some  secret  gift  of  soul  or  eye, 
In  every  spot  beneath  the  smiling  sun, 
Sees  ^here  the  springs  of  living  waters  lie— 
Unseen  awhile  they  sleep—till,  touched  by  Iom, 
Bright,  healthful  waves  flow  Ibrth,  to  each  glad 
wanderer  free! 
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THE  SONG  OP  THE  CURFEW. 

Hirk!  from  the  dim  churcb-toyrer, 

The  deep,  slow  curfew's  chime ! 

A  heavy  toand  unto  hall  and  hower, 

In  England's  olden  timet 
Sadly  \  was  heard  by  him  who  came 
From  the  fields  of  his  toil  at  night, 
And  who  might  not  see  his  own  hearth's  flame 
In  his  children's  eyes  make  light 

Skdly  and  sternly  heard 
As  it  qoenclied  the  wood-fire's  glow, 
Which  had  cheered  the  boaxd,  with  the  miithful 
word, 
And  the  red  wine's  foaming  flow 
Unlfl  that  sullen,  booming  knell, 

Flong  out  from  every  fane^ 
On  harp,  and  lip,  and  spirit  fell. 
With  a  weight,  and  with  a  chain. 

Wo  tat  the  wanderer  then 
In  the  wild-deer's  forests  Art 
No  cottage  lamp,  to  the  haunts  of  men. 

Might  guide  him  aa  a  star. 
And  wo  for  him,  whose  wakeful  soul, 

With  lone  aspirings  filled. 
Would  have  lived  o'er  Ame  immortal  scroll, 
While  the  sounds  of  earth  were  stilled. 

And  yet  a  deeper  wo, 
For  the  watchers  by  the  bed, 
Where  the  fondly  loved,  in  paia  lay  low. 

And  rest  forsook  the  hotd. 
For  the  mother,  doomed  ufueen  to  keep 

By  the  dying  babe  her  pboe^ 
.\iid  to  feel  its  flitting  pulse,  and  weep, 
Yet  not  behold  iUfiiGel 

Darkness,  in  chieftain's  hall  I 
Darkness,  in  peasant's  oot! 
While  Freedom,  under  that  shadowy  pall, 

Sat  mourning  o'^r  her  lot 
•  >h  1  the  fireside's  peace  we  well  may  prise. 

For  blood  hath  flowed  like  rain, 
'  oured  forth  to  make  sweet  sanctuaries 
Of  England's  homes  again ! 

Heap  the  yule-fagpls  hig)i, 

Till  the  red  light  flils  the  room ! 
I*  ^1  fcjme's  own  hour,  when  the  stormy  sky 

Grows  thick  vrith  evening  gloom. 
Gather  ye  round  tlie  holy  hearth, 

And  by  its  gladdening  Uajw, 
i/ato  tkanklbl  Miss  we  will  change  oar  rairt\ 
Wll.  a  th«i«rht  of  the  oUen  dayiL 


HYMN  FOR  CHRISTMAS. 

Oh  !  lovely  voices  of  the  sky 

Which  hymned  the  Savtour'e  birth, 
Aro  ye  not  singing  sttU  on  high. 
Ye  that  sang,  «  Peace  on  earth  1" 
To  us  yet  speak  the  stimins 

Wherewith,  in  time  gone  bj, 
Ye  blessed  the  Syrian  swains, 
Oh!  voices  of  the  sky! 


Oh !  dear  and  shining  light,  whose  beaoss 

That  hour  Heaven's  glory  shed. 
Around  the  palms,  and  o'er  the  streama, 
And  on  the  sheplierd's  hted. 
Be  near,  through  life  and  death, 

As  in  that  holiest  night 
Of  hope,  and  joy,  and  faith— 
Oh !  clear  and  shinbg  light  1 

Oh  I  star  which  led  to  Him,  whose  lots 

Bnmght  down  man's  ransom  free— 
Where  art  thou  1— 'midst  the  host  above. 
May  we  still  gaze  on  thoel 
In  Heaven  thou  art  not  aet^ 

Thy  rays  earth  may  not  dim , 
Send  them  to  guide  us  yet, 
Oh!  sUr  which  led  to  Him! 


CHRIST  STILLING  THE  TEMPEST 


"But  the  dilp  was  now  In  iha  mtdic  of  iIm  sea,  i 
lafss;  toe  the  wind  was  oooinry." 

SL  Mattkem,  sir.  91 

Feir  was  within  the  tossing  bark. 
When  stormy  winds  grew  loud ; 

And  waves  came  rolling  high  and  dark, 
And  the  tall  mast  was  bowed. 

And  men  stood  breathless  in  their  dread, 

And  baffled  in  their  skill— 
But  One  was  there,  wiio  rose  and  said 

To  the  wild  sea,  "  Be  still !" 

Arid  the  wind  ceased — it  ceased  !>«thal  wmd 
Passed  through  the  gloomy  sky ; 

The  troubled  billows  knew  their  Lord, 
And  sank  beneath  his  eye. 

And  riufflber  settled  on  the  dee|i,  ^ 

And  silence  on  the  Mast, 
As  when  the  righteous  falls  mlmp^ 

When  death's  fieroe  throes  aM  pask 

Thou  that  didst  rule  the  angry  hour, 

And  tame  the  tempest's  mood 
Oh  I  send  tfiy  spirit  forth  in  power, 

O'er  our  dark  souls  to  brooil  I 
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Thou  that  didntbow  tlM  UUow'spride» 

Thy  maiKlatcs  to  fulfil— 
Speak,  apeak,  to  paMba'a  ngtnff  tide,. 

Speak  and  say—"  Peace,  be  ftiU  I" 


CHRIST'S  AGONY  IN  THE  GARDEN. 

He  knelt— the  Saviour  knek  and  prayed, 

When  but  H»  Father's  eye 
Looked  through  the  bnety  ganlen's  shade, 

On  that  dread  agony  1 
The  Lord  of  all,  above,  beneath. 
Was  bowed  with  sorrow  unto  death. 

The  sun  set  in  a  fearful  hour, 

The  skies  miglit  well  grow  dim, 
When  this  mortality  had  power 

So  too'ershadow  Him! 
That  He  who  gave  man's  hrealii  might  know, 
The  very  depths  of  human  w*. 

He  knew  them  aU~-the  doubt,  the  AnS^ 

The  faint,  perplexing  dread, , 
The  mists  that  hang  o*er  parting  life, 

AU  darkened  round  His  head ! 
And  the  Deliverer  kneft  to  pray- 
Yet  passed  it  not,  that  cup,  away. 

It  passed  not— though  the  stormy  wave 

Had  sunk  beneath  His  tread ; 
It  passed  not— though  to  Him  the  grave 

Had  yielded  up  its  dead. 
But  there  was  sent  Him  from  on  high 
A  gift  of  strength,  for  man  to  die.* 

And  was  HSm  mortal  hour  beset 

With  anguish  and  dismay  1 
— How  may  tte  meet  our  conflict  yet, 

In  the  dark,  narrow  way  7 
How,  but  through  Him,  that  path  who  trod  1 
Save^  or  wo  perish.  Son  of  Qod ! 


THE  SUNBEAM. 

Thov  art  no  lingerer  in  monarch^  hall, 
A  joy  thou  aft,  and  a  wealth  to  all ! 
A  bearer  of  hope  unto  land  and  sea- 
Sunbeam  1  what  gift  hath  the  world  like  tbeel 


To  the  solemn  depths  of  the  forest  shades, 
Thou  art  streaming  on  through  their  green  afcadea, 
And  the  quivering  leaves  that  have  oao^t  thy 

glow, 
Like  fire-flies  glance  to  the  pools  below. 

I  looked  on  the  niountains — a  vapour  lay 
Folding  their  heights  in  ito  dark  amy; 
Thou  brakest  forth- and  the  mist  beoame 
A  crown  and  a  mantle  of  living  flame. 


I  looked  on  the  peasant's  Wwty  < 

Something  of  sadness  had  wrapt  the  spot ;     ^ 

But  a  gleam  of  thee  on  its  casement  fell. 

And  it  Utighed  into  beauty  at  that  bright  spefl. 

To  the  eaith's  wild  places  a  guest  thou  «rt. 
Flushing  the  waste  like  the  rose's  heait; 
And  thou  scomest  net,  Oom  thy  pomp  to  shed 
A  tender  light  on  the  ittin's  head. 

Thou  tak*8t  through  the  dim  church-aisle  thy  way. 
And  ito  pillars  from  twilight  flash  forth  to  day. 
And  its  high  pale  tombs,  with  their  trophies  old, 
Are  bathed  in  a  flood  as  of  bnrning  gold. 

And  thou  tumest  not  from  the  humbleit  gfa^ 
Where  a  flower  to  the  sighing  winds  may  wave; 
Thou  scatterest  its  gloom  like  the  dreams  of  rest. 
Thou  sleepest  tn  kive  on  its  grassy  breast. 

Sunbeam  of  summer,  oh !  what  is  Kke  theet 
Hope  of  the  wilderness,  joy  of  the  sea ! 
-^One  thing  is  like  thee,  to  mortals  given,— 
The  faith,  tooefaing  ail  things  with  hucsof  Heaven. 


Thou  ait  walking  the  biilowB,  and  Ocean  i 
Theu  haet  touehed  with  glory  histliousand  i 
Thou  hast  lit  op  the  shi|jfl,  and  the  feathery  foam, 
Andghuldenod  the  sailor,  like  words  from  home.  . 


"•And  dMM 


I  uniehlflsfroaiheavMi, 


THE  TRAVELLER  AT  THE  S0URC:E 
OF  THE  NILE. 

In  snnset's  light  o'er  Altic  thrown, 

A  wanderer  proudly  stood 
Bedde  the  well-spring,  deep  and  bne, 

Of  Egypt's  awftil  flood; 
The  cradle  of  that  mighty  birth, 
So  k>ng  a  hidden  thing  t»  earth. 

He  heaid  its  life's  first  murmuring  sound, 

A  low  mystetious  tone ;  ^ 

A  music  sought,  but  nevrtr  fbttnd 
By  kings  and  wartiov*  gM^ ; 

He  listened— and  hie  heart  bMrt  Ulfni 

T  hat  waa  the  song  of  victory  1 

The  rapture  of  a  conquerol's  rhocd 
Rushed  burning  through  his  friuiie' 

The  depths  of  that  green  soAftode 
Its  torraoils  eduld  aol  tame. 

Though  BtHhies(r  lay,  with  «ve^»  bit  tiKli. 

Round  those  calm  fimntai«i«^4ht  Nile 
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Night  came  with  stan : — ^aeroM  hia  aoul 
There  swept  a  sudden  change, 

E'en  at  the  pilgrim's  glorioos  goal, 
A  shadow  dark  and  strange, 

Breathed  fiom  the  thought,  so  swift  to  fall 

O'er  triumph's  hour— il7u<  it  thia  all? 

No  more  than  this ! — what  seemed  it  now 
First  by  that  spring  to  stand  1 

A  thousand  streams  of  lovelier  ^w 
Bathed  his  own  mountain  land ! 

Whence,  far  o'er  waste  and  ocean  trade, 

Their  wUd  sweet  voices  called  him  hack. 

They  called  him  back  to  many  a  glade, 
His  childhood's  haunt  of  play. 

Where  brightly  through  the  beechen  shade 
Their  waters  glanced  away ; 

They  called  him,  with  their  sounding  waves. 

Back  to  his  fathers'  hills  and  graves. 

But  darkly  mingling  with  the  thought 

Of  each  familiar  scone. 
Rose  up  aifearful  vision,  fraught 

With  all  that  lay  between ; 
The  Arab's  lance,  the  desert's  gloom. 
The  whirling  sands,  the  led  simoom ! 

Where  was  the  glow  of  power  and  pride  ? 

The  spirit  bom  to  roam  7 
His  weary  heart  within  him  died 

With  yearnings  for  his  home; 
All  vainly  struggling  to  repress 
That  gush  of  painful  tenderness. 

He  wept— the  stars  of  Afric's  heaven 

Beheld  his  bursting  tears, 
E'en  on  that  spot  where  &te  had  given 

The  meed  of  toiling  years. 
— Oh,  happiness !  how  fitr  we  flee 
Thine  own  sweet  paths  in  search  of  thee  !* 


TBCE  VAUDOIS  VALLEYS. 

Ybs,  thou  hast  met  the  sun's  last  smile. 
From  the  haunted  hills  of  Rome ; 

By  many  a  bright  iBgean  isle. 
Thou  hast  seen  the  billows  foam : 

'  %*rom  the  silence  of  the  Pyramid 
Thon  hast  watched  the  solemn  flow 
Of  thfr  Nile,  that  with  its  watem  hid 
The  ancient  realm  below : 

Thy  heart  hath  burned  as  shepherds  sung 

Some  wild  and  warlike  strain, 
Where  the  Moorish  horn  once  proudly  rung 

Through  the  pealing  hills  of  Spain : 


*  Hie  arrival  oi  firvee  at  what  he  coiwidered  Co  be  the 
SBorce  of  (he  NiH  waslblkmed  alouM  immediately  by  feel- 
b^  Ihuf  saddaniy  AocuiaUng  from  triumph  to  despondence 

'  9  hie  TVaveto  M  'Aby^nia. 


;  And  o'er  the  lonely  Oredan  stieanM 
I     Thou  hast  heard  the  laurel^  moan, 
With  a  sound  yet  murmuring  in  thy  dntaM 
Of  the  glory  that  is  gone. 

But  go  thou  to  the  pastcfal  vales 

Of  the  Alpine  mountains  old, 
If  thou  wouklst  hear  immortal  tales 

By  the  wind's  deep  whispers  told ! 

Go,  if  thou  lovest  the  soil  to  tread, 

Where  man  hifth  nobly  striven, 
And  life,  like  incense,  hath  been  shed, 

An  oflering  unto  Heaven 

For  o'er  the  snows,  and  round  the  pines, 

Hath  swept  a  noble  flood ; 
The  nurture  of  the  peasant's  vines 

Hath  been  the  martyr's  blood  I 

A  spirit,  stronger  than  the  sword, 

And  lofUer  than  despair. 
Through  all  the  heroic  region  poarei, 

Breathes  in  the  generous  air. 

A  memory  clings  to  every  steep 

Of  long-enduring  faith. 
And  the  sounding  streams  glad  record  keep 

Of  courage  unto  death. 

Ask  of  the  peasant  vhere  his  siras 

For  truth  and  freedom  bled, ' 
Ask,  where  were  lit  the  torturing  firss^ 

Where  lay  the  holy  dead ; 

And  he  will  tell  thee,  all  around, 

On  fount,  and  turf,  and  stone. 
Far  as  the  chamois'  foot  can  bound, 

Their  ashes  have  been  sown  I 

Qo,  when  the  sabbath  bell  is  heard* 

Up  through  the  wilds  to  float, 
When  the  dark  old  woods  and  caves  are  stirred 

To  gladness  by  the  note ; 

When  forth,  along  their  thonsand  rills. 

The  mountain  people  come, 
Join  thou  their  worship  on  those  hills 

Of  glorious  martyrdom. 

And  while  the  song  of  praise  ascends. 

And  while  the  torrent's  voice 
Like  the  swell  of  many  an  organ  blends, 

Then  let  thy  soul  rejoice  1 


See  "  Oiny'a  Reaearches  amongst  the  Moomalns  of  Pled 
mont,'*  for  an  Interening  deacripUon  oT  a  aabbadi  day  In  tht 
upper  rceiom  of  the  Vaudoia  The  inhabitants  of  thnoe  Pro- 
testant valleTfl,  who^  like  the  Swiss,  repair  whh  their  floels 
and  heidB  to  the  eammlta  of  the  hllb  during  tha  summer, 
am  followed  tlittlier  by  ihdr  VBMan,  and  ai  thataaason  oC  ihs 
Tear,  amemble  on  that  oaersd  daft  to  wonblp  in  the  apea  aff. 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


MISCELLANEOUS  PQEMS. 


i2ft» 


Rejoice,  that  human  heart,  through  acom, 
Through  shame,  through  death,  made  strong, 

Befora  tiie  roeka  and  heavens  have  borne 
Witness  of  God  so  k»gl 


THE  SONGS  OF  OUR  FATHERS. 


"Singaload 


Old 


the  pKcIouB  mude  of  the  heart.** 

Wm-dtwartk, 


Si  NO  them  upon  the  sunny  hills, 

When  days  are  long  and^rigiit, 
And  the  blue  gleam  of  shilling  tills 

Is  loveliest  to  the  sight 
Sing  them  along  tlie  misty  moor,    . 

Where  ancient  hunters  roved, 
And  swell  them  through  the  torrent's  roar— 

The  songs  our  fathers  loved ! 

The  songs  their  souls  rejoiced  to  hear 

When  harps  were  in  the  hall. 
And  each  proud  note  made  lance  and  spear 

Thrill  on  the  bannered  wall : 
The  songs  that  through  our  valleys  green 

Sent  on  from  age  to  age. 
Like  his  own  river's  voice,  have  been 

The  peasant's  heritage. 

The  reaper  sings  them  when  the  vale 

Is  filled  with  plumy  sheaves; 
The  woodman,  by  the  starlight  pale 

Cheered  homeward  through  the  leaves: 
And  unto  them  the  glancing  oars 

A  joyous  measure  keep. 
Where  the  dark  rocks  that  crest  our  shores 

Dash  back  the  foaming  deep. 

So  let  it  be  !--a  light  they  shed 

O'er  each  ol<t  fount  and  grove; 
A  memory  of  the  gentle  dead, 

A  spell  of  lingering  love : 
Murmuring  the  names  of  mighty  men, 

They  bid  our  streams  roll  on, 
And  link  high  thoughts  to  every  glen 

Where  valiant  deeds  were  done. 

Teach  them  your  children  round  the  hearth, 

When  evening-fires  bum  clear, 
And  in  the  fields  of  harvest  mirth, 

And  on  the  hills  of  deer  1 
So  shall  each  unforgotten  word. 

When  far  those  loved  ones  roam, 
Call  back  the  hearts  that  once  it  stirred, 

To  childhood's  holy  home. 

The  green  woods  of  their  native  land 

Shall  whisper  in  the  strain. 
The  voices  of  their  household  band 

Shall  sweetly  speak  again; 


The  heathery  heights  in  vision  rise 
Where  like  the  stag  they  roved — 

Sing  to  your  sons  those  melodies, 
The  songs  your  fathers  loved. 


THE  BURIAL  OF  WILLIAM  THE  CON- 
aUEROR. 

LowLT  upon  his  bier 

The  royal  conqueror  lay, 
Baron  and  chief  stood  near,  i 

Silent  in  war-array. 

Down  the  long  minster's  aisle, 
Crowds  mutely  gazing  streamed. 

Altar  and  tomb,  the  while, 
Through  mists  of  incense  gleamed; 

And  by  the  torch's  blaze 

The  stately  priest  had  said 
High  words  of  power  and  praise, 

To  the  glory  of  the  dead. 

They  lowered  him,  with  the  sound 

Of  requiems,  to  repose, 
When  from  the  throngs  around 

A  solemn  voice  arose: 

"  Forbear,  ftfrbear !"  it  cried, 
"  In  the  holiest  name  forbear! 

He  hath  conquered  regions  wide, 
But  he  shall  not  slumber  there. 

"  By  the  violated  hearth 

Which  made  way  for  yon  proud  shrine, 
By  the  harvests  which  this  earth 

Hath  borne  to  me  and  mine; 

"  By  the  home  e'en  here  o'erthrown, 
On  my  children's  native  spot, — 

Hence!  with  his  dark  renown 
Cumber  our  birth-place  not! 

**  Will  my  sire's  unransomed  field 
O'er  which  your  censure  wave, 

To  the  buried  spoiler  yield 
Soft  slumber  in  the  gravel 

"  The  tree  before  him  fell 
Which  we  cherished  many  a  year, 

But  its  deep  root  yet  shall  swell 
And  heave  against  his  bier. 

"  The  land  that  I  have  tilled, 

Hath  yet  its  brooding  breast 
With  my  home's  white  ashes  filled— 

And  it  shall  not  give  him  rest 

"Here  each  proud  column's  bed 
Hath  been  wet  by  weeping  eyesp 

Hence  1  and  bestow  your  dead 
Where  no  wrong  against  him  cnat** 
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Shame  glowed  on  each  dark  face 
Of  thoae  proud  and  fleel-gtft  meUi 

And  they  bought  with  gold  a  place 
For  their  leader's  dort,  e'en  thm. 

A  little  earth  for  Um 

Wheae  hanner  flew  ao  fiir! 
And  a  peaaant'a  tale  could  dim 

The  name,  a  nation**  atari 

One  deep  Toioe  thua  anee 

From  a  heait  which  wrongi  had  liireD— 
Oh  I  who  shall  number  those 

Thai  were  but  heard  in  Heaven  7* 


THE  SOUND  OF  THE  SEA. 

Thou  art  sounding  on,  thov  mighty  aeai 

For  ever  and  the  same ! 
The  ancient  rocks  yet  ring  to  thee, 

Whose  thunders  nought  can  tame. 

OhI  many  a  glorious  toioe  is  gopsi 

From  the  rich  bowem  of  earth, 
And  hushed  is  many  a  lovely  one 

Of  moumfulness  or  mirth. 

The  Dorian  flute  that  sighed  of  yere 

Akmg  thy  wave,  is  still ; 
The  harp  of  Judah  peals  no  more 

On  Zion's  awful  hill. 

And  Memnon's  lyre  hath  loet  the  chord 

That  breathed  the  mystic  tone, 
And  the  songs,  at  Rome's  high  triumphs  poured. 

Are  with  her  eagles  flown. 

And  mute  the  Moorish  horn,  that  rang 

O'er  stream  and  mountain  firee. 
And  the  hymn  the  leagued  Crusaders  sang, 

Hath  died  in  Galilee. 

But  thou  art  swelling  on,  thou  deep^ 

Through  many  an  olden  clime. 
Thy  billowy  anthem,  ne'er  to  sleej 

Untii  the  cloee  of  time. 

Thou  liftest  up  thy  solemn  voice 

To  every  wind  and  sky. 
And  all  our  earth's  green  shores  rojoiee 

In  that  one  harmony. 

It  fillii  the, noontide's  calm  profound, 

The  sunset's  heaven  of  gold; 
And  the  still  midnight  hears  the  sound, 

E'(!n  as  when  first  it  rolled. 


Let  thero  be  silence,  deep  and  •n««kv, 
Where  seeplred  cities  lues! 

Tkou  speak'st  of  one  who  doth  aot 
— So  may  our  hearts  repose. 


CASABIANCA.* 

Thb  boy  stood  on  the  burning  deck, 
Whence  ail  but  him  had  fled ; 

The  flame  that  lit  the  baUle's  wreck, 
Shone  round  him  o'er  the  dead. 

Yet  beautiful  and  bright  he  stood, 
As  bom  to  rule  the  storm; 

A  creature  of  heroic  blood, 
A  proud,  though  child-like  form. 

The  flames  rolled  on — he  would  nol  go^ 
Without  his  father's  word ; 

That  father,  faint  in  death  below. 
His  voice  no  longer  heard. 

He  called  ak>ud— "  Say,  father,  my 
Ifyet  my  task  is  doner 

He  knew  not  that  the  chieftain  lay 
Unconscious  of  his  son. 

"  Speak,  Father!"  once  again  he  cried, 
"If  1  may  yet  be  gone!'' 

— And  but  the  booming  shots  replied, 
And  fast  the  flames  rolled  on. 

Upon  his  brow  he  felt  their  breath, 
And  in  his  waving  hair; 

And  looked  from  that  lone  post  of  death, 
In  still,  yet  brave  despair. 

And  shouted  but  once  more  aloud 
"My  father!  roust  I  aUyV* 

While  o'er  him  fast  through  sail  and  shfood. 
The  wreathing  fires  made  way. 

They  wrapt  the  ship  in  splendour  wild, 
They  caught  the  flag  on  high, 

And  streamed  above  the  gallant  child. 
Like  banners  in  the  sky. 

Then  came  a  burst  of  thunder  sound — 
The  boy--oh !  where  was  hel 

— Ask  of  the  winds  that  fkr  around 
With  fragments  strewed  the  sea! 

With  mast,  and  helm,  and  pennon  fiur. 
That  well  had  borne  their  part — 

But  the  noblest  thing  that  perished  thcro 
Was  that  young  faithful  heart. 

I     *  Young  OHsblanca,  a  boj  aboot  thirteen  Tsan  old,  BOB  tc 

*  For  the  paxtlcnlaxa  of  this  and  other  toireely  less  remark'  the  admiral  of  ihe  Orient,  remained  at  his  post  (In  the  battle 
•lile  drcumManoas  which  attended  the  obaequlce  of  William  of  the  NiieX  aAer  the  ship  bad  taken  fire,  and  all  the  gtme  had 
the  Cooqasm^  see  tSisinondi*a  Hittoin  du  FraMcaUt  voL  been  abandoned ;  and  perished  in  the  explosion  of  the  T«nel^ 
IV.  PL  480.  ,  when  the  flamea  had  reached  the  powder. 
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THE  ADOPTED  CHILD. 

<  Why  wouldflt  thoa  leave  me,  oh  I  gentle  child  1 
Thy  home  on  the  mountain  is  bleak  and  wild, 
A  ttraw-roofed  cabin  with  lowlj  wall — 
Mine  ii  a  fair  and  pillared  hall, 
Where  many  an  image  of  marble  gleams, 
And  the  sunshine  of  picture  for  ever  streams." 

**  Oh!  gnen  is  the  turf  where  my  brothers  play, 
Through  the  long  bright  hours  of  the  snmmemlay, 
They  find  the  red  cup-moas  where  they  climb, 
And  they  chase  the  bee  o'er  the  scented  thyme ; 
And  the  rooks  where  the  heath-flower  bkioms  they 

know — 
Zjady,  kind  lady,  oh  t  let  me  go.** 

"  Content  thee,  boy !  in  my  bower  to  dweD, 
Here  are  sweet  sounds  which  thou  lovest  well; 
Flutes  on  the  air  in  the  stilly  noon, 
Harpe  which  the  wandering  breezes  tune; 
And  the  silvery  wood-note  of  many  a  bird, 
Whose  toice  was  ne'er  in  thy  mountains  heard." 

"  My  mother  sings,  at  the  twilight's  fall, 
A  song  of  the  hills  far  more  sweet  than  all ; 
She  sings  it  under  our  own  green  tree, 
To  the  babe  half  slumbering  on  her  knee; 
I  dreamt  last  night  of  that  music  low- 
Lady,  kind  lady!  oh!  let  me  go.** 

"  Thy  mother  is  gone  from  her  cares  to  rest, 
8he  hah  taken  the  babe  on  her  quiet  breast ; 
Thou  wouldst  meet  her  footstep,  my  boy,  no  more, 
Nor  hear  her  song  at  the  cabin  door. 
—Come  thou  with  me  to  the  vineyards  nigh, 
And  we'll  pluck  the  grapes  of  the  richest  dye." 

"  Is  my  mother  gone  from  her  home  away? 
•  -But  I  know  that  my  brothers  are  there  at  play. 
I  know  they  are  gathering  the  foz-gbve's  bell, 
Or  the  long  fern-leaves  by  the  sparkling  well, 
Or  they  launch  thdr   boats  where  the  bright 

streams  flow — 
Lady,  kind  lady!  oh!  let  me  go." 

**  Fair  child !  thy  brothers  are  wanderen  now. 
They  sport  no  more  on  the  mountain's  brow, 
They  have  left  the  fern  by  the  spring's  green  side, 
And  the  streams  where  the  fairy  barks  were  tried. 
— Be  thou  at  peace  in  thy  brighter  lot. 
For  thy  cabin-home  is  a  lonely  spot." 

"  Are  they  gone,  all  gone  from  the  sunny  hilll 
—But  the  bird  and  the  blue-fly  rove  o'er  it  still, 
And  the  red-deer  bound  in  their  gladness  free, 
And  the  turf  is  bent  by  the  singing  bee, 
And  the  waten  leap,  and  the  ftesh  winds  blow— 
Lady,  kind  lady  I  oh!  let  me  go." 


THE  DEPARTED. 


"  Thau  ihalt  lie  down 


With  [Mtriarchs  oTUie  iofiuu  world— whh  Uiiffi^ 
The  powerful  of  the  ettnh--clw  win,  die  good, 
Fkir  format  and  hoaiy  ieen  ofagee  piMt, 
AU  io  oos  mighty  sepalehn.''^— 

Bryant 

And  shrink  ye  fVom  the  way 
To  the  spirit's  distant  shore  7 
Earth's  mightiest  men,  in  armed  array, 
Are  tliither  gone  before. 

The  warrior  kings,  whose  banner 
Flew  far  as  eagles  fly. 
They  are  gone  where  swords  avail  them  not, 
From  the  tsast  of  victory. 

And  the  seen,  who  sat  of  yore 
By  orient  palm  or  wave, 
They  have  passed  with  all  their  stany  loc»-* 
Can  ye  still  fear  the  gravel 

— We  fear,  we  fear! — the  sunshine 
Is  joyous  to  behold. 
And  we  reck  not  of  the  buried  kings, 
Or  the  awful  seers  of  old. 

Ye  shrink  !~the  bards  whose  lays 
-    Haye  made  your  deep  hearts  bum, 
They  have  left  the  sun,  and  the  voice  of  pnisi^ 
For  the  land  whence  none  return: 

And  the  lovely,  whose  memorial 
Is  the  verse  that  can  not  die. 
They  too  are  gone  witli  their  glorious  bloom 
From  the  gaze  of  human  eye. 

Would  ye  not  join  that  throng 
Of  the  earth's  departed  flowen. 
And  the  masters  of  the  mighty  song 
In  their  far  and  fiuleless  bowen? 

Those  songs  are  high  and  holy. 
But  they  vanquish  not  our  fear; 
Not  from  our  path  those  flowen  are  goiM-» 
We  fain  would  linger  here  I 

Linger  then  yet  awhile. 
As  the  last  leaves  on  the  bough ! 
— Ye  have  loved  the  gleam  of  many  a  smile 
That  is  taken  from  you  now. 

There  have  been  sweet  singing  vokses 
In  your  walks  that  now  are  still ;    * 
There  are  seats  left  void  in  your  earthly  homci» 
Which  none  again  may  fill. 

Soft  eyes  are  seen  no  more 
That  made  spring-time  in  your  heai  t ; 
Kindred  and  friends  are  gone  before.- 
And  ye  still  fear  to  parti 
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-  Wi>  fear  not  now,  we  fisar  not ! 
Though  the  way  through  darkn 
Our  iouIb  are  strong  to  follow  thentf 
Our  own  fiuniliarlnendal 


THE  BREEZE  FROM  LAND. 


"  Aa  whea  to  chem  who  mU 


Beyond  the  Cape  of  Hope,  and  now  are  part 

ModBBmblc,  cITat  sea  nonh-eaai  winds  Mow 

Babean  odoan  from  the  epicjr  ahore 

Of  Anby  the  Bleat;  with  such  delay 

WoD  pIcMBd  ihsy  dack  their  ooone,  and  many  a  league^ 

Ctsand  with  the  grateful  smel^  old  Ocean  amUe& 

ParadiMLo»L 


Jot  18  upon  the  lonely  seai^ 

When  Indian  forests  pour 
Forth  to  the  billow  and  the  breeze 

Their  fragrance  from  the  shore ; 
Joy,  when  the  soft  air's  glowing  sigh 
Beajs  on  the  breath  of  Aruby. 

Ohl  welcome  are  the  winds  that  tell 

A  wanderer  of  the  deep 
Where  far  away  the  jasmines  dwell, 

And  where  the  myrrh-trees  weep ! 
Blessed,  on  the  sounding  surge  and  foam, 
Are  tidings  of  the  dtiou's  home! 

The  sailor  at  the  helm  they  meet, 

And  hope  his  bosom  stin, 
Upspringing,  *midst  the  waves  to  greet 

The  fair  earth's  mewengers, 
That  woo  him,  from  the  mournful  main, 
Back  to  her  glorious  bowcra  again. 

They  woo  him,  whispering  lovely  tales 

Of  many  a  flowering  glade, 
And  fount's  briglit  gleam  in  island-vales 

Of  golden-fruited  shade ; 
Across  his  lone  ship's  wake  they  bring 
A  vision  and  a  glow  of  spring ! 

And  oh !  ye  masten  of  the  lay  I 
Come  not  e'en  thus  your  songs, 

Tnat  meet  us  on  life's  weary  way  • 
Amidst  her  toiling  throngs  1 

Ifes !  o'er  the  spirit  thus  they  bear 

A  current  of  celestial  air! 

Their  power  b  from  the  brighter  clime 

That  in  our  birth  hath  part. 
Their  tones  are  of  the  world  which  time 

Sears  not  within  the  heart ; 
rhey  tell  us  of  the  living  light 
In  its  green  plaoee  ever  bright. 


They  eall  us  with  a  voice  divine 

Back  to  our  early  love, 
Our  vows  of  youth  at  many  a  ehiiiie 

Whence  far  and  soon  we  ruve: 
— Wdcome,  high  thought  and  holy  stnln. 
That  make  us  Truth's  and  Heaven's  again  1* 


AN  HOUR  OF  ROMANCE. 

There  vrere  thick  leaves  above  me  and  areund, » 
And  tow  sweet  sighs,  like  those  of  childhood's  sleepy 
Amidst  their  dimness,  and  a  fitful  sound 
As  of  soft  showen  on  water— ^lark  and  deep 
Lay  the  oak  shadows  o'er  the  tuif,  so  stiU, 
They  seemed  but  pictured  glooms — a  hidden  rill. 
Made  music,  such  as  haunts  us  in  a  dream, 
Under  the  fern4ufls ;  and  a  tender  gleam 
Of  soft  green  light,  as  by  the  gbw-worm  shed. 
Came  pouring  through  the  woven  beecb-booghi 

down. 
And  steeped  the  magic  page  whernn  I  read 
Of  royal  chivalry  and  old  renown, 
A  tale  of  Paksdne.t-- Meanwhile  the  bee 
Swept  past  me  with  a  tone  of  summer  hours, 
A  drowsy  bugle,  wafting  thoughts  of  flowers, 
Blue  skies,  and  amber  sunshine — ^brightly  fiee^ 
On  filmy  wings  the  purple  dragon-fly 
Shot  glancing  like  a  fairy  javelin  by; 
And  a  sweet  voice  of  sorrow  told  the  dell 
Where  sat  the  lone  wood  pigeon. 

But  ere  long, 
All  sense  of  these  things  faded,  as  the  spell, 
Breathing  from  that  high  gorgeous  tale,  grew  strong 
On  my  chained  soul — 't  was  not  the  leaves  I  heard ; 
— A  Syrian  wind  the  lion-banner  stirred, 
Through  its  proud  floating  folds — 't  was  not  the 

brook, 
Singing  in  secret  through  its  grassy  glen — 
A  wikl  shrill  trumpet  of  the  Saracen 
Pealed  from  the  desert's  lonely  heart,  and  shook 
Thebumingair.— Likeclouds  when  winds  are  high. 
O'er  glittering  sands  flew  steeds  of  Araby, 
And  tents  rose  up,  and  sudden  lance  and  spear 
Flashed  where  a  fountain's  diamond  wave  lay  cloa^ 
Shadowed  by  graceful  palm-trees. — Then  the  shout 
Of  merry  England's  joy  swelled  freely  out, 
Sent  through  an  Eastern  heaven,  whose  glorious 

hue 

Made  shields  dark  mirrors  to  its  depths  of  blue; 
And  harps  were  there — I  heard  their  sounding 

strings, 
As  the  w>iste  echoed  to  the  mirth  of  kings 


Written  immediately  after  reading  the  "Remaits  oo 
the  Character  and  Writings  of  Milton,"  in  the  Chriaika  Bv 
aminer. 
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The  bright  maaqoe  faded — unto  life's  worn  track 
WhaX  called  me,  from  its  flood  of  glory,  back  1 
—A  voice  of  happy  childhood !— and  they  passed, 
Banner,  and  harp,  and  Paynim  trumpet's  blast — 
Vet  might  I  scanse  bewail  the  vision  gone, 
My  heart  so  leapt  to  that  sweet  laughter's  tone. 


EVENING  PRAYER  AT  A  GIRLS' 
SCHOOL. 


•K<m  hi  thy  yoath,  iMseech  of  Hlin, 

Wbo  givech,  upbnkling  noi, 
That  bis  lif  ht  In  ihjr  haait  become  not  dim, 

And  his  love  be  unfoisoi ; 
And  thy  God,  In  the  darkest  oT  daja^  will  be 
GrBenneai^  and  beamy,  and  etzengih  to  thee." 

Bernard  Barton. 


HcsB !  *t  is  a  holy  hour— the  quiet  room 

Seems  like  a  temple,  while  yon  soft  lamp  sheds 
A  fiuntand  starry,  radiance,  through  the  gloom 
And  the  sweet  stillness,  down  on  bright  young 
heads. 
With  all  their  clustering  locks,  untouched  by  care, 
And  bowed,  as  flowers  are  bowed  With  night— in 
prayer. 

Gaze  on,-^*t  is  lovely !— childhood's  lip  and  cheek, 
Mantling  beneath  its  earnest  brow  of  thought — 

Ghae->yet  what  seest  thou  in  those  fidr,  and  meek, 
And  fragile  things,  as  but  for  sunshine  wrought  1 

— Thou  seest  what  grief  must  nurture  for  the  sky, 

What  death  must  fashion  for  eternity ! 

Oh !  joyous  creatuns,  that  will  smk  to  rest, 
Lightly,  when  those  pure  orisons  are  done, 

As  birds  with  slumber's  honey-dew  oppressed, 
'Midst  the  dim  folded  leaves,  at  iet  of  sun— 

Lift  np  your  hearts !— though  yet  no  sorrow  lies 

Dark  in  the  summer-heaven  of  those  clear  eyes ; 

Though  fresh  within  your  breasts  th'  untroubled 
springs 

Of  hope  make  melody  where'er  ye  tread ; 
And  o'er  your  sleep  bright  shadows,  from  the  wings 

Of  spirits  visiting  bnt  youth,  be  spread ; 
Yet  in  those  flute-like  voices,  mingling  bw, 
b  woman's  tenderness — how  soon  her  wo ! 

Her  lot  is  on  you— silent  tears  to  weep. 

And  patient  smiles  to  wear  through  suffeiing*8 
hour, 
And  sumless  riches,  from  Afiection's  deep. 

To  pcH.tr  on  broken  reeds— a  wasted  shower  I 
And  to  make  idols,  and  to  fiijd  them  clay. 
And  to  bewail  that  worship—therefore  pray  I 
27 


Her  lot  is  on  you — ^to  be  found  untircd. 
Watching  the  stars  out  by  the  bed  of  pain, 

With  a  pale  cheek,  and  yet  a  brow  inspired. 
And  a  true  heart  of  hope,  though  hope  be  vain. 

Meekly  to  bear  with  wrong,  to  cheer  decay, 

And  oh!  to  lov^  through  all  things— therefore 
pray! 

And  take  the  thought  of  this  calm  vesper  time, 
With  its  low  murmuring  sounds  and  silvery 
light, 

On  through  the  dark  days  fading  from  their  prinke^ 
As  a  sweet  dew  to  keep  your  souls  fropi  blight. 

Earth  will  forsake— oh !  happy  to  have  given 

Th'  unbroken  heart's  first  fi^grance  unto  Heaven  I 


THE  INVOCATION. 

WRITTEN  AFTER  THE  DEATH  OP  A  tfl8TER-IN-LAW  • 

Answer  me,  burning  stars  of  night  I 

Where  is  the  spirit  gone, 
That  past  the  reach  of  human  sight. 

Even  as  a  breeze,  hath  flown  1 
— And  the  stars  answered  me — "  We  roll 

In  light  and  power  on  high. 
But,  of  the  never-dying  soul, 

Ask  things  that  can  not  die  I'[ 

Oh !  many  toned  and  chainleai  wind  I 

Thou  art  a  wanderer  free ; 
Tell  me  if  thou  its  place  canst  find, 

Far  over  mount  and  seal 
— And  the  wind  murmured  in  reply, 

"  The  blue  deep  I  have  crossed, 
And  met  its  barks  and  billows  high, 

But  not  what  thou  hast  lost!" 

Ye  clouds  that  gorgeously  repose 

Around  the  setting  sun, 
Answer !  have  ye  a  home  for  those 

Whose  earthly  race  is  run  1 
The  bright  clouds  answered—"  We  depait| 

We  vanish  from  the  sky; 
Ask  what  is  deathless  in  thy  heart 

For  that  which  can  not  die  1" 

Speak,  then,  thou  voice  of  God  within! 

Thou  of  the  deep  low  tone ! 
Answer  me  through  life's  restless  din, 

Where  is  the  spirit  flown  1 
-^And  the  voice  answered — "  Bo  thoa  still 

Enough  to  know  is  given ; 
Clouds,  winds,  and  stars  their  tasK  xulfil, 

ITiine  is  to  trust  in  Heaven  1" 
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LINES 

WRITTBN  fH  A  HBBUITAOB  ON  TBB  BBA-BBOBA. 

O  WANDERER !  would  thy  heart  forget 

E&ch  earthly  pawion  and  regret, 

And  woa'd  thy  wearied  spirit  riae 

To  commune  with  its  native  skies; 

Pause  for  awhile,  and  deem  it  sweet 

To  linger  in  this  calm  retreat ; 
And  give  thy  cares,  thy  griefe,  a  short  suspenso, 
Amidst  wild  scenes  of  lone  magnificence. 

Unmixed  with  aught  of  meaner  tone, 

Here  nature's  voice  is  lieard  alone : 

Whentlie  loud  storm,  in  wrathful  hour, 

Is  rushing  on  its  wing  of  power, 

And  spirits  of  the  deep  awake, 

And  surges  foam,  and  billows  break. 

And  rocks  and  ocean-caves  around, 

Reverberate  each  awful  sound ; 
That  mighty  voice,  with  all  its  dread  control, 
To  loftiest  thought  shall  wake  thy  thrilling  souL 

But  when  no  more  the  sea-winds  rave^ 
When  peace  is  brooding  on  the  wave, 
And  from  earth,  air,  and  ocean  rise 
No  sounds  but  plaintive  melodies: 
Soothed  by  their  softly  mingling  swell, 
As  daylight  bids  the  work!  farewell, 
The  rustling  wood,  the  dying  breew. 
The  faint,  low  rippling  of  the  seas, 
A  tender  calm  shall  steal  upon  thy  breast, 
A  gleam  reflected  from  the  leahns  of  rest. 

Is  thine  a^heart  the  world  hath  stung. 
Friends  have  deceived,  neglect  hath  wrung  t 
Hast  thou  some  grief  that  none  may  know^ 
Some  lonely,  secret,  wlent  wo  1 
Or  have  thy  fond  aifections  fled 
From  earth  to  slumber  with  the  dead  7 
Oh!  pause  awhile— the  world  disown. 
And  dwell  with  nature's  self  alone! 
And  though  no  more  she  bids  arise 
Thy  soul's  departed  energies, 
And  though  thy  joy  of  life  is  o'er, 
Beyond  her  magic  to  restore; 
Yet  shall  her  spells  o'er  every  passion  steal, 
And  sooth  the  wounded  heart  they  can  not  heal  / 


THE  DEATH-DAY  OP  KORNER .♦ 

A  eoNO  for  the  death-day  of  the  brave — 

A  song  of  pride! 
The  youth  went  down  to  a  hero's  grave. 

With  the  Swoid,  his  bride.t 


•  On  rattling  part  of  a  lellsr  from  K6ma'n  fUhet,  addnn- 
•dU>Mr.Richard90R,thflUUMlftiaroriui  works,  la  which 
he  speakB  of  '*  The  death-day  of  his  son." 

t  rice  Uie  Sword-wMiffi  composed  oo  the  morning  of  his 


He  went,  with  his  noMe  heart  unworn, 

And  pun,  and 'high, 
An  eagle  stooping  fipora  clouds  of  mom, 

Onlytodiel 

He  went  wkh  the  Lyre,  whose  k>fty  tone 

Beneath  his  hand 
Had  thrill'd  to  the  name  of  his  God  alone^ 

And  his  Father-land. 

And  with  all  his  glorious  feelings  yet 

In  their  first  glow. 
Like  a  southern  stream  that  no  frost  hath  m 

To  chain  its  flow. 

A  song  for  the  death-day  of  the  brave- 

A  song  of  pride ! 
For  him  that  went  to  a  hero's  grave, 

With  the  Sword,  his  bride. 

He  hath  left  a  voice  in  his  trumpet-lays 

To  turn  the  flight, 
And  a  guiding  spirit  for  after  days. 

Like  a  watch-fin's  light 

And  a  grief  in  his  father's  soul  to  rest, 

Midst  all  high  thought, 
And  a  memory  unto  his  mother's  breast, 

With  healing  fraught. 

And  a  name  and  fame  abpve  the  blight 

Of  earthly  breath, 
Beautiful-^beautiful  and  bright. 

In  life  and  death ! 

A  song  for  the  deathnlay  of  the  bra«»- 

A  song  of  prkle ! 
For  him  that  went  to  a  hero's  gnve, 

Whh  the  Sword,  his  bride! 


INVOCATION. 

HosHBD  is  the  world  in  night  and  sleep, 

Earth,  Sea, and  Air,  are  still  as  death; 

Too  rude  to  break  a  calm  so  deep, 

Were  music's  faintest  breath. 

Descend,  bright  Visions !  from  atrial  bowers, 

Descend  to  gild  your  own  soft,  silent  hours. 

In  hope  or  fear,  in  toil  or  pain, 
The  weary  day  have  mortals  past, 
Now,  dreams  of  bliss,  be  yours  to  reign. 
And  all  your  spells  around  them  east; 
Steal  ifrom  their  hearts  the  pang,  their  eyes  the  Imt 
And  lift  the  veil  that  hides  a  brighter  sphen. 
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Oh !  bear  your  ■ofteet  balm  to  thow, 

Who  fondly,  Tainly,  mourn  the  dead, 

To  them  that  world  of  peace  diacloee^ 

Where  the  bright  eoul  is  fled : 

Where  Love,  immortal  in  his  native  ctime, 

Shall  fear  no  pang  from  fate,  no  blight  from  time. 

Or  to  his  loved,  hm  distant  land, 

On  your  light  wings  the  exile  bear; 

To  feel  once  more  his  heart  expand. 

In  his  own  genial  mountain-air; 
Hear  the  wild  echoes  well-known  strains  repeat, 
And  bless  each  note,  as  heaven's  own  music  sweeL 

But  oh !  with  Fancy's  brightest  ray, 
Blest  dreams  t  the  bard's  repose  ilkune ; 
Bid  Ibrms  of  heaven  around  him  play, 
And  bowers  of  Eden  bloom ! 
And  waft  hi§  spirit  to  its  native  skies, 
Who  finds  no  charms  in  life's  italittesi 

No  voice  is  on  the  air  of  night, 
Through  folded  leaves  no  murmurs  creep, 
Nor  star  nor  moonbeam's  trembling  light 
Falls  on  the  placid  brow  of  sleep. 
Descend,  bright  visietts,  from  your  aivy  b#wer. 
Dark,  silent,  solemn,  u  your  &vonrite  hour. 


We  mourn  not  that  a  hero's  life. 
Thus  in  its  ardent  prime  should  ckMo; 
Hwlst  thou  but  fidlen  in  nobler  slrtfii, 
But  died  'midst  conquered  foes  I 

Yet  hast  thou  still  (though  victory's 
In  that  la>i  moment  cheered  thee  not) 
Left  GHory's  ide  another  name. 

That  ne'er  may  be  foigot: 
* 
And  nian;r  a  tale  of  triumph  won 
Shall  breathe  tha  name  in  Memory's  eo^ 
And  long  may  England  mourn  a  son 

WUhout  reproach  or /ear. 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  GENERAL  SIR 
£-D  P-K— M. 

Bbavc  spirit  I  mourned  with  fond  regret, 
Loet  in  life's  pride,  in  valour's  noon,    ' 
Oh  I  who  could  deem  thy  star  should  set 
So  darkly  and  so  soon? 

Fatal,  though  bright,  the  fire  of  mind, 
Which  marked  and  closed  thy  brief  career. 
And  the  fair  wreath,  by  Hope  entwined, 
Lies  withered  on  thy  bier. 

The  soldier's  death  hath  been  thy  doom, 
ThesokSei's  tear  thy  meed  shall  .be; 
Yd,  son  of  war!  a  prouder  tomb 

Might  Fate  have  reared  for  theei 

TTunt  ahoiildst  have  died,  O  high-sonlcd  chief ! 
In  those  bright  days  of  glory  fled, 
Wlien  triumph  so  prevailed  o'er  grief. 

We  scarce  could  mourn  the  dead. 

Noontide  of  fame!  each  tear-drop  then 
Was  worthy  of  a  warrior's  ifrave— 
yyhen  shall  afTection  weep  again 
So  proudly  o'er  th"^  brave  t 

There,  en  tiie  battle^fiekls  of  Spain, 
'Midst  RorcotvaJles'  pxrjntain-scene, 
Or  #p>  yittnria's  Uo^-ieil  plain, 

McH  had  thT  death-bed  been.  | 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OP  SIR  H— Y 
E— LL— S. 

WHO  FELL  IN  THE  BATTLE  Of  WATERLOO, 


^Ihppy  tra  they  who  die  in  thair  youth,  when  tfieir  i 
nown  is  ■nmnd  them.** 


Wekp'st  thou  for  him,  whose  doom  was 
On  England's  proadest  battle-field  1 
For  him,  the  lion-heart,  who  died. 
In  victoxy's  full,  resistless  tide? 

Oh !  mourn  him  not, 
By  deeds  like  his  that  field  was  won. 
And  Fate  could  yield  to  Valour's  son, 

No  brighter  lot 

He  heard  his  band's  exulting  cry, 
He  saw  the  vanquished  eagles  fiy; 
And  envied  be  his  death  of  fame. 
It  shed  a  sunbeam  o'er  his  name. 

That  nought  shall  dim- 
No  cloud  obscured  his  glory's  day. 
It  saw  no  twilight  of  decay — 

Weep  not  for  him! 

And  breathe  no  dirge's  plaintive  moan, 
A  hero  claims  far  lofUcr  tone! 
Oh!  proudly  should  the  war-song  sweD, 
Recording  how  the  mighty  fell 

In  that  dread  hour. 
When  England,  'midst  the  battle-storm, 
Th'  avenging  angel — ^reared  her  fi>im 

In  tenfold  power. 

Yet,  gallant  heart  I  to  swell  thy  praiM, 
Vain  were  the  minstrel's  noblest  Uys; 
Since  he^  the  soldier's  guiding-star. 
The  victor-chief,  the  lord  of  wsr. 

Has  owned  thy  faox): 
And  oh!  like  hu  approving  word. 
What  trophied  marble  could  record 

A  warrior's  famel 
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GUERILLA  SONG. 
Foonded  on  the  mory  related  of  the  Spanish  PfttrUx,  Mlna. 

Oh!  forget  not  the  hour,  when  through  forest  and 

vale. 
We  returned  with  our  chief  to  hb  dear  native  hills; 
Through  the  woody  Sierra  there  sighed  not  a  gale, 
And  the  moonbeam  was  bright  on  his  battlement- 
walls  J 
And  nature  lay  sleeping,  in  calmness  and  light, 
Round  the  home  of  the  valiant,  that  roae  on  our 
sight 

We  entcrod  that  home— all  was  loneliness  round. 
The  stillness,  the  darkness,  the  ])eace  of  the  grave ; 
Not  a  voice,  not  a  step,  bade  iu  echoes  resound, 
Ah!  such  was  the  welcome  that  waited  the  brave  1 
For  the  spoilers  had  passed,  like  the  poison-wind's 

breath, 
And  the  loved  of  his  bosom  lay  silent  in  death. 

Oh!  forget  not  that  hour— let  its  image  be  near, 
In  the  light  of  our  mirth,  in  the  dreams  of  our  rest, 
Let  its  tale  awake  feelings  too  deep  for  a  tear, 
And  rouse  into  vengeance  each  arm  and  each 

breast. 
Till  cloudless  the  dayspring  of  liberty  shine 
0*er  the  plains  of  the  olive,  and  hills  of  the  vine, 


THE  AGED  INDIAN. 

Warriors!  my  noon  of  life  is  post, 
The  brightneaeof  my  spirit  flown; 
I  crouch  before  the  wintry  blast. 
Amidst  my  tribe  I  dwell  alone; 
The  heroes  of  my  youth  are  fled, 
They  rest  among  the  warlike  dead. 

Ye  slumbcrers  of  the  narrow  cave ! 

My  kindrcd-<',hief8  in  days  of  yore. 

Ye  fill  an  unrememlwred  grave, 

Your  fame,  your  deeds,  are  known  no  more. 

The  records  of  your  wars  are  gone, 

Your  names  forgot  by  all  but  one. 

Soon  shall  that  one  depart  from  earth, 
To  join  the  brethren  of  his  prime: 
Then  will  the  memory  of  your  birth 
Sleep  with  the  hidden  things  of  time! 
With  him,  ye  sons  of  former  days! 
Fades  the  last  glimmering  of  your  praise. 

His  eyes  that  hailed  your  spirit's  flame. 
Still  kindling  in  the  combat's  shock, 
Have  seen,  since  darkness  veiled  your  fame, 
Sons  of  the  c^csert  and  the  rock  1 


Another,  and  another  race. 
Rise  to  the  battle,  and  the  chace 

Descendants  of  the  mighty  dead  I 
Fearless  of  heart,  and  firm  of  hand ! 
Oh  1  let  me  join  their  spirits  fled, 
Oh !  send  me  to  their  shadowy  land. 
Age  hath  not  tamed  Ontara*s  heart, 
He  shrinks  not  from  the  friendly  dait 

These  feet  no  more  can  chase  the  deer, 
The  glory  of  this  arm  is  flown— 
Why  should  the  feeble  linger  here, 
When  all  the  pride  o^  life  is  gone  1 
Warriors!  why  still  the  stroke  deny, 
Think  ye  Ontara  fears  to  diel 

He  feared  not  in  his  flower  of  days, 
When  strong  to  stem  the  torrent's  foree, 
When  through  the  desert's  pathless  roai^ 
His  way  was  as  an  eagle's  course ! 
When  war  was  sunshine  to  lus  sight, 
And  the  wild  hurricane,  delight  I 

Shall  then  the  warrior  tremble  fiotff? 
Now  when  his  envied  stroogth  ■  o'erl 
Hung  on  the  pine  his  idle  bow, 
Hb  pirogue  useless  on  the  shore  1 
When  death  hath  dimmed  fab  failing  eye, 
Shall  he,  the  jcyteas,  fear  todiel 

Sons  of  the  brave !  delay  no  mora. 
The  spiriU  of  my  kindred  call ; 
'T  b  4ut  on^  pnng,  and  all  b  o'er  I 
Oh!  bid  the  aged  cedaf  falll 
To  join  the  brethren  of  hb  prime, 
The  mighty  of  departed  time. 


EVENING  AMONGST  THE  ALPa 

Soft  skies  of  Italy!  how  richly  drert, 
SmUe  these  wild  scenes  in  your  purpurea!  glow; 
What  glorious  hues,  reflected  from  the  west, 
Fkiat  o'er  the  dwellings  of  eternal  snow  1 

Yon  torrent,  foaming  down  the  granite  steep, 
Sparkles  all  brilliance  in  the  setting  beam; 
Dark  glens  beneath  in  shadowy  beauty  sleep, 
Where  pipes  the  goatherd  by  hb  mountain-stream 

Now  from  yon  peak  departs  the  vivid  ray, 
That  still  at  eve  its  lofty  temple  knows; 
From  rock  and  torrent  fade  the  tints  away, 
And  all  b  wrapt  in  twilight's  deep  repose? 
While  through  the  pine-wood  gleams  th»  vesper- 

star, 
And  roves  the  Alpine  gale  o'er  Mlitadci  aAor. 
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DIRQE  OF  THE  HIGHLAND  CHIEF  IN 
••WAVERLEY." 

SoH  of  the  mighty  and  the  free  I 
High-minded  leader  of  the  brave! 
Was  it  Ibr  lofty  chief  like  thee, 

To  fill  a  nameless  gravel 
Oh !  if,  amidst  the  valiant  slain, 
The  warrior's  bier  hath  been  thy  lot. 
E'en  though  on  red  Culloden'a  plain. 

We  then  had  mourned  thee  not 

But  darkly  ckMed  thy  dawn  of  fame, 
That  dawn  whose  sunbeam  rose  so  fair; 
Vengeance  alone  may  breathe  thy  name, 

The  watchword  of  Despair! 
Yet  oh!  if  gallant  spirit's  power 
Had  e'er  enobled  death  like  thine, 
Then  gk)ry  marked  thy  parting  hour, 

Last  of  a  mighty  line ! 

O'er  thy  own  towers  the  sunshine  falls, 
But  can  not  chase  their  silent  gloom ; 
Those  beams,  that  gild  thy  native  walli*, 

Are  Bleeping  on  thy  tomb! 
Spring  on  thy  mountains  laughs  the  while, 
Thy  green  woods  wave  in  vernal  ur, 
But  the  kived  scenes  may  vainly  smile^ 

Not  e'en  thy  dust  is  there. 

On  thy  blue  hills  no  bugle^ound 
b  mingling  with  the  torrent's  roar, 
Unmarked  the  wild  deer  sport  around^ 

Thou  lead'st  the  chace  no  more ! 
Thy  gates  are  closed,  thy  halls  are  still, 
Those  halls  where  pealed  the  choral  strain, 
They  hear  the  wind's  deep  murmuring  thrill— 

And  all  is  hushed  again. 

No  banner  from  the  lonely  tower 
Shall  wave  its  blazoned  folds  on  high ; 
There  the  tall  grass  and  summer  flower, 

Unmarked  shall  spring  and  dio. 
No  moie  thy  herd,  for  other  ear. 
Shall  wake  the  harp  once  loved  by  thine— 
Hushed  be  the  strain  thou  canst  not  hear. 

Last  of  a  mighty  line. 


THE  CRUSADER'S  WAR  SONG. 

Chieftains,  lead  on  I  our  hearts  beat  high, 

Lead  on  to  Salem's  towers ! 
Who  would  not  deem  it  bliss  to  die. 

Slain  in  a  cause  like  oursi 
The  bravo  who  sleep  in  soil  of  thine, 
Lie  noteDtombed,  but  shrined,  O  Palestine; 
'  27* 


Souls  of  the  slain  in  holy  war! 

Look  from  your  sainted  rest! 
Tell  us  ye  rose  in  Glory's  car. 

To  mingle  with  the  blest ; 
Tell  us  how  short  the  death-pang's  power. 
How  bright  the  joys  of  your  immortal  bower. 

Strike  the  loud  harp,  ye  minstrel  train! 

Pour  forth  your  loftiest  lays; 
Each  heart  shall  echo  to  the  strain 

Breathed  in  the  warrior's  praise. 
Bid  every  string  triumphant  swell 
Th'  inspiring  sounds  Uiat  heroes  love  so  well 

Salem!  amidst  the  fiercest  hour 

The  wildest  rage  of  fight,  i 

Thy  name  shall  lend  our  falchions  power, 
And  nerve  our  hearts  with  might, 

Envied  be  those  for  thee  tJiat  fall, 

Who  find  their  graves  beneath  thy  sacred  wal 

For  them  no  need  that  sculptured  tomb 

Should  chronicle  their  fame, 
Or  pyramid  record  their  doom. 

Or  deathless  verse  their  name ; 
It  is  enough  that  dust  of  thine 
Should  shroud  their  forms,  O  blessed  Palestine! 

Cliieftains,  lead  on!  our  hearts  beat  high 

For  combat's  glorious  hour; 
Soon  shall  the  red-cross  banner  fly 

On  Salem's  lofUest  tower! 
We  bum  to  mingle  in  the  strife, 
Where  but  to  die  ensures  eternal  life. 


THE  DEATH  OF  CLANRONALD. 


It  wm  In  the  battle  of  SlierllTinoor  that  jroang  CbuiTcyAld 
fel!,  lending  on  tt)e  Higtilanden  of  the  right  wing.  His  doalh 
d^plrlted  the  ftasalkinta^  who  began  to  waver.  But  Glengary, 
chief  of  a  rival  branch  of  the  Oun  Colla,  started  from  the 
ranks,  and  waving  hn  bonnet  roand  his  head,  cried  ont,  <*To- 
day  for  revei^re,  and  to-morrow  lor  mourning  1"  The  High- 
landera  received  a  new  Impolsa  from  hb  wonb^  and,  chaiging 
with  redoubled  furj,  bore  down  an  before  thent-^ea  the 
Quaiterly  Review,  article  of  "Colloden  Fapera." 


I  Oh  !  ne'er  be  Clanronald  the  vafiant  forgot  t 
'  Still  feariess  and  first  in  the  combat  he  fell ; 
But  we  paused  not  one  tear-drop  to  shed  o'er  the 

spot. 
We  spared  not  one  moment  to  mmmur  "  Farewd!.' 
We  heard  but  the  battle-word  given  by  the  chief 
"  To  Jay  lor  revenge,  and  to-morrow  for  grief 
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And  wildly  Clannmald !  W0  tohoed  the  v^m, 
With  the  tear  on  our  cheek,  and  the  swonl  in  our 

hand; 
Vounj;  ton  of  the  brAte!  we  may  weep  ttft  thee 

now, 
For  well  has  thy  death  been  avenfed  by  thy  band, 
When  they  joined  in  wild  chonia  the  cry  of  the 

chief, 
"  TcKlay  for  revenge,  and  to-morrow  for  grief!" 

Thy  dirge  in  that  hour  was  the  buglers  wild  call, 
The  clash  of  the  claymoie,  the  shout  of  the  brave ; 
fiut  now  thy  own  bard  may  lament  for  thy  fiill. 
And  the  soft  voice  of  melody  sigh  o'er  thy  grave, 
While  Albyn  remembers  the  words  of  the  ehief, 
"  To-day  for  revenge,  and  to-morrow  for  grief !" 

Thou  art  fidlen,  O  fearless  one !  flower  of  thy  race! 
Descendant  of  heroes !  thy  glory  is  sot  I 
But  thy  kindred,  the  sons  of  the  battle  and  chase, 
Have  proved  that  thy  spirit  is  bright  in  them  yet! 
Nor  vainly  have  echoed  the  words  of  the  cliief, 
'*  To-day  for  revenge,  and  to-morrow  for  grief!" 


TO  THE  EYE. 

TifRONfi  of  expresnon!  whence  the  8{^rit*s  ray 
Pours  forth  so  oft  the  light  of  mental  day. 
Where  fancy's  fire,  affection's  melting  beam. 
Thought,  genius,  psasion,  reign  in  turn  sopiemc, 
And  many  a  foeling,  vroids  can  ne'er  impart, 
Finds  its  own  language  to  pervade  the  heart ; 
.  Thy  power,  bright  oib,  what  bosom  hath  not  fck. 
To  thrill,  to  rouse,  to  fascinate,  to  meltl 
And  by  some  spell  of  undefined  control, 
With  maguet^influence  touch  the  lecret  soul ! 

Light  of  the  features !  in  the  mom  of  youth 
Thy  glance  is  nature,  and  thy  language,  truth: 
And  ere  the  world,  with  all-corrupting  sway, 
Hath  taught  e'en  thee  to  flatter  and  betray, 
Th'  ingenuous  heart  forbids  thee  to  reveal, 
Or  speak  one  thought  that  interest  would  conceal; 
While  yet  thou  seero'st  the  cloudless  mirror,  given 
But  to  reflect  the  purity  of  heaven ; 
Oh  1  then  how  lovely,  there  unveiled  to  trace 
Th'  unsullied  biightness  of  each  mental  grace  I 

When  Geniue  lends  thee  all  his  living  light, 
Where  the  full  beams  of  intellect  unite. 
When  Love  iUuroes  thee  with  his  varying  ray. 
Where  tremliling  Hope  and  tearful  Rapture  play; 
Or  Pity's  melting  cloud  thy  Iwam  subdues, 
Tempering  its  lustre  with  a  vale  of  dews; 
StiU  does  thy  power,  whose  all^commanding  spell 
C4n  pioroe  ibe  masss  of  the  soul  so  well. 
Bid  somo  new  fiwling  to  existence  start} 
Frwn  its  deep  slumben  in  the  inmost  heart. 


And  oh !  when  thought,  in  ecstacy  sublimi, 
That  soam  triumphant  o'er  the  bounds  of  tiae^ 
Fires  thy  keen  glance  with  inspirutaon's  falaxe. 
The  light  of  heaven,  the  hope  of  nobler  days, 
(As  glorious  dreams,  for  utterance  far  too  high^ 
Flash  through  the  mist  of  dim  mortality;) 
Who  does  not  own,  that  through  thy  lightniiig 

beams 
A  flame  unquenchable,  unearthly,  streams? 
That  pure,  though  captive  efiluence  of  the  sky, 
The  vrsial-ray,  tHe  spark  that  can  not  die; 


THE  HERO'S  DEATH. 

Lipk's  parting  beams  were  in  his  eye, 
Life's  closing  accents  on  his  tongue, 
When  round  him,  pAling  to  the  sky. 

The  shout  of  victory  rung  I 
Then,  ere  his  gallant  spirit  fled, 
A  smile  so  bright  illumed  hli  face— 
Oh !  never,  of  the  light  it  shed, 

Shalt  memory  lose  a  trace  t 

His  was  a  death,  whose  rapture  high 
Transcended  all  that  life  could  ytdd ; 
riis  warmest  prayer  was  so  to  die^ 

Ontheiedbattle-fleM! 
And  they  may  fed,  who  tove  him  most, 
A  pride  so  hdy  and  so  pure-* 
Fate  hath  no  power  o'er  Chose  who  boast 

A  treasure  thus  secure  I 


STANZAS 

ON  TBI  LATR  NATIONAL  CALAMITY,  TifX  DKATBOf 
THE  PRINCESS  CRARLOTTB. 


"neiMl  now  compoiioni  son  ktaotrs  ds  toot  es  ^so 
peut  imaglner  de  plus  glorieax^— ->lje  paM  ec  Is  pit«mi 

I  noaa  garantinoient  I'avenlr ^Telle  tok  I'^^rtabla  »■• 

toire  qm  noss  faitloni;  ec  pour  achsver  oes  noblei  projel^  B 
D'y  avoit  que  la  daree  de  aa  vie ;  doot  noua  oe  croyoni  psi 
devoir  im  ea  pbine,  car,  qui  edt  pa  aenleiiMm  penmr,  qw 
leaannteseuMBOtdu  maoqiMff  A  sa  Jauini  qd  ambloilii 

TiTST*— fiWfWSC 

L 

Marked  ye  the  mingling  of  the  city's  throi:|r. 
Each  mien,  each  glance,  with  ezpectatiou  bright! 
Prepare  the  pageant  and  the  choral  song. 
The  pealing  chimes,  the  blaze  of  festal  light ! 
And  hark!  what  rumor's  gathering  sound  is  nigtk) 
It  is  the  voice  of  joy,  that  murmur  deep  1 
Away,  be  hushed  I  ye  sounds  of  revelry! 
Back  to  your  homes,  ye  multitudes,  to  weep! 
Weep!  for  the  storm  halh  o'er  us  darkly  past, 
And  England's  royal  flower  is  broken  by  the  bla«i 
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Wai  It  ft  dream  1  so  sudden  and  to  dread 
That  awful  fiat  o'er  oar  eenaes  came ! 
So  loved,  80  blest,  w  that  young  spirit  fled, 
WhoM  early  grandeur  promised  years  of  fame  7 
Oh !  when  hath  life  possessed,  or  death  destroyed 
More  lovely  hopes,  more  cloudlessly  that  smiled  1 
When  hath  the  spoiler  ^^  «>  ^^^^  ^  ^<>i^  i 
For  all  is  lost^the  mother  and  her  child  I 
Our  morning-star  hath  vanished,  and  the  tomb 
Throws  its  deep-lengthened  shade  o*er  distant  years 
tooome. 

IIL 
Angel  of  Death !  did  no  presaging  ngn 
Announce  thy  coming,  and  thy  way  prepare  1 
No  warning  voice,  no  harbinger  was  thine, 
Danger  and  fear  seemed  past— but  thou  wert  there ! 
Prophetic  sounds  along  the  earthquake's  path 
Foretell  the  hour  of  Nature's  awful  throes ; 
And  the  volcano^  ere  it  burst  in  wrath, 
Sends  forth  some  herald  from  tU  dread  repose : 
But  tkoUf  dark  Spirit !  swift  and  unforeseen, 
Cam'st  like  the  lightning's  flash,  when  heaven  b 
all  serene. 

IV. 

And  she  is  gone — the  royal  and  the  young, 
In  soul  commanding  and  in  heart  benign ; 
Who  from  a  race  of  Kings  and  Heroes  sprung, 
Glowed  with  a  spirit  lofty  as  her  line. 
Now  may  the  voice  she  loved  on  earth  so  well, 
Breathe  forth  her  name,  unheeded  and  in  vain; 
Nor.  can  those  eyes  on  which  her  own  would  dwell, 
Wake  from  that  breast  one  sympathy  again: 
The  ardent  heart,  the  towering  mind  are  fled, 
Yet  shall  undying  love  still  linger  with  the  dead. 

V. 

Oh!  many  a  bright  existence  we  have  seen 
Cloenched  in  the  glow  and  fulness  of  its  prime ; 
And  many  a  cherished  flower,  ere  now,  hath  been 
Crept,  ere  ite  leaves  were  breathed  upon  by  time. 
Wo  have  lost  Heroes  in  their  noon  of  pride. 
Whose  fields  of  triumph  gave  them  but  a  Uer ; 
And  we  have  wept  when  soaring  Genius  died. 
Checked,  in  the  glory  of  his  mid  career ! 
But  here  our  hopes  were  centred — all  is  o'er, 
All  thought  in  this  absorbed— she  was^^nd  is  no 

9l 


VI. 

We  watched  her  childhood  from  its  earliest  hour, 
From  every  word  and  look  bleat  omens  caught ; 
While  that  young  mind  developed  all  its  power, 
And  rose  to  energies  of  loftiest  thought 
On  her  was  fixed  the  Patriot's  ardent  eye, 


One  hope  still  bloomed — one  vuta  still  was  fair ; 
And  when  the  tempest  swept  the  troubled  sky, 
She  was  our  dayspring — all  was  cloudless  Mere  t 
And  oh !  how  lovely  broke  on  Fngland's  gaze, 
E'en  through  the  mbt  and  storm,  the  light  of  dh 
tantdays. 

VII. 

Now  hath  one  moment  darkened  fbtufe  ftfon^ 
And  changed  the  track  of  ages  yet  to  bel — 
Yet,  mortal !  'midst  the  bftterness  of  tean. 
Kneel,  and  adore  th'  inscrutable  decree  I 
Oh !  while  the  clear  perspective  smiled  in  figtrt. 
Wisdom  should  Men  have  tempered  hope^  excess. 
And,  lost  One !  when  we  saw  thy  lot  so  bright, 
We  might  have  trembled  at  its  loveliness: 
Joy  is  no  earthly  flower->nor  framed  to  bear, 
In  its  exotic  bloom,  life's  cold,  ungenial  air. 

VIII. 
All  smiled  around  thee— Youth,  and  Lofu^  ttid 

Praise, 
Hearts  all  devotion  and  all  truth  Were  tldne' 
On  thee  was  riveted  a  nation's  gaze. 
As  on  some  radiant  and  unsullied  shrine. 
Heiress  of  empires !  thou  art  passed  away, 
Like  some  fair  vision,  that  arose  to  throw, 
O'er  one  brief  hour  of  life,  a  fleeting  ray. 
Then  leave  the  rest  to  solitude  and  wo ! 
Oh !  who  shall  dare  to  woo  «uch  dreams  again ! 
Who  hath  not  wept  to  know,  that  tears  for  tbe* 

were  vaini 

IX. 
Yet  there  is  one  who  loved  thee— and  whose  sod 
With  mild  affections  natute  formed  to  melt ; 
His  mind  hath  bowed  beneath  the  stern  control 
Of  many  a  grief— but  thU  shall  be  unfeltl 
Yean  have  gone  by — and  given  his  honoured  head 
A  diadem  of  snow— iiis  eye  is  dim — 
Around  him  Heaven  a  solemn  cloud  hath  spread, 
The  past,  the  future,  are  a  dream  to  him  1 
Yet  in  the  darkness  of  his  fate,  alone 
He  dwells  on  earth,  while  thou,  in.life's  full  pride, 
art  gone  1 


The  Chastener's  hand  is  on  us— we  may  weep^ 
But  not  repino— fbr  many  a  storm  hath  past, 
And,  piUowed  on  her  own  majestic  deep, 
Hath  England  slept,  unshaken  by  the  blasts 
And  war  hath  raged  o'er  many  a  distant  plain, 
Trampling  the  vine  and  olive  in  his  path ; 
While  she^  that  regal  daughter  of  the  main, 
Smiled,  in  serene  defiance  of  his  wrath  1 
As  some  proud  summit,  mingling  ^**h  the  sky 
Hears  calmly  far  below  the  thunders  i  Jl  and  4fe 
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—..  A  cloud  hange  o'er  U8— "  the  brighi  daj  u  done,"* 

t  And  with  a  lather's  hopes,  a  nation's  fled. 
Her  vo'ice  hath  been  tli'  awakencr— and  her  name,  ^„j  ^e,  the  choMsn  of  thy  youthful  breast, 
The  gathering  word  of  nations—in  her  might        i  whose  soul  with  thine  had  mingled  every  thought^ 
And  aU  the  awful  beauty  of  her  fame,  ;  jj^^  ^j^jj  ^i^^  e„ly,  fond  aflbcUons  bl^ 

Apart  she  dwelt,  in  solitary  light.  i  l©^  ^{  ,  ^^j  ^^^  ,11  tliinga  jovely  fraught; 

High  on  her  cliffs,  alone  and  firm  she  stood,  .  y^^^^  ^^  ^  j^^^  to  his  eye,  that  earth, 

Fixing  the  torch  upon  her  beacon-tower;  I  Which  but  retains  of  thee  the  memory  of  thy 

That  torch,  whose  flame,  far  streaming  o'er  the,         worth *> 

flood, 
Hath  guided  Europe  through  her  darkest  hour!-''  XVl. 

Away,  vain  dreams  of  gtory  I— in  the  dust  q,^  j  ^^^^  ^  ^^^  g,^  „,t,,„  ^  intense, 

Be  hombled,  ocean-queen!  and  own  thy  sentence  y^,^^  ^^  ^^^  shock  but  stupefies  the  soul; 

i«"**  I  Nor  hath  the  fragile  and  o'erlaboured  sense 

^11  Strength  e'en  to  feel  at  once  their  dread  control 

.     ,^.  .   1.1,       ,  But  when 't  is  past,  that  still  and  speechless  how 

Harkl  twas  the  death-beU's  note!  which,fuU  and  ^^^^^  ^^  ^^^^^^  ^„j  ^^  ^^^  ^^^^ 

^^9*  .     .  ;  Then  the  roused  mind  awakes^  with  tenfold  power, 

Unmixed  with  aught  of  less  majestic  tone,  j  .j.^  ^^  ^^j^^  ^^  ^^  ^^^ , 

While  all  the  murrauw  of  existence  sleep,  ^^  deaih-like  torpor  vanished-*nd  its  doom. 

Swells  on  the  stUlness  of  the  air  alone !  ^  ,j.^  ^^  ^^  ^^^  j^^  ^^  ^.^  H^^  ^j  ^^^^j^^ 

Silent  the  throngs  that  fill  the  darkened  street,  bbom. 


Silent  the  slumbering  Thames,  the  lonely  mart; 
And  all  is  still,  where  countless  thousands  meet. 
Save  the  full  throbbing  of  the  awe-struck  heart  I 
All  deeply,  strangely,  fearfully  serene, 


XVII 

And  such  kU  lot,  whom  thou  hast  loved  and  left 
Spirit!  thus  early  to  thy  home  recalled! 


As  in  each  ravaged  homo  th'  avenging  ono  Jiad  g^  ^^^^  ^j^  heart,  of  hope  and  thee  bereft, 

been.  I  a  warrior's  heart!  by  danger  ne'er  appalled, 

^jj.  I  Years  may  pass  on— and,  as  thejr  roll  along, 

Mellow  those  pangs  which  now  his  bosom  rend  - 
The  sun  goes  down  in  beauty— his  farewell,  ^^j  jj^  ^nc^  ^ore,  with  life's  unheeding  throng 

Unlike  the  world  he  leaves,  is  calmly  bright;  ■  ^^j^  though  alone  in  soul,  in  seeming  blend; 

And  his  last  mellowed  rays  around  us  dwell,  I  yet  still,  the  guardian-angel  of  his  mind, 

Lingering,  as  if  on  scenes  of  young  delight.  ;  ^^^^  ^y  j^^^  im^^j  dwell,  in  Memory's  tenpto 

They  smile  and  fade— but,  when  the  day  b  o'er,  shrined. 

What  slow  procession  moves,  with    measiirod  vtrtiT 

tread  1—  ^^"^• 

Lo!   those  who  weep,  with  her  who  weeps  no  Yet  must  the  days  be  long  ere  time  shall  steal 

more,  i  Aught  from  his  grief,  whose  spirit  dwells  with 

A  solemn  train — ^tho  mourners  and  the  dead!         {         thee; 

While,  throned  on  high,  the  moon's  untroubletl  ray  Qnce  deeply  bruised,  the  heart  at  length  may  heal, 
Looks  down,  as  earthly  hopes  are  passing  thus  But  all  it  was— oh !  never  more  shall  be — 

away.  The  flower,  the  leaf,  o'erwhelmed  by  winter-snow, 

2tjy  Shall  spring  again,  when  beams  and  showers  »• 

1         turn; 
But  other  light  is  in  that  holy  pile,  .pj^^  f^^j  ^.j^e^l^  again  with  health  may  glow. 

Where,  in  the  house  of  silence,  kings  repose;  ^^^  ^j^^  ^j^  ^^^  ^i^jj  |jfp»,  ^^^j^  radiance  bum; 

There,  through  the  dim  arcade,  and  pillared  aisle,  g^  ^^  ^^^  freshness  of  the  mind's  young  bloom, 
The  funeral-torch  its  deep-red  radiance  throws.  q^^  j^^^  revives  alone  in  worlds  beyond  the  UoOk 
There  pall,  and  canopy  and  sacred  strain,  ^ 

And  all  around  the  stamp  of  wo  may  bear ;  j  XIX. 

But  Grief,  to  whose  full  heart  those  forms  are  vain,  g^^  thou— thine  hour  of  agony  is  o'er. 
Grief  unexpressed,  iMisoothed  by  thein— is  there.     ^^^  ^j^y  ^^f  ^^^  j^  brilliance  hath  been  run. 
No  darker  hour  hath  Fate  for  him  who  mourns,     wiiib  faith,  tliat  bids  fond  nature  grieve  no  mora, 
Than  when  the  all  he  loved,  as  dust  to  dust,  ro-  ^^^^  ^j^^  ^jj^  crown— though  not  on  earth— H 

turns.  -o«. 


XV  -" '" 

'^  '  *  •  "The  bright  day  Is  done, 

We  mourn— but  not  thy  fate,  departed  One  I  And  we  are  fiir  the  dark. 
W#  pity—but  the  living,  not  tlie  dead ; 
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Thoa,  of  the  world  00  early  left,  hast  knovrn 
Nought  but  the  bloom  and  sanshine— and  for  thee, 
Child  of  propitious  stars!  for  thee  alcne, 
The  coarse  of  love  ran  smooth,*  and  brightly 

free — 
Not  long  inieh  Miss  to  mortal  conld  be  given, 
It  is  enough  for  earth,  to  catch  one  glimpse  of 

heaven. 

XX. 

What  though,  ere  yet  the  noonday  of  thy  &mo 
Rose  in  ite  glory  on  thine  England's  eye, 
The  gravels  deep  shadows  o'er  thy  spirit  eame? 
Ours  is  that  loss— '•nd  thou  wert  blest  to  diet 
Thou  might'st  have  lived  to  dark  and  evil  years, 
To  mourn  thy  people  changed,  thy  skies  o'ercast ; 
But  thy  spring-mom  was  all  undimmed  by  tears, 
And  thou  wert  loved  and  cherished  to  the  last  I 
And  thy  young  name,  ne'er  breathed  in  ruder  tone, 
Thw  dying,  thou  hast  left  to  love  and  grief  alone. 

XXL 
Daughter  of  Kings!  fimm  that  high  sphere  k)ok 

down. 
Where  still  in  hope,  affection's  thoughts  may  rise; 
Where  dimly  shines  to  thee  that  mortal  crown, 
Which  earth  di9piayed  to  chum  thee  from  the  skies. 
Look  down!  and  if  thy  spirit  yet  retain 
Memory  of  aught  that  once  was  fondly  dear, 
Soothe,  though  unseen,  the  hearts  that  mourn  in 

vain, 
And,  in  their  hours  of  kmeliness— be  near ! 
Blest  was  thy  lot  e'en  here— and  one  faint  sigh, 
Oh !  tell  those  heazta,  hath  made  that  bliss  eternity ! 
Abr.23,1817. 


BELSHAZZAR'S  FEAST.t 

T  WAS  night  in  Babylon :  yet  many  a  beam, 
Of  lamps  far-glittering  from  her  domes  on  high, 
Shone,  brightly  mingling  in  Euphrates'  stream. 
With  the  clear  stars  of  that  Chaldean  sky. 
Whose  azure  knows  no  cloud :— each  whispered 

sigh 

Of  the  soft  night-breeze  through  her  terrace- 
bowers 
Bore  deepening  tones  of  joy  and  melody. 
O'er  an  illumined  wilderness  of  flowers; 
And  the  glad  city's  voice  went  up  from  all  her 
towers. 
But  prouder  mirth  was  in  the  kingly  hall. 
Where,  'midst  adoring  slaves,  a  gorgeous  band 
High  at  the  stately  midnight  festival, 
Bekhazzar   sat   enthroned.— There  Luxury's 


•  <'Tho  ooune  of  mis  love  never  did  ivq  smooth." 
Shak$pean, 
f  Originally  publUbedfaiKi*  Tauiob  BalAle's  coHeaion  «< 
pDems  from  tlvtaig  A  ik^n. 


Had  showered  around  all  treasures  that  expand 
Beneath  the  burmng  East ;— all  gems  that  pour 
The  sunbeams  back;— all  sweets  of  many  a  land, 
Whose  gales  waft  incense  from  their  spicy  shore, 
-But  mortal  pride  looked  on,  and  still  demanded 
more. 

With  richer  zest  the  banquet  may  be  fraught, 
A  loftier  theme  may  swell  th'  exulting  strain! 
The  Lord  of  nations  spoke, — and  forth  were 

brought 
The  spoils  of  Salem's  devastated  fane : 
Thrice  holy  vessels ! — pure  from  earthly  stain, 
And  set  apart,  and  sanctified  to  Him, 
Who  deigned  within  the  oracle  to  reign. 
Revealed,  yet  shadowed ;  making  noonday  dim. 
To  that  most  glorious  cloud  between  the  Cheru- 
bim. 

They  came,  and  louder  pealed  the  voice  of  song. 
And  pride  flashed  brighter  from  the  kindling 

eye. 
And  He  who  sleeps  not  heard  th'  elated  throng 
In  mirth  that  plays  with  thnnderliolts,  defy 
The  Rock  of  Zion!— Fill  the  nectar  high, 
High  in  the  cups  of  consecrated  gold ! 
And  crown  the  bowl  with  garlands,  ere  they  die, 
And  bid  the  censers  of  the  Temple  hold 
Offerings  to  Bab^rs  gods,  the  mighty  ones  of  old ! 

Peace  l-^is  it  but  a  ]^antom  of  the  brain. 
Thus  shadowed  forth  the  senses  to  appal, 
Yon  fearful  vision  1— Who  shall  gaze  again 
To  search  iU  cause  1— Along  the  illumined  wall, 
Startling,  yet  riveting  the  eyes  of  all, 
Darkly  it  moves,— a  hand,  a  human  hand. 
O'er  the  bright  lamps  of  that  resplendent  hall 
In  silence  tracing,  as  a  mystic  wand. 
Words  all  unknown,  the  tongue  of  some  far  dis- 
tant land. 

Theis  ate  pale  cheeks  around  the  regal  board, 
And  quivering  lips  and  whispers  deep  and  few, 
And  fitful  starts !— the  wine  in  triumph  poured, 
Untasted  foams,  the  song  hath  ceased  to  flow. 
The  waving  censer  drops  to  eartlv— and  k> ! 
The  King  of  Men,  the  Ruler,  girt  with  might, 
Trembles  before  a  shadow!— Say  not  so! 
—The  child  of  dust,  ^ith  guilt's  forebodinK 
sight. 
Shrinks  from  the  Dread  Unknown,  th'  avengui^ 
Infinite! 

But  baste  ye !— bring  Chakiea's  gifted  seeis, 
The  men  of  presdence!— haply  to  their  eyes, 
Whitih  track  the  future  through  the  loUiny 

spheres, 
Yon  niy*^  «gn  '^f  'P^^  '^^  prophecies. 
They  come— the  readers  of  the  miAnlght  skirs. 
They  that  give  voice  to  visiiite— but  in  vaiul 
Still  wiept  in  ebuds  the  awful  secret  lies. 
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It  hath  no  language  'mickt  the  stany  train, 
Barth  naa  no  gifted  tongue  Heaven's  mysteries  to 
explain. 

Then  stood  forth  one,  a  child  of  other  sifes, 
And  other  inspiratioa ! — One  of  those 
Who  on  the  willows  bung  their  captive  lyres, 
And  sat,  and  wept,  where  Babel's  river  flows. 
His  eye  was  bright,  and  yet  the  deep  repose 
Of  his  pale  features  half  o'erawed  the  mind. 
And  imaged  forth  a  soul,  whose  joys  and  woes 
Were  of  a  loftier  stamp  than  aught  assigned 
To  earth ;  a  being  sealed  and  severed  from  man- 
kind. 

Yes! — what  was  earth  to  him,  whose  spirit 

passed 
Time's  utmost  bounds! — on  whose  unshrinking 

sight 
Ten  thousand  shapes  of  burning  glory  cast 
Their  full  resplendence  ? — Majesty  and  might, 
Were  in  his  dreams ; — for  him  the  veil  of  light 
Shrouding  heaven's  inmost  sanctuary  and  throne. 
The  curtain  of  th'  unutterably  bright 
Was  raiseil ! — to  him,  in  fearfuJ  splendour  shown, 
Ancient  of  days!  e'en  thou  mad'st  thy  dread  pre> 

senoe  known. 

He  spoke : — the  shadows  of  the  things  to  come 
Tassed  o'er  his  soul : — "  O  King,  elate  in  pride ! 
(rod  hath  sent  forth  the  writing  of  thy  doom, 
The  one,  the  living  Grod,  by  thee  defied! 
He  in  whose  balance  earthly  lords  are  tried. 
Hath  weighed,  and  found  thee  wanting.    'T  is 

decreed 

The  conqueror's  hands  thy  kingdom  shall  divide, 
The  stranger  to  thy  throne  of  power  succeed! 
The  days  are  full,  they  come ; — the  Persian  and 

theMede!" 

There  fell  a  moment's  thrilling  silence  round, 
A  breathless  pause !  the  hush  of  hearts  that  beat 
And  Bmbs  that  quiver: — ^is  there  not  a  sound, 
A  gathering  cry,  a  tread  of  hurrying  feet? 
--'T  was  but  some  echo,  in  the  crowded  street, 
Of  fiir-heard  revelry;  the  shout,  the  song, 
The  measured  dance  to  music  wildly  sweet, 
That   speeds   the  stars   their  joyous  course 
along  ;^ 
Away!  not  let  a  dream  disturb  the  festal  throng! 

Peace  yet  again ! — Hark !  steps  in  tumult  flying. 
Steeds  rushing  on  as  o'er  a  battle-field ! 
The  shout  of  hosts  exulting  or  defying, 
The  press  of  multitudes  that  strive  or  yield! 
Aiul  the  loud,  startling  clash  of  spear  and  shield, 
Sudden  as  earthquake's  burst! — ^and,  blent  with 


The  last  wild  shriek  of  those  whose  doom  is 

sealed 
In  tneir  full  mirth !  -^all  deepening  on  the  bieexe, 
A«  the  long  stormy  roar  of  iaisMlvancuig  seasl 


And  nearer  yet  the  trumpet's  blast  is  swelling^ 
Loud,  shrill,  apd  savage,  drowning  every  ciyl 
And  lo!  tlie  spoiler  in  the  regal  dwelling, 
Death  bursting  on  the  halls  of  revelry! 
Ere  on  their  brows  one  fragile  rose-leaf  die, 
The  sword  hath  raged  through  joy's  devoted 

train. 
Ere  one  bright  star  be  faded  from  the  sky, 
Red  flames,  like  banners,  wave  from  dome  and 

fane, 
Eminre  is  lost  and  won,  Belshaaar  with  the  slain. 

Fallen  is  the  goklen  city !  in  the  dust 
Spoiled  of  her  crown,  dismantled  of  her  state, 
She  that  hath  made  the  Strength  of  Towem 

her  trust, 
Weeps  by  her  dead,  supremely  desolate! 
She  that  beheld  the  nations  at  her  gate, 
Thronging  in  homage,  shall  be  called  no  more 
Lady  of  kingdoms! — ^Who  shall  mourn  her 

fate? 
Her  guilt  is  full,  her  march  of  triumph  o'er;^ 
— ^What  widowed  land  shall  now  her  widowhood 
deplore  7 

Sit  thou  in  silence!   Thou  that  wert  enthnmed 
On  many  waters !  thou  whose  augurs  read. 
The  language  of  the  planets,  and  disowned 
The  mighty  name  it  blazons ! — Veil  thy  head, 
Daughter  of  Babylon!  the  sword  is  red 
From  thy  destroyers'  harvest,  and  the  yoke 
Is  on  thee,  O  most  proud ! — for  thou  hast  said, 
"I  am,  and  none  beside!"— Th'  Eternal  spoke, 
Thy  glory  was  a  spoil,  thine  idol-gods  were  biokei. 

But  go  thou  forth,  O  Israel!  wake!  rejoice ! 
Be  clothed  with  strength,  as  in  thine  ancwnft 

day! 
Renew  the  sound  of  harps,  th'  exulting  voice, 
The  mirth  of  timbrels! — loose  the  chain,  and 

say 
Grod  hath  redeemed  Ids  people  !^finom  decay 
The  nlent  and  the  trampled  shall  arise; 
— Awake ;  put  on  thy  beautifrd  array, 
Oh  long-forsaken  Zion !  to  the  skies 
Send  up  on  every  wind  thy  choral  melodies! 

And  lift  thy  head ! — ^Behold  thy  sons  returning. 
Redeemed  from  exile,  ransomed  from  the  chain  I 
Light  hath  revisited  the  house  of  mourning; 
She  that  on  Judah's  mountains  wept  in  Tain 
Because  her  children  were  not--dweIls  again 
Oirt  with  the  bvelyl-— through  thy  atieets  onoo 

more. 
City  of  Qod!  shall  pass  the  bridal  train, 
And  the  bright  lamps  their  festive  radlaom 
pour, 
And  the  triumphal  hymns  the  Jqy  of  youth  i»> 
store! 
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THE  CHIEFTAIN'S  SON. 

Yes,  it  is  oars! — the  field  is  won, 

A  dark  and  evil  field  1 
Lift  from  the  groand  my  uoblo  son, 
And  bear  him  homewards  on  his  bloody  shield  I 

Let  me  not  hear  yoar  trumpets  ring, 

Swell  not  the  battle-horo ! 
Thonghte  far  too  sad  those  notes  will  bring, 
When  to  the  grave  my  glorious  flower  is  borne! 

Speak  not  of  victory !— in  the  name 

There  is  too  modi  of  wo! 
Hashed  be  the  empty  voice  of  Fame- 
Call  me  back  his  whose  graceful  head  is  low. 

Speak  not  of  victory!— from  my  halls 

The  sunny  hour  is  gone ! 
The  ancient  banner  on  my  walls 
Must  sink  ere  k>ng— I  had  but  him— but  onel 

Within  the  dwelling  of  my  sires 

The  hearths  will  soon  be  cold, 
With  me  must  die  the  beaoon-fires 
That  streamed  at  midnight  fW>m  the  mountain- 
hold. 

And  let  them  fade,  since  thU  must  be, 

My  lovely  and  my  brave! 
Was  thy  bright  blood  poured  forth  for  me, 
And  is  there  but  fi>r  sfatcly  youth  a  grave 7 

Speak  to  me  once  again,  my  boy  I 

Wilt  thou  not  hear  my  call  7 
Thou  wert  so  full  of  life  and  joy, 
I  had  not  dreampt  of  ^Ait— that  thou  couldst  fall! 

Thy  mother  watches  from  the  steep 

For  thy  returning  plume ; 

How  shall  I  tell  her  that  thy  sleep 

Is  of  the  silent  house,  th'  untimely  tomb7 

Thou  didst  not  seem  as  one  to  die, 
With  all  thy  young  renown! 
— Ye  saw  his  &fehion's  fiash  on  high, 
In  the  mid-fight,  when  spears  and  crests  went 
down! 

Slow  be  your  march !— the  field  is  won  I 

A  dark  and  evil  field  I 
Lift  fiom  the  ground  my  noble  son. 
And  bear  him  homewards  on  his  bloody  shield. 


THE  TOMBS  OP  PLAT^A. 

FROM  A  PAINTIKQ  BT  WILLIAMS. 

And  there  they  sleep !— the  men  who  stood 

In  arms  before  tli'  exulting  sun. 

And  bathed  their  spears  in  Persian  blood, 


They  sleep ! — th'  Olympic  wreaths  are  dead, 
Th'  Athenian  lyres  are  bushed  and  gone ; 
The  Dorian  voice  of  song  is  fled — 
-Slumber,  ye  mighty!  slumber  deeply  on ! 

They  sleep,  and  seems  not  all  around 
As  hallowed  unto  glory's  tomb  7 
Silence  is  on  the  battle  ground. 
The  heavens  are  loaded  with  a  breathless  gloom. 

And  stars  are  watching  on  their  height, 
But  dimly  seen  through  mist  and  doud, 
And  still  and  solemn  is  the  light 
Which  folds  the  plain,  as  with  a  glimmAig shroud. 

And  thou,  p&le  nightrqueen!  here  thy  beams 
Are  not  as  those  the  shepherd  loves, 
Nor  look  they  down  on  shining  streams. 
By  Naiads  haunted,  in  their  laurel  groves: 

Thou  seest  no  pastonl  hamlet  sleep. 
In  shadowy  quiet,  'midst  its  vines ; 
No  temple  gleaming  from  the  steep, 
'Midst  the  gray  olives,  or  the  mountain  pines : 

But  o'er  a  dim  and  boundless  waste. 
Thy  rays,  e'en  like  a  tomb-lamp's,  brood, 
Where  man's  departed  steps  are  traced 
But  by  his  dust,  amidst  the  solitude. 

And  be  it  thus !— What  slave  shall  tread 
O'er  freedom's  ancient  battle-plains 7 
Lc  t  deserts  wrap  the  glorious  dead, 
When  their  bright  Und  aits  weeping  o'er  her 
chains : 

Here,  where  the  Perrian  clarion  rung. 
And  where  the  Spartan  sword  flashed  high, 
And  where  the  Piean  strains  were  sung, 
From  year  to  year  swelled  on  by  liberty ! 

Here  should  no  voiee,  no  sound,  be  heard, 
Until  the  1)onds  of  Greece  be  riven. 
Save  of  the  leader's  charging  word, 
Or  the  shrill  trumpet,  pealing  up  through  heaven! 

Rest  in  your  silent  homes,  ye  brave  I 
No  vines  festoon  your  lonely  tree  !* 
No  harvest  o'er  your  war-fields  wave. 
Till  rushing  winds  proclaim — tlw  'and  is  fieeel 


THE  VIEW  PROM  CASTRL 

FROM  A  PlINTINO  BT  WILLIAMS. 

There  have  been  bright  and  glorious  pageant* 

here, 
Wliere  now  gray  stones  and  moss-erowncolamns 

Be; 


And  taught  the  earth  how  finedom  might  be  won.  tan. 
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There  have  been  wofds,  which  eaith  gfew  pale 

to  hear, 
Breathed  from  the  cavern's  miety  ehamben  nigh: 
Theie  have  been  voioee,  through  the  tunny  tky, 
And  the  pine-woods,  their  choral  hymn-notes 

fending, 
And' reeds  and  lyres,  their  Dorian  melody, 
With  tncense-clouds  around  the  temple  blending, 
And  throngs,  with  kurel-boughs,  before  the  altar 

bending. 

There  have  been  treasures  of  the  seas  and  isles 
Brought  ^  the  day-god's  now  forsaken  throne : 
Thunders  have  pealed  along  the  rock-defiles,  . 
When  the  fiur-echoing  battle-fanm  made  known 
That  foes  wen  on  their  way!— the  deep-wind's 


Hath  chilled  the  invader's  heart  with  secret  fear. 
And  from  the  Sibyl-grottocs,  wild  and  lone, 
Storms  have  gone  forth,  which,  in  their  fierce 


From  hb  bold  hand  have  struck  the  banner  and 
the  spear. 

The  fehriiM  hath  sttnk !— bo<  thou  unchanged 

art  them! 
Mountof  the  voice  and  vision,  robed  with  dreams! 
Unchanged,  and  rushing  through  the  radiant  air. 
With  thy  dark-waving    pines,  and   flashing 

streams, 
And  all  thy  founts  of  song !  their  bright  course 

teems 
With  inspiration  yet ;  and  each  dim  haze, 
Or  golden  cloud  which  floats  around  thee,  seems 
As  with  its  mantle,  veiUng  from  our  gaxe 
The  myateriefl  of  the  past,  the  gods  of  elder  days! 

Away,  vain  phantasies  I— doth  less  of  power 
Dwell  round  thy  summit,  or  thy  cliffs  invest. 
Though  in  deep  stillness  now,  the  ruin's  flower 
Wave  o'er  the  pillars  mouldering  on  thy  breast  1 
— Lift  through  the  free  blue  heavens  thine  arrowy 

crestl 
Let  the  great  rocks  their  solitude  regain ! 
No  Delphian  lyres  now  break  thy  noontide  rest 
With  their  ftiU  chords :— -but  silent  be  the  strain ! 
i'hou  hast  a  mighder  voiee  to  speak  th'  Eternal's 
isign!* 


THE  FESTAL  HOUR. 

Whbk  aia  the  leiBons  given 
That  ahake  the  staxtled  e«rth  1— When  wakes  the 

foe, 
While  the  £nend  ale^!— When  Calls  the  traitor's 
blow? 
When  are  proud  sceptres  riven. 


TUi^  iMk  the  pemdiflg,  and  wveni  of  tfas  fiiUowlog 
siaoM^  havsappisnd  In  ihs  Bdlnbaiyh  Migarinw, 


High  hopes  overthrown ! — It  is,  when  lands  rejoice 
When  cities  blaae,  and  lift  th'  exulting  voice. 
And  wave  their  banners  to  the  kindling  heaven ' 

Fear  ye  the  festal  hour ! 
When  mirth  o'erflows,  then  tremble  !~T  was  a 

night 
Of  gorgeous  revel,  wreaths,  and  dance,  and  Hgbt, 

When  throi^h  the  regal  bower 
The  trumpet  pealed,  ero  yet  the  song  was  done, 
And  there  were  shrieks  in  golden  Babylon, 
And  trampling  armies,  ruthless  in  their  power. 

The  marble  shrines  were  crowned : 
Young  voices,  through  the  blue  Athenian  sky, 
And  Dorian  reeds,  made  summer-melody. 

And  censers  waved  around ; 
A  nd  lyres  were  strung,  and  bright  ttbatbns  poured, 
When,  through  the  streets,  flashed  out  the  aveng- 
ing sword, 
FearlesB  and  firee,  the  sword  with  myrtles  bound  *** 

Through  Rome  a  triumph  passed. 
Rich  in  her  sun-god's  mantling  beams  went  by 
That  long  array  of  glorious  pageantry. 

With  shout  and  trumpet-blaat 
An  empire's  gems  their  starry  splendor  shed 
O'er  the  proud  march;  a  king  in  chains  was  led 
A  stately  victor,  crowned  and  robed,  came  last  t 

And  many  a  Dryad's  bower 
Had  lent  the  laurels,  which  in  waving  play. 
Stirred  the  warm  air,  and  glistened  round  his  way, 

As  a  quick-flashing  shower. 
— O'er  his  own  porch,  meantime,  the  cypress  hang, 
Through  his  fair  halls  a  cry  of  anguish  rung — 
Wo  for  the  dead !— the  father's  broken  flower ! 

A  sound  of  lyre  and  song, 
In  the  still  night,  went  floating  o'er  the  Nile, 
Whose  waves,  by  many  an  old  mysterious  pile, 

Swept  with  that  voice  along ; 
And  Umps  were  shining  o'er  the  red  wine's  ibam, 
Where  a  chief  revelled  in  a  monarch's  done, 
^nd  fresh  rose-garlands  decked  a  glittering  thfong. 

'T  was  Antony  that  bade 
The  joyous  chords  ring  out! — ^but  strains  arose 
Of  wilder  emen  at  the  banquet's  close  I 

Sounds  by  no  mortal  madet 
Shook  Alexandria  through  her  streets  that  night, 
And  passed — and  with  another  sunset's  light. 
The  kingly  Roman  on  his  bier  was  laid. 

*  The  amosd  of  Haimodliak 

t  PuduifmiUui^  one  of  whoas  loni  died  a  few  dtys  b»> 
Ibn,  and  anoiher  riionly  ato;  his  nfamph  oo  the  oonqiMst 
of  Mscwinn,  wfasn  Benma^  Mvg  of  thai  eoumiy,  was  lad  In 


t  See  the  description  giren  by  Plutarch,  in  hb  life  of  Ao. 
tony,  of  the  sttpainauiia]  aoundi  heard  In  cheiinetBaf  Akx 
aoMiS  the  mght  Mte  AMsnf^deMk 
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Bright  'inicltft  its  vineyards  lay 
The  fair  Campanian  city  *  with  its  towen 
And  temples  'gleaming  through  dark  olWe-bowen, 

Clear  in  the  golden  day ; 
Joy  was  around  it  as  the  glowing  sky, 
And  crowds  had  filled  its  halls  of  revelry, 
And  all  the  sonny  air  was  music's  way. 

A  cloud  came  o'er  the  face 
Of  Italy's  rich  heaven ! — its  crystal  blue 
Was  changed,  and  deepened  to  a  wrathful  hue 

Of  night,  o'ershadowing  space, 
As  with  the  wings  of  death!— in  all  his  power 
Vesuvius  woke,  and  hurled  the  burning  shower, 
And  who  could  tell  the  buried  city's  place  7 

Such  things  have  been  of  yore, 
In  the  gay  regions  where  the  citrons  blow, 
And  purple  summers  all  their  sleepy  glow 

On  the  grape^^lusters  pour; 
And  where  the  palms  to  spicy  winds  are  waving. 
Along  clear  seas  of  melted  sapphire,  laving, 
As  with  a  flow  of  light,  their  southern  shore. 

Turn  we  to  other  climes ! 
Far  in  the  Druid-Isle  a  feast  was  spread, 
'Midst  the  rock-altars  of  the  wanior^ad,t 

And  ancient  battle-rhymes 
Were  chanted  to  the  harp  •,  and  yellow  mead 
Went  flowing  round,  and  tales  of  martial  deed, 
And  lofty  songs  of  Britain's  elder  time. 

But  ere  the  giant-fane 

Cast  its  broad  shadows  on  the  robe  of  even, 

Hushed  were  the  bards,  and,  in  the  face  of  Heaven, 
O'er  that  old  burial-plain 

Flashed  the  keen  Saxon  dagger! — Blood  was 
streaming, 

Where  late  the  mead-cup  to  the  sun  was  gleam- 
ing, 

And  Britain's  hearths  were  heaped  that  night  in 
vain. 

For  they  returned  no  more! 
They  that  went  forth  at  mom,  with  reckless  heart. 
In  that  fierce  banquet's  mirth  to  bear  their  part ; 

And  on  th^  rushy  floor, 
And  the  bright  epears  and  bucklers  of  the  walls. 
The  high  wood-fires  were  blazing  in  their  halls ; 
But  not  for  them — ^they  slept — tiicir  feast  was  o'er ! 

Fear  ye  the  festal  hour ! 
Ay,  tremble  when  the  cup  of  joy  o'erflowsf 
Tame  down  the  swelling  heart! — the  bridal  rose, 

A.nd  the  rich  myrtle's  flower 


*  IleFculanesro,  of  which  it  to  related,  that  all  the  Inha- 
bitants were  aasembled  in  the  theatres,  when  the  shower  of 
ariiea,  whicti  covered  the  city,  descended. 

1  Sionehenge,  nid  by  some  traditions  to  have  been  erected 

to  the  memory  of  Ambrosltu^  en  eorly  BritMi  king;  and  by 

ethere,  mentioned  as  a  monumental  reoord  of  the  msincra  of 

British  chiefs  hers  alluded  ta 

R 


Have  veiled  the  sword  1— Red  wines  have  sparkled 

fast 
From  venomed  goblets,  and  soft  breeRs  paesed, 
With  fatal  perfume,  through  the  revel's  bower. 

Twine  the  young  glowing  v^reathl 
But  pour  not  all  your  spirit  in  the  song. 
Which  through  the  sky's  deep  azure  floats  along, 

Like  summer's  quickening  breath  1 
The  ground  is  hollow  in  the  path  of  mirth, 
Oh !  far  too  daring  seems  the  joy  of  earth, 
So  darkly  pressed  and  girdled  in  by  death! 


SONG  OP  THE  BATTLE  OF  MOR- 
GARTEN. 


'  In  the  year  131fi^  Swiixsrland  was  invaded  by  Dake  Lea> 
pold  of  Austria,  with  a  formidable  army.  It  bi  well  ottestedL 
that  thto  prince  repeatedly  declared  he  'would  trample  tha 
audacious  nistica  under  his  fbet;*  and  that  he  had  proearad  a 
large  atocic  of  cordage,  fat  the  purpose  of  binding  tlieir  chiefs 
and  putting  them  to  death. 

"  The  15th  October,  1316^  dawned.  Hm  sun  dartad  hs  fln< 
raya  on  the  ahielda  and  armour  of  the  advancing  boat;  and 
this  being  the  first  army  ever  known  to  have  attempted  the 
rrcmtiera  of  the  cantons,  the  Swiaa  viewed  ha  long  line  with 
various  emotions.  Montfort  de  Tettnang  led  the  cavalry  into 
the  narrow  pass,  and  soon  filled  the  whole  space  between  the 
mountain  (Mount  Sattet)  and  the  lakai  Th» flAy  men  on  the 
eminence  (above  Mocgarten)  raised  a  sudden  riioui,  and  rolled 
down  heaps  of  rocka  and  atones  among  the  crowded  ranks. 
The  confederates  on  die  mountain,  perceiving  the  Imprearion 
made  by  this  attack,  rushed  down  in  dose  array,  and  fell  upon 
(he  flank  of  the  dimrdcred  column.  With  massy  ciubs  they 
daaihed  in  pieces  the  armour  of  the  enemy,  and  dealt  thdr 
blowa  and  thrusts  with  long  pikeai  The  narrowness  of  ths 
defile  adipitted  of  no  evoluiion^  and  a  dight  fhat  having  to- 
jured  the  road,  the  borsfv  wore  Impeded  in  all  their  maions; 
many  leaped  into  the  lake;  ail  were  startled ;  and  at  last  the 
whole  column  gave  way,  and  fell  suddenly  back  on  the  In- 
fantry ;  and  these  last,  aa  the  nature  of  the  country  did  not 
allow  them  to  open  their  fliee^  were  ran  ovsr  by  the  fugltivei^ 
and  many  of  them  trampled  to  death.  A  general  rout  ensued, 
and  Duke  Leopold  waa^  wHh  much  diflieuky,  lesraad  by  a 
peasant,  who  led  him  to  Winterthur,  when  the  hiatoriaD  or 
the  times  saw  him  arrive  in  the  evening,  pale,  aullen,  and  dls> 
nuiyed."~P2an(a'«  History  of  the  Ildvetic  Confederal, 

The  wine-month*  shone  in  its  golden  prime, 

And  the  red  grapes  clustering  hung, 
But  a  deeper  sound  through  the  Switzer's  dime. 
Than  the  vintage  mtksic,  rung. 
.    A  sound,  through  vaulted  cave^ 
A  sound,  through  echoing  glen 
Like  the  hollow  swell  of  a  rushing  wave ; 
— 'T  was  the  tread  of  steel-girt  men. 

And  a  trumpet,  pealing  wild  and  far, 
^Midst  the  ancient  rocks  was  blown. 

Till  the  Alps  replied  to  that  voice  of  Wdr, 
With  a  thousand  of  their  own. 


fRii«-inon(A,  the  German  name  lor  Octdbsi. 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


90B 


MRS.  HEMANS'  WORKS. 


And  through  the  Ibreit  gloom 
Flashed  helmeU  to  the  day, 
And  the  winds  were  tossing  knightly  plaxnes, 
Like  the  laich-boughs  in  their  play. 

In  Hash's*  wilds  there  waa  gleaming  stee^ 

As  the  hoft  of  the  Austrian  paSMd ; 
And  the  Schreckhom'st  rocks,  with  a  aavagfc  peal, 
Made  mirth  of  his  clarion's  blast. 
Up  'midst  the  Righit  snows 
The  stormy  march  was  heard, 
With  thecharger'a  tramp,  whence  fire-sp&rks  rose. 
And  the  leader's  gathering  word. 

Bnt  a  bend,  the  noblest  band  of  all, 

Through  the  rude  Morgarten  strait. 

With  bUxoned  atreameis  and  lances  tall, 

Moved  onwards,  in  princely  state. 

They  came  with  heary  chains 

For  the  race  despised  so  long — 

—But  amidst  his  Alp-domains, 

The  herdsman's  arm  is  strong  I 

The  sun  was  reddening  the  clouds  of  mom 

When  they  entered  the  rocknlefile, 
And  shrill  as  a  joyous  hunter's  horn 
Their  bugles  rung  the  while. 
But  on  the  misty  height, 
Where  the  mountain-people  stood, 
There  was  stillness,  as  of  night, 
When  storms  at  distance  brood. 

There  was  stillness,  as  of  deep  dead  night, 

And  a  pause— but  not  of  fear, 
While  the  Switzen  gaicd  on  the  gathering  might 
Of  the  hostile  shield  and  spear. 
On  wound  those  columns  bright 
Between  the  lake  and  wood, 
But  they  looked  not  to  the  misty  height 
Where  the  mountain -people  stood. 

The  pass  was  filled  with  their  serried  power, 

All  helmed  and  mail-arrayed, 
And  their  steps  had  sounds  like  a  thunder-shower 
In  the  rustling  forest-shade. 
There  were  prince  and  crested  knight, 
Hemmed  in  by  cliff  and  flood, 
When  a  shout  arose  from  the  misty  height 
Where  the  mountain-people  stood; 

And  the  mighty  rocks  came  bounding  down, 

Their  startled  foes  among, 
With  a  joyous  whiri  from  the  summit  thrown-^ 
Ohl  the  herdsman's  arm  is  strong  1 


'  iladi,  a  wild  diatria  In  the  canton  of  Berne. 
T  Schreckhom,  the  peak  of  terror^  a  mauntain  in  the  can 
vm  of  Hems. 
t  Righi,  a  mountaJn  In  the  canton  of  Bchwyts. 


They  came,  like  lauwinc*  hurled 

From  Alp  to  Alp  in  play^ 
When  the  echoes  shout  through  the  inow|' 

world. 
And  the  pines  are  borne  away. 

The  fir-woods  crashed  on  the  mountaiD-nide, 

And  the  Switzen  rushed  from  high. 
With  a  sudden  charge,  on  the  flower  and  priJo 
Of  the  Austrian  chivalry : 
Like  hunteiiB  of  the  deer. 
They  stormed  the  narrow  dell, 
And  first  in  the  shock,  with  Uri's  spear. 
Was  tbe  arm  of  William  TclLt 

There  was  tumult  in  the  crowded  strait, 

And  a  cry  of  wild  dismay, 
And  many  a  warrior  met  his  fate 
From  a  peasant's  hand  that  day! 
And  the  empire's  banner  then,  ^ 

From  its  place  of  waving  free. 
Went  down  before  the  shepherd-men, 
The  men  of  the  Forestrsea.t 

With  their  pikes  and  massy  clubs  they  brake 

The  cuirass  and  the  shield, 
And    the  war-horse  dashed    to   the   reddening 
lake. 
From  the  reapers  of  the  field ! 
The  field — but  not  of  sheaves^ 
Proud  crests  and  pennons  lay 
Strewn  o'er  it  thick  as  the  birch-wood  leaves 
In  the  autumn-tempest's  way. 

Oh!  the  sun  in  heaven  fierce  havoc  viewed, 

When  the  Austrian  turned  to  fly. 
And  the  brave,  in  the  trampling  multitude, 
Hod  a  fearful  death  to  die! 
And  the  leader  of  the  war 
At  eve  unhelmed  was  seen, 
With  a  hurrying  step  on  the  wilds  afar, 
And  a  pale  and  troubled  mien. 

But  the  sons  of  the  land  which  ihe  freeman  tills, 

Went  back  from  the  battle-toil, 
To  their  cabin-homes  'midst  the  deep  green  hills, 
All  burdened  with  royal  spoil. 
There  were  songs  and  festal  firej 
On  the  soaring  Alps  that  night, 
When  children  sprung  to  greet  their  sires. 
From  the  wild  Morgarten  fight. 


*  Lautoinc,  the  Swiss  name  for  the  BvmLinche. 
t  William  Tail's  name  is  particularly  menlioneil  auiunc.* 
the  confederates  ai  Morgarten. 
;  FWeet-eeOf  the  lake  of  the  four  cantons  is  alaosocalladL 
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CHORUS. 

TKANSLAT£I>  FROM  MANZONl'f  '  COMTS  DI 
CABMAOKOLl.' 

HiRx!  from  the  right  bants  forth  a  trompet's 

■ounU I 
A  toud  shrill  trumpet  from  the  left  replies! 
On  every  side,  hoarse  echoes  from  the  ground, 
To  the  quick  tramp  of  steeds  and  warrion  rise, 
Hollow  and  deep : — and  banners  all  around, 
Meet  hostile  banneri  waving  through  the  skies. 
Here  steel-clad  bands  in  maishalled  order  shine, 
And  there  a  host  confronts  their  glittering  line. 

Lo !  half  the  field  already  from  the  sight 
Hath  vanished,  hid  by  closing  groups  of  foes ! 
Swords  crossing  swords^  flash  lightning  o^er  the 

fight, 
And  the  strife  deepens,  and  the  life-blood  flows ! 
—Oh!  who  are  these? — What  stranger  in  hit 

might 
Comes  bunsting  on  the  lovely  land's  repose  1 
What  patriot  hearts  have  nobly  vowed  to  save 
Their  native  soil,  and  make  its  dust  their  grave  1 

One  race,  alas1  these  foes,  one  kindred  race, 
Were  born  and  reared  the  same  bright  scenes 

among ! 
The  stranger  calls  them  brothers — and  each  face 
That  brotherhood  reveals ; — one  common  tongue 
Dwells  on  their  lips; — the  earth  on  which  ye  trace 
Their  heart's  blooJ,  is  the  soil  from  whence  they 

sprung. 
One  mother  gave  them  birth — this  chosen  land, 
Girdled  with  Alps  and  seas,  by  Nature's  guardian 

hand. 

Oh,  grief  and  horror ! — Who  the  first  could  dare 
Against  a  brother's  breast  the  sword  to  wield  1 
What  eause  unhallowed  and  accursed,  declare  1 
Hath  bathed  with  carnage  this  ignoble  field? 
-Think'st  thou  they  know?>-they  but  inflict  and 

share 
Misery  and  death,  the  motive  unrevealed  ! 
Sold  to  a  leader,  sold  himself  to  die, 
With  him  they  strive,  they  fall — and  ask  hot  why. 

But  are  there  none  who'  love  them? — Have  they 

none, 
No  wives,  no  mothers,  who  might  rush  between. 
And  win  with  tears  the  husband  and  the  son. 
Back  to  their  homes  from  this  polluted  scene  ? 
And  they,  whose  hearts,  when  life's  bright  day  is 

done, 
Unfold  to  thoughts  more  solemn  and  serene, 
Thoughts  of  the  tomb ;  why  can  not  they  assuage 
The  stornis  of  passbn  with  the  voice  of  age? 


Ask  not ! — the  peasant  at  his  cabin-door 
Sits,  calmly  pointing  to  the  distant  cloud 
Which  skirts  th'  horizon,  menacing  to  pour 
Destruction  down,  o'er  fields  he  hah  not  ploughed. 
Thus,  where  no  echo  of  the  baUle's  roar, 
Is  heard  afar,  e'en  thus  the  reckless  crowd 
In  tranquil  safety  number  o'er  the  slain, 
Or  tell  of  cities  burning  on  the  plain. 

There  mayst  thou  mark  the  boy,  with  earnest  gaze, 
Fixed  on  his  mother's  lips,  intent  to  know. 
By  nameft  of  insult,  those,  whom  future  days 
Shall  see  him  meet  in  arms,  their  deadliest  (be ! 
There  proudly  many  a  glittering  dame  displays 
Bracelet  and  zone,  with  radiant  gems  that  gbw, 
By  husbands,  lovers,  home  in  triumph  borne, 
From  the  sad  brides  of  fallen  warriors  torn. 

Wo  to  the  victors  and  the  vanquished !  Wo! 
The  earth  is  heaped,  is  loaded  with  the  slain, 
Loud  and  more  loud  the  cries  of  fury  grow, 
A  sea  of  blood  is  swelling  o'er  the  plain ! 
But  from  th*  embattled  front,  already,  lol 
A  band  recedes — ^it  flies — all  hope  b  vain, 
And  venal  hearts,  despairing  of  the  strife, 
Wake  to  the  love,  the  clinging  love  of  life. 

As  the  light  grain  disperses  in  the  air, 
Borne  from  the  winnowing  by  the  gales  around, 
Thus  fly  the  vanquished,  in  their  wild  despair, 
Chased — severed — scattered^-o'er  the   ample 

ground. 
But  mightier  bands,  that  lay  in  ambush  there. 
Buret  on  their  flight — ai^   hark  1  the  deepening 

sound 
Of  fierce  pursuit! — still  nearer  and  more  near. 
The  rush  of  war-steeds  trampling  in  the  rear  I 

The  day  is  won ;— they  fall— disarmed  they  yielii, 
Low  at  the  conqueror's  feet  all  suppliant  lying! 
'Midst  shouts  of  victory  pealing  o'er  the  field, 
Oh !  who  may  hear  the  murmurs  of  the  dying? 
— Haste  t  let  the  tale  of  triumph  be  revealed  I 
E'en  now  the  courier  to  his  steed  Is  flying, 
He  spurs— he  speeds — with  tidings  of  the  day. 
To  rouse  up  cities  in  |iis  lightning  way. 

Why  pour  ye  thus  from  your  deserted  homes, 
Oh,  eager  multitudes!  around  him  pressing? 
Elach  hurrying  where  his  breathless  courser  foams, 
Each  tongue,  each  eye,  infatuate  hope  confessing  t 
Know  ye  not  whence  th'  ill-omened  herald  comes, 
And  dare  ye  dream  he  comes  with  words  of  bless- 
ing? 
—Brothers,  by  brothers  slain,  lie  low  and  cold- 
Be  ye  content!  the  glorious  tale  is  told. 

i  I  hear  the  voice  of  joy,  th*  exulting  cry! 
I  They  deck  the  shrine,  they  swell  the  choral  strains, 
E*en  now  the  homicides  assail  the  sky 
i  With  psans,  which  indignant  Heaven  disdains - 
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Bui,  from  the  aoaring  Alpi,  tbe  stranger's  eye 
Looks  watchful  down  on  our  ensanguined  plains^ 
And  with  the  cruel  rapture  of  a  foe, 
Numbers  the  mighty,  stretched  in  death  bebw. 

Haste!  form  your  lines  again,  ye  brave  and  true! 
Haste,  haste!  your  triumphs  and  your  Joys  sus- 
pending! 
Th'  invader  comes;  your  banners  raise  anew, 
Rush  to  the  strife,  your  country's  cause  defenfUng  I 
Victors!  why  pause  ye  1— Are  ye  weak  and  fewl 
Ay,  such  he  deemed  you  1  and  for  thit  descending, 
He  waits  you  on  the  field  ye  know  too  well, 
The  same  red  war  field  where  your  brethren  felL 

Oh!  thou  devoted  land!  that  canst  not  rear 
In  peace  thine  offspring ;  thou,  the  lost  and  won, 
The  fair  and  fatal  soil,  that  dost  appear 
Too  narrow  still  for  each  contending  son; 
Receive  the  stranger,  in  his  fierce  career. 
Parting  thy  spoils! — thy  chastening  is  begun  [ 
And,  wresting  from  thy  chiefs  the  guardian  sword, 
Foes  whom  thou  ne'er  hadst  wronged,  sit  proudly 
at  thy  board. 

Are  these  infatuate  tool  Oh!  who  hath  known 
A  people  e'er  by  guilt's  vain  triumph  blest? 
The  wronged,  the  vanquished,  suffer  not  alone. 
Brief  is  the  joy  that  swells  th'  oppressor's  breast. 
What  though  not  yet  his  day  of  pride  be  flown. 
Though  yet  Heaven's  vengeance  spare  his  tower- 
ing crest, 

Well  hath  it  marked  him — and  ordained  the  hour 
When  his  last  sigh  shall  own  its  mightier  power. 

Are  we  not  creatures  of  one  hand  divine  1 
Formed  in  one  mould,  to  one  redemption  borni 
Kindred  alike,  where'er  our  skies  may  shine. 
Where'er  our  sight  first  drank  the  vital  moriil 
Brothers !  one  bond  around  our  souls  should  twine, 
And  wo  to  him  by  whom  that  bond  is  torn! 
Who  mounts  by  trampling  broken  hearts  to  earth, 
Who  beats  down  spirits  of  immortal  birth ! 


Gorsedd,  or  the  stone  of  assembly),  in  the  centre 
Tbe  sheathing  of  a  swoid  upon  this  stone  was  the 
ceremony  which  announced  the  opening  of  a  Cfor 
9edd,  or  meeting.  The  bardi  always  stood  in  Iheii 
uni-eolopred  robes,  with  Ikeir  beads  and  feet  un-' 
covered,  within  the  circle  of  federation. — See 
OlMtt't  Tran$tation  t\f  the  Heroie  Elegies  qf 
Ltyvoare  Hen, 


THE  MEETING  OP  THE  BARDS. 

WRITTEN    FOR    AK  EISTEDDVOD,   OR   MECTIMO   OP 
WRLSn  BARU8. 

Held  in  Lfmdon,  May  22c2,  18S32. 

The  Oorseddau,  or  meetings  of  the  British 
bards,  were  anciently  ordained  to  be  held  in  the 
open  air,  on  some  conspicuous  situation,  whilst  the 
sun  was  above  the  horizon ;  or,  according  to  the 
expression  employed  on  these  occasions,  "in  the 
ftu  e  of  the  sun,  and  in  the  eye  of  light."  The 
I'liaces  set  apart  for  this  purpose  were  marked  out 
by  a  circle  of  stones,  called  the  circle  of  federation. 
I'be  presiding  banl  stood  on  a  large  stone  (Maen 


Wbexe  met  our  baxds  of  ddl-^the  gloriont 

throng. 
They  of  the  mountain  and  the  battle-song  1 
They  met-H>hI  not  in  kingly  hail  or  bower, 
But  where  wild  Nature  girt  herself  with  power: 
They  met — where  streams  flashed  bright  from 

rocky  caves, 
They  met — whras  woods  made  meen  o'er  waiw 

riors' graves. 
And  where  the  torrent's  rainbow  spray  was  east, 
And  where  dark  lakes  were  heaving  to  the  blast, 
And  'midst  th'  eternal  cliffs,  whose  strength  defied 
The  crested  Roman  in  his  hour  of  pride; 
And  where  the  Carnedd,*  on  its  lonely  hill, 
Bore  silent  record  of  the  mighty  still; 
And  where  the  Druid's  ancient  Cromlecht  frown'd. 
And  the  oaks  breathed  mysterious  murmurs  round. 
There  thronged  th'  inspired  of  yore!^on  pli(m  at 

height, 
In  ifieaun^sface,  beneath  the  eye  of  lights 
An<jl,  baring  unto  heaven  each  noble  head, 
Stood  in  the  circle,  where  none  else  might  tread. 

Well  might  their  lays  be  lofly ! — soaring  thought 
From  Nature's  presence  tenfold  grandeur  caught: 
Well  might  bold   Freedom's  soul  pervade  the 

strains. 
Which  startled  eagles  from  their  lone  domains, 
And,  like  a  breeze,  in  chainless  triumph,  went 
Up  through  the  blue  resounding  firmament! 

Whence  came  the  echoes  to  those  nnmben  high? 
— 'T  was  from  the  battle-fields  of  days  gone  by! 
And  from  the  tombs  uf  heroes,  laki  to  rest 
With  their  good  swords,  upon  the  mountain's 

breast; 
And  from  the  watch-towers  on  the  heights  of  snow, 
Severed  by  cloud  and  storm,  from  all  below; 
And  tbe  turf-mounds,t  once  girt  by  ruddy  spean^ 
And  the  rock-altars  of  departed  years. 

Thence,  deeply  mingling  with  the  torrent's  roar. 
The  winds  a  thousand  wild  responses  bore : 
And  the  green  land,  whose  every  vale  and  glen 
Doth  shrine  the  memory  of  heroic  men, 


*  CamedJ,  b  stonisbarrow,  or  calm. 

r  Cromlech,  a  Druidical  monument,  or  altar.  The  word 
means  aaums  tt  eovsnant 

X  TiM  anclaot  Uriiiah  cMeft  fre<|nentfy  hami^Md  ilMlg 
followeiB  from  small  artificial  mounuof  tui£-^8ee  Pe^m^i^. 
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On  all  her  hilla  awakeniog  to  rejoice, 

Sent  forth  proud  answers  to  her  children's  voice. 

For  usi  not  onrs  the  festival  to  hokl, 

'Midst  the  stone-circles,  hallowed  thus  of  old; 

Not  where  great  Nature's  mijesty  and  might 

First  broke,  all-glorious,  on  our  infant  sight; 

Not  near  the  tomfaB^  where  sleep  our  free  and 

brave, 
Not  by  the  mountain-Uyn,*  the  ocean  wave, 
In  then  late  days  we  meet!— dark  Mona's  shore, 
Cryri'st  clifls  resound  with  harpa  no  more  I 
But,  as  the  stxeam  (though  time  or  ait  ii^ay  turn 
The  current,  bursting  fxoni  its  caverned  urn, 
To  bathe  soft  vales  of  pasture  and  of  flowers. 
From  Alpine  glens,  oi  ancient  forest-bowers,) 
Alike,  in  rushing  strength  or  sunny  sLeep^ 
Holds  on  itscoune,  to  mingle  with  the  deep; 
Thus,  though  our  paths  be  changed,  still  warm 

a«dfree^ 
Land  of  the  bardi  am  spirit  flies  to  tbeo  1 
To  thee  onr  thoughts,  our  hopes,  our  hearts  be- 
long, 
Onr  dreams  are  haunted  by  thy  voiee  of  song! 
Nor  yield  our  souk  ene  patriot-feeling  less, 
To  the  green  memory  of  thy  loveliness, 
Than  theirs,  whose  harp-notes  pealed  frooi  eveary 

height, 
in.th$  mm'$fao9,  hauaih  the  eye  qfUgkii 


THE  HOMES  OF  ENGLAND. 


Where's  the  coward  ihat  nould  not  dan 
Tb  light  te  such  a  land  l—AfarmiDffc 


The  stately  Homes  of  England, 

How  beautiful  they  stand! 
Amidst  their  tall  ancestral  trees, 

O'er  all  the  pleasant  land. 
The  deer  across  their  greensward  bound 

Through  shade  and  sunny  gleam, 
And  the  swan  glides  past  them  with  the  sound 

Of  some  rejoicing  stream. 

The  merry  Homes  of  England ! 

Around  their  hearths  by  night, 
What  gladsome  looks  of  household  k>v» 

Meet,  in  the  ruddy  light! 
There  woman's  voice  flows  forth  in  song, 

Or  childhood's  tale  is  tokl. 
Or  lips  mcfve  tunefully  along 

Some  glorious  page  of  old. 

The  blessed  Homes  of  England? 

How  softly  on  their  bowers 
Is  laid  the  holy  quietness 

That  breathes  from  Sabbath-horns  I 
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Solemn,  yet  sweet,  the  church-bell's  chime 
Floats  through  their  woods  at  morn; 

All  other  sounds,  in  that  still  time, 
Of  breeze  and  leaf  are  born. 

The  Cottage  Homes  of  England! 

By  thousands  on  her  plains, 
They  are  smiling  o'er  the  silvery  brooks, 

And  round  the  hamlet-fancs. 
Through  glowing  orchards  forth  they  pee|j^ 

Each  from  its  nook  of  leaves. 
Anil  fearless  there  the  lowly  sleep, 

As  the  bird  beneath  their  eaves. 

The  free,  fair  Homes  of  England ! 

Long,  long,  in  hut  and  hall, 
May  hearts  of  native  proof  be  reared 

To  guard  each  hallowed  wall ! 
And  green  for  ever  be  the  groves, 

And  bright  the  floweiy  sod. 
Where  first  the  child's  glad  spirit  loves 

Its  country  and  its  God  I^ 


THE  SICILIAN  CAPTIVE. 


I  have  dnamtthoQ  wnt 
A  captive  in  thy  hopeleasnees;  afar 
From  the  tweet  home  of  thj  yoqng  infiiDcy, 
Whose  Image  unto  thee  is  as  a  dream 
Of  Are  and  slaughter;  I  can  see  thee  waidng; 
Sick  for  thy  naUve  air^—Z..  £.  L, 


The  champions  had  come  from  their  fields  of  war, 

Over  the  crests  of  the  billows  far, 

They  had  brought  back  the  spoils  of  a  hundred 

shores, 
Where  the  deep  had  foamed  to  their  flaslung  oars. 

They  sat  at  their  fbast  round  the  Norss^king's 

board,     " 
By  the  glare  of  the  torch-light  the  mead  was  poured, 
The  hearth  was  heaped  with  the  pine-boughs  high, 
And  it  flung  a  red  radiance  on  shields  thrown  by. 

The  Scalds  had  channted  in  Runic  rhyme. 
Their  songs  of  the  sword  and  the  oklen  time. 
And  a  solemn  thrill,  as  the  harp-chords  rung, 
Had  breathed  from  the  walls  where  the  brighi 
spears  hung. 

But  the  swell  was  gone  from  the  quivering  stringy 
They  had  summoned  a  softer  voice  to  sing. 
And  a  captive  girl,  at  the  warriors*  call, 
'  Stood  forth  in  the  midst  of  that  frowm'ng  hall. 

Lonely  she  stood :— 4a  her  moumtol  eyes 
Lay  the  clear  midnight  of  southern  skies, 

I  'OilgUianjpublhhed  In  Blackwood's  Magaslsa 
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And  the  drooping  fringe  of  their  lashes  low, 
Half  veiled  a  depth  of  oniatfaonied  wo. 

Stately  she  stood — though  her  fragile  frame 
Seemed  struck  with  the  blight  of  some  inward 

flame, 
And  her  proud  pale  brow  had  a  shade  of  scon^ 
I/nder  the  waves  of  her  dark  hair  worn. 

And  a  deep  flush  passed,  like  a  crimson  haze. 
O'er  her  marble  cheek  by  the  pine-fire's  blaze; 
No  soft  hue  caught  from  the  south-wind's  breath. 

But  a  token  of  fever,  at  strife  with  death. 

» 

She  had  been  torn  from  her  home  away. 
With  her  long  locks  crowned  for  her  bridal  day, 
And  brought  to  die  of  the  burning  dreams 
That  haunt  the  exile  by  foreign  streams. 

They  bade  her  sing  of  her  distant  land- 
She  neld  its  lyre  with  a  trembling  hand. 
Till  the  spirit  its  blu^  skies  had  given  her,  woke, 
And  the  stream  of  her  voice  into  music  broke. 

Faint  was  the  strain,  in  its  first  wild  fiow, 
Troubled  its  murmur,  and  sad,  and  low ; 
But  it  swelled  into  deeper  power  ere  long, 
As  the  breeze  that  swept  over  her  soul  grew  strong. 

"  They  bid  me  sing  sf  thee,  mine  own,  my  sunny 
land!  of  thee! 

Am  I  not  parted  from  thy  shores  by  the  mourn- 
ful-sounding sea? 

Doth  not  thy  shadow  wrap  my  souli — ^in  silence 
let  me  die, 

In  a  voiceless  dream  of  thy  silvery  founts  and  thy 
pure  deep  sapphire  sky; 

How  should  thy  lyre  give  here  its  wealth  of  buried 
sweetness  forth  1 

Its  tones,  of  summer's  breathings  born,  to  the  wild 
windsof  the  north  1 

"  Yet  thus  it  shall  be  once,  once  more! — ^my  spirit 

shall  awake, 
And  through  the  mists  of  death  shine  out,  my 

country!  for  thy  sake! 
That  I  may  make  thee  known,  with  all  the  beauty 

and  the  light. 
And  the  glory  never  more  to  bless  thy  daughter's 

yearning  sight ! 
Thy  woods  shall  whisper  in  my*  song,  thy  bright 

streams  warble  by. 
Thy  soul  flow  o'er  my  lips  again — ^yet  once,  my 

Sicily  1 

'There  are  blue  heavens^far  hence,  far  hence! 

but  oh!  their  glorious  blue  1 
Ita  Tcry  night  is  beautiful,  with  the  hyacinth's 

deephuel 


It  is  above  my  own  fair  land,  and  ro'jnd  my  laugh- 
ing home. 

And  aiehing  o'er  my  vintage-hills,  they  hang  their 
cloudless  dome, 

And  making  all  the  waves  as  gems,  that  melt  along 
the  shore. 

And  steeping  happy  hearts  in  joy--4hat  now  it 
mine  no  more. 

"  And  there  are  haunts  in  that  green  land— oh ! 
who  may  dream  or  tell. 

Of  all  the  shaded  lovellne«  it  hides  in  grot  and  dell  I 

By  fountains  flinging  rainbow-spray  on  dark  and 
glossy  leaves. 

And  boviren  wherein  the  forestHlove  her  nest  on- 
troubled  weaves ; 

The  myrtle  dwells  there,  sending  round  the  rich- 
ness of  its  breath. 

And  the  violeto  gleam  like  amethysts,  h&m  tb$ 
dewy  moss  beneath. 

"  And  there  are  floating  sounds  that  fill  the  skies 
through  night  and  day. 

Sweet  sounds!  the  soul  to  hear  them  faints  In 
dreams  of  heaven  away  I 

They  wander  through  the  olive-woods,  and  o'er 
the  shining  seas, 

They  mingle  with  the  oraqge-soento  that  lotA  th« 
sleepy  breeze ; 

Lute,  voice,  and  bird,  are  blending  then ;— It  were 
a  bliss  to  die, 

As  dies  a  leaf,  thy  groves  among,  my  flowery  Si- 
cily! 

*'/  may  not  thus  depart — farewell!  yet  no^  my 

country!  no!  ^ 

Is  not  love  stronger  than  the  grave  1    I  feci  it  must 

be  so! 
My  fleeting  spirit  shall  o'ersweep  the  mountains 

and  the  main, 
And  in  thy  tender  starlight  rove,  and  through  thy 

woods  again. 
Its  passion  deepens — ^it  prevails  I-r-l  break  my 

chain — I  come 
To  dwell  a  viewless  thing,  yet  blest — in  thy  sweet 

air,  my  home !" 


And  her  pale  arms  dropped  the  ringing  lyre 
There  came  a  mist  o'er  her  eye's  wild  fire, 
And  her  dark  rich  trtisns,  in  many  a  fold. 
Loosed  from  thdr  braids,  down  lier  bosom  rolled. 

For  her  head  sank  itack  on  the  rugged  wall, — 

A  silence  fell  o'er  the  warrior's  hall; 

She  had  poured  out  her  soul  with  her  song's  last 

tone; 
The  lyre  was  broken,  the  minstrel  gone  ( 
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IVAN  THE  CZAR. 


'  Ivan  le  Terri^^Ie,  etant  deja  devenu  vieax,  as- 
•idgoit  Novogomd.  Lm  Boyards,  te  yoyant  affoibli, 
lui  d6manddrent  s'tl  ne  yoalait  pas  donner  le  com- 
mandement  d«  ranaot  &  aon  fila.  8a  fureur  fot  d 
grande  a  oette  proposition,  que  rien  ne  put  I'ap- 
painer;  son  fils  se  prostenia  k  ies  pieds;  il  le 
repoussa  aveo  un  coup  d'une  telle  yiolenoe,  que 
deux  joun#pr58  le  malheoreux  en  mourut.  Le 
pin,  aloTB  aa  desespoir,  devint  indifferent  a  la 
inierro  comme  au  pouvoir,  et  ne  survccut  que  peu 
de  mois  k  son  fiU."-— /Kr  Annees  cTExU,  par  Ma- 
dams D£  Staeu  » 


Gieb  dtesen  Todten  mlr  henua.    Ich  muoi 
Dinwlederhaben!       •       •       '       • 
*       *       *       *    TVoaOoiB  aUonchc, 
Die  nlchtelniTtal  In  Or&lwr  Ihren  arm 
Verlingem,  eine  kleine  Ubereilung 
Mil  Blenschenieben  nichi  TerbesBern  kann  t 

SehtUer. 


He  sat  in  silence  on  the  ground, 

The  old  and  iiaughty  Czar; 
Lonely,  though  princes  girt  him  round, 

And  leaders  of  the  war: 
He  had  cast  his  jewelled  sabre, 

That  many  a  field  had  won, 
To  the  earth  beside  his  youthful  dead, 

His  hir  and  fint-bom  son. 

With  a  robe  of  ermine  for  its  bed, 

Was  laid  that  form  of  clay. 
Where  the  light  a  stormy  sunset  shed, 

Through  the  rich  tent  made  way : 
And  a  sad  and  solemn  beauty 

On  the  pallid  face  caroe  down, 
Which  the  Lord  of  nations  mutely  watched, 

In  the  dust,  with  his  renown. 

Low  tone»  at  last  of  wo  and  fear 

From  his  full  bosom  broke ; — 
A  mournful  thing  it  was  to  hear 

How  then  the  proud  roan  spoke! 
The  voice  that  through  the  combat 

Had  shouted  far  and  high. 
Came  forth  in  strange,  dull,  hollow  tones, 

Burdened  with  agony. 

"  There  is  no  crimson  on  thy  cheek. 

And  on  thy  lip  no  breath, 
I  call  thee,  and  dost  thou  not  speak— 

They  tell  me  this  is  death ! 
And  fearful  things  are  whispering 

That  I  the  deed  have  done— 
For  the  honour  of  thy  father's  name, 

Look  Qp,  kx>k  op,  my  son  1 


'*  Well  uiight  I  know  death's  hue  and  mien, 

But  on  thine  aspect,  boy! 
What,  till  this  moment,  have  I  seen, 

Save  pride  and  tameless  joy  1 
Swiftest  thou  wert  to  battle, 

And  bravest  there  of  all-» 
How  could  I  think  a  warrior's  frame 

Thus  like  a  flower  phould  falll 

"  I  will  not  bear  that  still,  cold  look- 
Rise  up,  thou  fierce  and  free  I 

Wake  as  the  storm  wakes !  I  will  brook 
»     All,  save  thu  calm,  from  thee ! 

lift  brightly  up^  and  proudly. 
Once  more  thy  kindling  eyes! 

Hath  my  word  ioet  its  power  on  earth  t 
I  say  to  thee,  arise  t 

**  Didst  thou  not  know  I  loved  thee  weD  1 

Thoa  didst  not !  and  art  gone 
In  bitterness  of  soul,  to  dwell 

Where  man  must  dwell  alone. 
Come  back,  young  fiery  si>irit  1 

If  but  one  hour,  to  learn 
The  secrets  of  the  folded  heart, 

That  seemed  to  thee  so  ^tern. 

*'  Thou  wert  the  first,  the  fiist  fair  chikl, 

That  in  mine  arms  I  pressed ; 
Thou  wert  the  bright  onei  that  hast  smiled 

Like  summer  on  my  brsast  1 
I  reared  thee  as  an  eagle, 

To  the  chase  thy  steps  I  led, 
I  bore  thee  on  my  battl^horM, 

I  look  upon  thee— dead  I 

"  Lay  down  my  warlike  banners  here^ 

Never  again  to  wave. 
And  bury  my  red  sword  and  spear, 

Chiefs !  in  my  first-bom's  grave  > 
And  leave  me !  ~I  haye  conquered, 

I  h&ve  slain — my  wdrk  is  done ! 
Whom  have  I  slain  1 — ^ye  answer  not — 

TTiou  too  art  mute,  my  son  !*» 

And  thus  his  wild  lament  was  poured 

Through  the  dark  resounding  night, 
And  the  battle  knew  no  more  his  swoixl, 

Nor  the  foaming  steed  his  might. 
He  heard  strange  voices  moaning 

In  every  wind  that  sighed ; 
From  the  searching  stars  of  heaven  he  shrank 

Humbly  the  conqueror  died.* 
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CAROLAN'S  PROPHECY.* 


Thy  cheek  too  swiftly  flusihes;  o'er  ihlne  eye 
The  n*hLs  and  shadows  oome  and  go  too  fasi, 
Thj  tears  ^ush  forth  ion  toon,  and  in  ihy  rolot 
Are  sounds  of  tendHnMSB  too  passlonat*  • 

For  peace  on  earth;  oh !  therefore,  child  of  aongl 
lis  well  thou  shouldA  deparu 


A  SOUND  of  music,  from  amidst  the  hills, 
Came  suddenly,  and  died ;  a  fitful  soynd 
Of  mirth,  soon  lost  in  wail.-^Again  it  rose, 
And  sank  in  moumfiilness. — There  sat  a  bam, 
By  a  blue  stream  of  Erin,  where  it  swept 
Flashing  through  rock  and  wood ;  the  sunset's  light 
Was  on  his  wavy  silver-gleaming  hair. 
And  the  wind's  whisper  in  the  mountain-ash, 
Whose  clusters  drooped  above.     His  head  was 

bowcil. 
His  hand  was  on  his  harp,  yet  thence  its  touch 
Had  drawn  but  broken  strains ;  and  many  stood, 
Waiting  around,  in  silent  earnestness, 
Th'  unchaining  of  his  soul,  the  gush  of  song; 
Many,  and  graceful  forms !  yet  one  alone, 
Seemed  present  to  his  dream ;  and  she  indeed, 
With  her  pale  virgin  brow,  and  changeful  cheek. 
And  the  clear  starlight  of  her  serious  eyes, 
Lovely  amidst  the  flowing  of  dark  locks 
And  pallid  braiding  flowrrs,  was  beautiful, 
E'en  painAilly !— «  creature  to  behold 
With  trembling  midst  our  joy,  lest  aught  unseen 
Should  waft  the  viiion  from  us^  leaving  earth 
Too  dim  without  its  briglitness ! — Did  such  fear 
O'ershadow,  in  that  hour,  the  gifted  one, 
By  his  own  rushing  stream?— Once  more  be  gazed 
Upon  the  radiant  girl,  and  yet  once  more 
From  the  deep  chords  his  wandering  hand  brought 

out 
A  few  short  festive  notes,  an  o{)ening  strain 
Of  bridal  melody,  soon  dashed  with  grief, 
As  if  some  wailing  spirit  iu  tlie  strings 
Met  and  overmastered  him :  but  yielding  then 
To  the  strong  prophet-impulse,  mournfully, 
Like  moaning  waters,  o'er  the  harp  he  poured 
The  tro'jble  of  his  haunted  soul,  and  §ang-* 

Voice  of  the  grave* 

1  hear  thy  thrilling  call : 
It  comes  in  the  dash  of  the  Ibamin^  wave^ 

In  the  sear  leafs  trembling  lUl ! 
In  the  shiver  of  the  tree.. 

I  hear  thee,  O  thou  voice ! 
And  I  would  thy  warning  were  tMit  fur  wo^ 

That  my  spirit  might  rejoice. 


*  Foanded  on  a  cfministance  ralated  of  the  TTish  Bard,  I 
in  tlio  *'  Percy  Anecdotes  of  Imagination."  | 


But  thou  art  sent 

For  the  tad  earth*^  young  «nd  lair, 
For  the  graceful  beads  that  have  not  bent 

To.the  wintry  hand  of  ciiral 
They  hear  the  wind's  low  agh, 

AjuI  the  river  sweeping  free, 
And  the  green  reods  murmuring  heavily 

And  the  wood«~-but  they  hear  not  thee ! 

Long  have  I  striven 

With  my  deep  foreboding  eoul. 
But  the  full  tide  now  its  bounds  halh  rivan, 

And  darkly  on  must  roll. 
There  's  a  young  brow  smiling  near. 

With  a  bridal  white- roee  wreath, — 
Unto  me  it  smilns  fronnfa  flowery  bier, 

Touched  solemnly  by  death  I 

Fair  art  thou  Moma  1 

The  sadness  of  thine  ey« 
Is  beautiftil  as  silvery  cloudi 

On  the  dark-blue  summer, sky! 
And  thy  voice  comes  like  the  sound 

Of  a  sweet  and  hidden  rill, 
That  makes  the  dim  woods  tuneful  rounds 

But  soon  it  must  be  still  I 

Silence  and  dust 

On  thy  sunny  lips  must  lie, 
Make  not  the  strength  of  love  thy  trust, 
-    A  stronger  yet  is  nigh  1 
No  stram  of  festal  flow 

That  my  hand  for  the«  hath  tried, 
But  into  dirge-notes  wild  and  low, 

Its  ranging  tones  have  died. 

Young  art  thou,  Morna! 

Yet  on  thy  gentle  head. 
Like  heavy  dew  on  the  lily's  leaves, 

A  spirit  hath  been  shed ! 
And  the  glance  is  thine  which  sees 

Through  nature's  awful  heart — 
But  bright  things  go  with  the  summer-bresM 

And  thou  too,  must  depart  1 

Yet  shall  I  weep'' 

I  know  that  in  thy  hronsA 
There  swells  a  fount  of  song  too  d^tep, 

Too  powerful  for  thy  restl 
And  the  bitterness  I  know. 

And  the  chill  of  this  world's  breath- 
Go,  all  undimmed,  in  thy  glory  go! 

Young  and  crowned  bride  of  death ! 

Take  hence  to  heaven 

Thy  holy  tlioughts  and  bright, 
And  soaring  hopes,  that  were  not  gn«D 

For  the  tonoh  of  mortal  bfig^! 
Might  we  follow  in  thy  track, 

This  parting  should  not  be! 
But  the  spring  shall  give  us  violets  baek. 

And  every  flower  bat  thee ! 
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There  wm  a  borst  of  tears  aroand  the  bard: 
All  wept  but  one,  and  she  serenely  stood, 
With  her  clear  brow  and  dark  religious  eye, 
Raised  to  the  first  faint  star  above  the  hills, 
And  cloudless;  though  it  might  be  that  her  cheek 
Was  paler  than  before. — So  Morna  heard 
The  minstrel's  prophecy. 

And  spring  returned, 
Bringing  the  earth  her  lovely  things  again, 
AH.  save  the  loveliest  far!  A  veice,  a  smile, 
A  young  sweet  spirit  gone. 


THE  MOURNEH  for  the  BARME- 
CIDES. 

OlpoodoldinBat  how  well  in  Ums  appssm 
The  eoneuint  service  of  the  antique  world ! 
Tlwa  an  not  for  the  faahion  of  these  times. 

As  You  Uke  n. 

Fallen  was  the  House  of  Gtafar ;  and  its  name, 
The  high  romantic  name  of  Barmecide, 
A  sound  forbidden  on  its  own  bright  shores, 
By  the  swift  Tygris'  wave.     Stem  Haroun's 

wrath, 
Sweeping  the  mighty  with  their  fame  ftway, 
Had  so  passed  eentenee :  but  man's  ekaialess  heart 
Hides  that  within  its  depths,  which  never  yet 
Th'  oppressor's  thought  could  reach. 

HTwas  desolate 
Where  Giafar's  halls,  beneatt  the  burning  sun, 
SpreatI  out  in  ruin  lay.    The  songs  had  eeased ; 
The  lights,  the  perfumes,  and  the  genii-talee, 
Had  ceased ;  the  guests  were  gone.    Yet  still  one 

voice 
Was  there—the  fountain's;  through  those  eaetern 

courts, 
Over  the  broken  marble  and  the  grass, 
Its  l0w  elear  muaie  shedding  moumftilly. 

And  still  another  voice! — an  aged  man, 
Yet  with  a  dark  and  fervent  eye  beneath 
His  silvery  hair,  came,  day  by  day,  and  sate 
On  a  white  column's  fragment;  and  drew  forth, 
From  the  forsaken  waHs  and  dim  arcades, 
A  tone  that  shook  them  with  its  answering  thrill 
To  his  deep  aot^nts.    Many  a  glorious  tale 
He  tokl  that  sad  yet  sUtely  solitude, 
Pouring  his  memory's  fullness  o'er  ita  gloam, 
Like  waters  ia  the  waste ;  and  cailing  up^ 
By  song  or  high  recital  of  their  deeds, 
Bright  solemn  shadows  of  its  vanished  race 
To  people  their  own  halls :  with  these  alone, 
In  all  this  rich  and  breathing  world,  his  thoi^hts 
HeU  still  unbroken  convene.    He  had  been 
Reared  in  this  brdly  dwelling,  and  was  now 


The  ivy  of  its  ruins ;  unto  which 
His  fading  life  seemed  bound.    Day  rolled  on  day, 
And  from  that  scene  the  loneliness  was  fled; 
For  crowds  around  the  gray-haired  chronicler 
Met  as  men  meet,  within  whose  anxious  hearts 
Fear  with  deep  feeling  strives ;  tiU,  as  a  breeso 
Wanders  through  forest-branches,  and  is  met 
By  one  quick  sound  and  shiver  of  the  leaves, 
The  spirit  of  his  passionate  lament. 
As  through  their  stricken  souls  it  passed,  awoke 
One  echoing  murmur. — But  this  might  not  be 
Under  a  despot's  rule,  and  summoned  thence. 
The  dreamer  stood  before  the  Caliph's  throne : 
Sentenced  to  death  he  stood,  and  deeply  pale. 
And  with  his  white  lips  rigidly  compressed; 
Till,  in  submissive  tones,  he  asked  to  speak 
Once  more,  ere  thrust  from  earth's  fair  sunshine 

forth. 

Was  it  to  sue  for  grace'' — his  burning  heart 
Sprang,  with  a  sudden  lightning,  to  his  eye, 
And  he  was  changed ! — and  thus,  in  rapid  worjs, 
Th'  o'ermastering  thoughts,  more  strong  thaii 

death  found  way. 

"  And  shall  I  not  rejoice  to  go,  when  the  noble 
and  the  brave, 

With  the  gk>ry  on  their  bfowv,  are  gone  before 
roe  to  the  gravel 

What  is  there  left  to  look  on  now,  what  bright- 
ness in  the  land  1 — 

I  hold  in  scorn  the  faded  worid,  that  wants  theii 
{Mncely  band  I 

"  My  diiefr!  my  eUeHi!  the  oU  mui  oomes,  that 

in  your  halls  was  nursed, 
That  followed  you  to  many  a  fight,  where  flashed 

your  sabres  first ; 
That  bore  your  children  in  his  arms,  your  name 

upon  his  heart-* 
Oh  I  must  the  music  of  that  name  with  him  fiom 

earth  depart  1 

"  It  shaH  not  be!— a  thousand  tongues,  though  hu- 
man voice  were  still. 

With  that  high  sound  the  living  air  triumphantly 
shall  fiU; 

The  wind's  firee  flight  shall  bear  it  on,  as  wander- 
ing seeds  are  sovni. 

And  the  starry  midnight  whisper  it,  with  a  deep 
and  thrilling  tone. 

"  For  it  is  not  as  a  flower  whose  soent  with  t&e 

dropping  leaves  expires,  . 
And  it  is  not  as  a  household  lamp,  that  a  breaid 

should  quench  its  fires ; 
It  is  written  on  our  battle-fields  with  the  writing 

of  the  sword. 
It  halh  kft  upon  our  desert-^andr  a  fight  in  dIm» 

ings  poured. 
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"  The  founts,  the  many  gwhiug  founts,  which  tfi 

the  wild  ye  gave, 
Of  you,  my  chieft,  shall  sing  aloud,  as  they  poor 

a  joyous  wave ; 
And  the  groves,  with  whose  deep  lovely  gloom  ye 

hung  the  pilgrim's  way. 
Shall  send  from  all  their  nghing  leaves  your 

praises  on  the  day. 

"The  very  walls  your  bounty  leaied,  lor  the 
stranger's  hoineleas  head,         , 

Shall  find  a  murmur  to  record  your  tale,  my  glo- 
rious dead ! 

Though  the  grass  be  where  ye  feasted  once,  whew 
lute  and  dttem  rung. 

And  the  serpent  in  your  palaces  lie  eoUed  amidst 
Its  young. 

'*  It  is  enough !  mine  eye  no  more  of  joy  or  splen- 
dour sees, 

I  leave  your  name  in  lofty  faith,  fo  the  skies  and 
to  the  breeze ! 

I  go,  since  earth  her  flower  hath  lost,  to  join  the 
bright  anci  fair, 

And  call  the  grave  a  kingly  house,  for  ye,  my 
chiefs,  are  there !" 

But  while  the  M  man  aang,  a  mist  of  tears 
O'er  Haroun's  eyes  had  gathered,  and  a  thought — 
Oh  I  many  a  sudden  and  remorseful  thought 
Of  his  youth's  once-loved  friends,  the  martyretl 

race 
O'er/lowed  his  softening  heart. — **  Live,  live,"  he 

cried, 
"  Thou  faithful  unto  death !  live  on,  and  still 
Speak  of  thy  lords ;  they  toere  a  princely  band !" 


THE  SPANISH  CHAPEL.^ 


Weep  not  for  those  whom  the  veil  of  the  t(qn^ 
In  WtBfB  early  mornii^  hath  hid  rrom  oar  eye% 

Era  flin  threw  a  veil  o'er  the  tfpirii'e  young  Uooro, 
Or  eanh  had  profaned  what  was  bom  for  the  rides. 

JUOOTB* 


I  MADE  a  mountain>brook  my  guide,. 

Through  a  wild  Spanish  glen, 
And  wandered  on  its  grassy  side, 

Far  fh^m  the  homes  of  men. 

(t  lured  me  with  a  singing  tone, 
And  many  a  sunny  glance, 

To  a  green  spot  of  beauty  lone, 
A  haunt  for  old  romance. 


Unggestecl  by  aacenobeoodfidly  dascfibsdiBtks  *•: 
isetioai  of  the  FieninBula." 


A  dim  and  deeply-bosomed  grove 

Of  many  an  aged  tree, 
Such  as  the  shadowy  violets  love, 

The  &wn  and  forest^boe. 

The  darkness  of  the  chestnut  bough 

There  on  the  waters  lay, 
The  bright  stream  reverently  below, 

Checked  its  exulting  play ; 

And  bore  a  music  all  subdued, 

And  led  a  silvery  sheen, 
On  through  the  breathing  solitude 

Of  that  rich  leafy  scene. 

For  something  viewlessly  around 

Of  solemn  influence  dwelt. 
In  the  soft  gloom,  and  whispeiy  sound, 

Not  tobe  told,  but  felt: 

While  sending  forth  a  quiet  glesm 

Across  the  wood's  repose, 
And  o^er  the  twilight  of  the  stream, 

A  lowly  chapel  rose. 

A  pathway  to  that  still  retreat 
Through  many  a  myrtle  wound. 

And  there  a  sight— how  strangdy  sweet ! 
My  steps  in  wonder  bound. 

For  on  a  brilliant  bed  of  flowers, 

E^'en  at  the  threshold  made. 
As  if  to  sleep  through  sultry. hours, 

A  young  fair  child  was  laid. 

To  sleep? — oh!  ne'er  on  cliildhood's  eye, 

And  silken  lashes  pressed, 
Did  the  warm  living  slumber  lie. 

With  such  a  weight  of  rest  1 

Yet  still  a  tender  crimson  glow 
Its  cheek's  pure  marble  dyed— 

'T  was  but  the  light's  faintitreaming  flow 
Through  roses  heaped  beside. 

I  stooped— the  smooth  round  arm  was  ehiU^ 
The  soft  lip's  breath  was  fled. 

And  the  bright  ringlets  hung  so  still — 
The  lovely  child  was  dead ! 

"  Alas!"  I  cried,  " fair  faded  thing! 

Thou  hast  wrung  bitter  tears, 
And  thou  hast  left  a  wo,  to  ding 

Round  yearning  hearts  for  years  I" 

But  then  a;roice  came  sweet  and  low— > 

I  tamed,  and  near  me  sate 
A  woman  with  a  mourner's  brow, 

Pale,  yet  not  desolate. 

And  in  her  still,  clear,  matron  &oc^ 

All  solemnly  serene, 
A  shadowed  image  I  could  trace 

Of  that  young  slumberer's  i 
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*<  Stnnger !  thou  pitint  me,"  ahe  laid, 
With  lips  that  fiuntly  imiled, 

"  As  here  I  watch  beside  my  dead, 
My  fair  and  precious  child. 

"  But  know,  the  time-worn  heart  may  be 
By  pangs  in  this  world  riven, 

Keener  than  theirs  who  yield,  like  me, 
An  angel  thus  to  Heaven  I" 


THE  CAPTIVE  KNIGHT. 


The  prtoooed  ihmrit  IM7  brook  the  eago^ 
Hm  eapaveosgte  dies  Ibr  ib^s. 

Lad^oflJmLak9. 


'TwAS  a  trumpet's  pealing  sound! 
And  the  knight  -looked  down  from  the  Paynim*s 

tower, 
And  a  Chiistbn  host  in  its  pride  and  power, 

Through  the  pass  beneath  him  wound. 
Cease  awhile,  clarion !  Claiion,  wild  and  shrill, 
Cease  I  let  them  hear  the  captive's  voice— be  still! 

"  I  knew  twas  a  trumpet's  note! 
An4 1  see  my  brethren's  lances  gleam, 
And  their  pennons  wave  by  the  mountain  stream, 

And  their  plumes  to  the  glad  wind  float! 
Jease  awhile,  clarion !  Clarion,  wild  and  shrill. 
Cease!  let  them  hear  the  captive's  voioe-— be  still ! 

"  1  am  here,  with  my  heavy  chain  1 
And  I  look  on  a  torrent  sweeping  by, 
And  an  eagle  rushing  to  the  sky, 

And  a  host,  to  its  battle-plain! 
Cease  awhile,  clarion !  Clarion,  wild  and  shrill, 
Cease !  let  them  liear  the  captive's  voice— be  still! 

'  Must  I  pine  in  my  fetters  her«1 
W*.th  the  wiki  wave's  foam,  and  the  free  bird's 

flight, 
And  the  tall  spean  glancii^  on  my  sight, 

And  the  trumpet  in  mine  earl 
Cease  awhile^  clarion  t  Churion,  wild  and  ahiill, 
Cease  I  let  them  hear  the  captive's  voice— ha  CiSl ! 

"  They  are  gone !  they  have  all  passed  by ! 
They  in  whose  wars  I  had  borne  my  part, 
They  that  I  loved  with  a  brother's  heart. 

They  have  left  me  here  to  die ! 
Sound  again,  clarion!  Chrion  pour  thy  blast! 
So^uid!  for  the  captive's  dream  of  hope  is  past." 


THE  KAISER'S  FEAST. 

ImSb^  Emperor  of  Geimanj,  having  pat  his  brother,  the 
raqgrave  Rodolphsa^  under  the  ban  of  the  empire,  (In  the 
12ih  century,)  that  unforturaue  Prince  fled  to  England,  wheis 
he  died  in  neglect  and  poreny.  "After  hie  deoeaaa^  hli 
mother,  Matilda,  privately  Invited  hie  chiidreo  to  return  tc 
Germany;  and  by  her  mediation,  during  a  eeaaon  oT feetivity, 
when  Louie  kept  waaeail  In  the  GaaUe  of  Heidelberg,  the  fiunlly 
of  hli  bmher  preeented  themaalvei  befi>re  him  in  Uie  gaxl>  of 

ipUanus  Imploring  pity  and  forglTemei    To  this  appea 
the  vkaor  aofiened."«Aft«»  Benger'9  Mmtoin  ^  I 
Queen  yBoAemuL 

Thb  Kaiser  feasted  in  his  hall, 

Th^  red  wine  mantled  high ; 
Banners  were  trembling  on  the  wall, 

To  the  peals  of  minstrelsy: 
And  many  a  gleam  and  sparkle  came 

From  the  armour  hung  around. 
As  it  caught  the  glance  of  the  torch's  flame, 

Or  the  hearth  with  pine  boughs  ctownod. 

Why  fell  there  silence  on  the  chord 

Beneath  the  harper's  hand  1 
And  suddenly,  from  that  rich  board, 

Why  rose  the  wassail-band  1 
The  strings  were  hushed— the  knights  made  way 

For  the  queenly  mother's  tread. 
As  up  the  hall,  in  dark  array, 

Two  &ir-haired  boys  she  led. 

She  led  them  e'en  to  the  Kaiser's  place, 

And  still  before  him  stood; 
Till,  with  strange  wonder,  o'er  his  feoe 

Flushed  the  proud  warrior-blood : 
And  "  Speak,  my  mother!  speak!"  he  cried, 

"  Wherefore  this  mourning  vesti 
And  the  clinging  children  by  thy  side. 

In  weeds  of  sadness  drestl" 

''  WeD  may  a  mourning  vest  be  mine, 

And  theirs,  my  son,  my  son! 
Look  on  the  featares  of  thy  line 

In  each  fair  little  one!  ' 

Though  giief  awhile  within  their  eyes 

Hath  tamed  the  dancing  glee. 
Yet  there  thine  own  quick  spirit  lies— 

Thy  brother's  chiidreo  seel 

"  And  where  is  he,  thy  brother,  where  1 

Be,  in  thy  home  that  grew, 
ktA  smiling,  with  his  sunny  hair^  . 

j£ver  to  greet  thee  flewl 
How  would  his  arms  thy  neck  entwme, 

His  fond  lips  press  thy  brow! 
My  son!  oh,  call  these  orphans  thine— 

Tbou  hast  so  brother  nowl 
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"  What!  from  their  gentle  eyes  doth  nought 

Speak  of  thy  childhood'i  hours, 
And  smite  thee  with  a  tender  thought 

Of  thy  dead  father's  towersl 
fCind  was  thy  boyish  heart  and  true, 

When  reared  together  there, 
Through  the  old  woods  like  (awns  ye  flew— 

Where  is  thy  brother— where! 

^  Well  didst  thou  lore  him  then,  and  he 

Still  at  thy  side  was  seen! 
(low  is  it  that  such  tilings  can  be, 

As  though  they  ne'er  had  been? 
Eyil  was  this  world's  breath,  which  came 

Between  the  good  and  brave! 
Now  must  the  tears  of  grief  and  •bame 

Be  offered  to  the  grave. 

*<  And  let  them,  let  them  t|iere  be  poured! 
Though  all  unfelt  below. 

Thine  own  wrung  heart,  to  love  reitored, 
Shall  soften  as  they  flow. 

Oh !  death  is  mighty  to  make  peace; 
Now  bid  his  work  be  done! 

So  many  an  inward  strife  shall  cease- 
Take,  take  these  babes,  my  sen!" 

Uis  eye  was  dimmed— the  strong  man  shook 

With  feelings  long  suppressed  •, 
Up  in  his  arms  the  boys  he  took, 

And  strained  them  to  his  breast. 
And  a  shout  from  all  in  the  royal  hall 

Burst  forth  to  hail  the  sight* 
And  eyes  were  wet,  midst  the  brave  that  met 

At  the  Kaiser's  feast  that  night* 


ULLA,  OR  THE  ADJURATION. 


'T  was  Ulla's  voice— «k»e  she  stood 

In  the  Iceland  summer  night, 
For  gazing  o'er  a  glassy  flood, 

From  a  dark  rock's  beetling  hoght. 

*'  I  know  thou  hast  thy  bed 

Where  the  sea-weed's  coil  hath  boand  thee : 
The  storm  sweeps  o'er  thy  head, 

But  the  deptlw  are  bushed  around  thee. 
What  wind  shall  point  the  way 

To  the  chambers  where  thou  'rt  lying? 
Come  to  me  thence,  and  say 

If  thou  thought'st  on  me  in  dying  \ 

I  will  not  shrink  to  see  thee  with  a  bloodleas  lip 

and  cheek — 
Come  to  me  from  the  ocean's  dead  1— thou  'rt  sorely 

of  them— speak!" 

She  listened— 't  was  the  wind's  bw  moan, 
'T  was  the  ripple  of  the  wave, 

'T  was  the  wakening  ospray^s  ery  alone^ 
As  it  started  from  its  cave. 

'*  I  know  each  fearfdl  speH 

Of  the  ancient  Rnnie  lay, 
Whose  muttered  words  oofflpel 

The  tempest  to  obey. 
But  I  adjure  not  thee 

By  magic  sign  or  song. 
My  voice  shall  stir  the  sea 

By  love, — the  deep,  the  strong  1 

By  the  might  of  woman's  tean,  by  the  passion  ot 

her  sighs. 
Come  to  me  from  the  ocean*s  deM — ^by  the  vows 
we  pledged — arise  I" 


Yet  Bpeak  to  mel  I  have  outwstdwd  ths  nan, 
And  gazed  o'er  hea^n  In  rain,  In  search  of  Uice. 
Bpeak  to  me  I  I  hare  wanderer]  o*er  the  eaitli, 
And  never  found  thj  llkene:*.— flpeak  to  me ' 
Thh  OII06— once  mere! 

Maitfrtd. 

**  Thou  *rt  gone ! — thou  'rt  slumbering  bw, 

With  the  sounding  seas  above  thee ; 
It  is  but  a  restless  wo, 

But  a  haunting  dream  to  love  thee ! 
Thrice  the  glad  swan  has  sung, 

To  greet  the  spring-time  hours, 
Since  thine  oar  at  parting  flung 

The  white  spray  up  in  showers. 

There 's  a  shadow  of  the  grave  on  thy  hearth,  and 
round  thy  home]  i 

Come  to  me  from  the  ocean's  dead  l^thou  'rt  surely 
of  them— come!"  • 


Again  she  gazed  with  an  eager  glance, 
Wandering  and  wildly  bright ; 

She  saw  but  the  sparkling  waters  dance 
To  the  arrowy  northern  light 

"  By  the  dow  and  struggling  death 

Of  hope  that  loathed  to  part, 
By  the  fierce  and  withering  breath   ' 

Of  despair  on  youth's  high  heart; 
By  the  weight  of  gloom  which  clings 

To  the  mantle  of  the  night, 
By  the  heavy  dawn  which  brings 

Nought  lovely  to  the  sight. 

By  all  that  from  my  weary  soul  thou  hast  wmni 

of  grief  and  fear, 
Come  to  me  from  the  ocean's  dead — awake,  arise, 

appear  I" 

Was  it  her  yearning  spirit's  draun, 

Or  did  a  pale  form  rise. 
And  o^er  the  hushed  wave  glide  and  gieam 

With  bright,  still,  mournful  eyes? 
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**  Have  the  depths  heard  1— they  havel 

My  ▼oice  prevail* — thou  'rt  there, 
Vim  from  thy  watery  grave, 

Oh !  thou  that  wert  so  fair ! 
YetUkemetothy  icatl 

There  dwells  no  fear  with  love ; 
Let  me  shunber  on  thy  breast, 

While  the  billows  roll  above ! 

Where  the  long-lost  things  lie  hid,  when  the 

bright  ones  have  their  home, 
We  will  sleep  among  the  ocean's  dead — stay  for 

me,  stay ! — I  come  !'* 

There  was  a  sullen  plunge  bel6w, 

A  flashing  on  the  mc'n, 
And  the  wave  shut  o'er  that  wild  heart's  wo, 

Shut — and  grew  still  again. 


THE  EFFIGIES. 


Der  raachs  Kampf  verewlgt  eimn  Mann: 
Br  fiOle  glelch,  sopniaet  ihn  daa  Lied. 
Alfeln  die  Thnnen,  die  unendlichen 
l>er  fibeibliebnen,  der  yerlass'tien  Prau, 
ZahltkeinaNachwelt. 


GoUhe. 


Warrior  I  whose  image  on  diy  tomb 

With  shield  and  crested  head, 
Sleeps  proudly  in  the  purple  gloom 

By  the  stained  window  shed ; 
The  records  of  thy  name  and  race 

Have  faded  from  the  stone, 
Yet,  through  a  cloud  of  years  I  trace 

What  thou  hast  been  and  done. 

A  banner,  from  its  flashing  spear 

Flung  out  o'er  many  a  fight, 
A  war-cry  ringing  far  and  clear, 

And  strong  to  turn  the  flight ; 
An  arm  that  bravely  bore  the  lance 

On  for  the  holy  shrine ; 
A  haughty  heart  and  a  kingly  glance— 

Chief  1  were  not  these  thmgs  thine : 

A  l^fty  place  where  leaders  sate 

Around  the  council-board ; 
In  festive  halls  a  chair  of  state 

When  the  blood- red  wine  was  poured 
A  name  that  drew  a  prouder  tone     ^ 

From  herald,  harp,  and  bard ; 
Surely  these  things  were  all  thine  own, 

So  hadst  thou  thy  reward. 

Woman  1  whose  sculptured  form  at  rest 

By  the  armed  knight  is  laid, 
With  meek  hands  folded  o'er  a  breast 

In  matron  robes  arrayed ; 
W  39 


What  was  thy  tale?— Oh !  gentk)  mate 

Of  him,  thp  bold  and  free. 
Bound  unto  hin  victorious  fate. 

What  bard  hath  sung  of  thee? 

He  wooed  a  bright  and  summer  star— 

Thine  was  the  void,  the  gkx>m, 
The  straining  eye  that  followed  far 

His  fast  receding  plume ; 
The  hcari-sick  listening  while  his  steed 

Sent  echoes  on  the  breeze ; 
The  pang— but  when  did  Fame  take  heed 

Of  griefs  obscure  as  these? 

Thy  silent  and  secluded  hours 

Through  many  a  lonely  day. 
While  bending  o'er  thy  broidered  flowers. 

With  spirit  far  away ; 
Thy  weeping  midnight  prayers  fpr  him 

Who  fought  on  Syrian  plains, 
Thy  watcbiiigs  till  the  torch  grew  dim^ 

l^hese  fill  no  minstrel  strains. 

A  still,  sad  life  was  thine ! — ^long  years 
With  tasks  ungueidoned  fraught, 

Deep,  quiet  love,  submissive  tears, 
.  Vigils  of  anxious  thought; 

Prayer  at  the  cross  in  fervor  poured, 
Alms  to  the  pilgrim  giveR — 

Oh  I  happy,  happier  than  thy  lord, 
In  that  lone  path  to  heaven! 


THE  SPIRIT'S  MYSTERIES. 


And  alight,  wkhal,  may  be  the  things  which  bring 
Back  on  the  heart  the  weight  which  it  would  fling 

Amde  forever ;— it  may  be  a  sound — 
A  tone  of  inuslc—mimnier'f  breath,  or  Hpring— 

A  floweF^-a  leaf— the  ocean— which  may  woond— 
Striking  th'  electric  chain  wherewith  we  ava  darkly  bound. 

adideHarotd, 


The  power  that  dwelleth  in  sweet  sounds  to  waken 
Vague  yearnings,  like  the  sailor's  for  the  shore, 
And  dim  remembrances,  whose  hue  seems  taken 
From  some  bright  former  state,  our  own  no 
more  J 
Is  not  this  all  a  mystery  7- Who  shall  say 
Whence  are  those  thoughts,  and  whither  tends 
their  wayl 

The  sudden  images  of  vanished  things. 
That  o'er  the  spirit  flash,  we  know  not  why , 

Tones  from  some  broken  harp's  deserted  strings. 
Warm  sunset  hues  of  summers  long  gone  by, 

A  rippling  wave— the  dashing  of  an  oar— 

A  flower  scent  floating  past  our  narents'  door 
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A  word— 4can3e  noted  in  iU  hour  perehanoe, 
Yd  back  retarning  with  a  plaintive  torn; 

A  amile— a  aaiuiy  or  a  mooroful  glance, 
Full  of  sweet  meanings  now  from  tbb  world 
flown; 

Axe  not  theee  mjsteries  when  to  life  tbaf  start, 

And  press  vain  tears  in  gashes  to  the  hearti 

A.nd  the  far  wanderings  of  the  soul  in  dreams, 
Calling  up  shrouded  fafces  from  the  dead, 

And  with  them  bringing  soft  or  solemn  gleams, 
Familiar  objects  brightly  to  o'erspread; 

And  wakening  buried  love,  or  joy,  or  fear,— 

These  are  night's  mysterles^who  shall  make 
themdearl 

And  the  strange  inborn  sense  of  coming  ill, 
That  oftdmes  whispers  to  the  h&unted  breast. 

In  a  k>w  tone  which  nought  can  drown  or  stiU, 
Midst  feasts  and  melodies  a  secret  guest ; 

Wtience  doth  that  murmur  wake,  that  shadow  fall  1 

Why  shakes  the  spirit  thust — 't  is  mystery  all! 

Darkly  we  move— we  press  upon  the  brink 

Haply  of  viewless  worids,  and  know  it  not; 
Yes  I  it  may  be,  that  nearer  than  we  think, 

Are  those  whom  death  has  parted  from  our  k>tl 
Fearfully,  wondrously,  our  souls  are  made- 
Let  Ds  walk  humbly  on,  but  nndismayed ! 

Humbly — ^for  knowledge  strives  in  vain  to  feel 
Her  way  amidst  these  marvels  of  the  mind ; 

Yet  undismayed — ^for  do  they  not  reveal 
Th'  immortal  being  with  our  dust  entwined  1 

So  let  us  deem!  and  e'en  the  tears  they  wake 

Shall  then  be  blest,  fer  that  high  nature's  sake. 


THE  PALM-TREE.^ 

It  wated  not  through  an  Eastern  sky, 
Bettde  a  fount  of  Araby; 
It  was  not  fenned  by  southern  braen 
In  some  green  isle  of  Indian  seas. 
Nor  did  its  graceful  shadow  sleep 
O'er  stieam  of  Afric,  lone  and  deep. 

But  fiiir  the  exiled  Palm-tree  grew 
Midqt  foliage  of  no  kindred  hue ; 
Through  the  laburnum's  dropping  gold 
Rose  the  light  shaft  of  orient  mould. 
And  Europe's  violets,  faintly  sweet, 

Pnroled  the  moss-beds  at  ito  feet 

• 

Stiange  kwked  it  there !— the  willow  streamed 
Where  rflvery  waters  near  it  gleamed ; 
The  Itme-bongh  lured  the  honey>bee 
To  murmur  by  the  Desert*s  Tree, 


TklBtncldeniKI(hlnk,VBeo(dedb7DeLnie,  ioUtpiMn 
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And  showers  of  snowy  roses  mads 
A  lustre  in  its  fan>like  shade. 

There  came  an  eve  of  festal  boor^-* 
Rich  music  filled  that  garden's  bowes; 
Lamps  that  from  flowering  bfanehes  hang, 
On  apuk*  of  dew  soft  coburs  Aoag, 
And  bright  forms  glanced—*  feiiy  show-— 
Under  the  blossoms  to  and  fro. 

But  one,  a  lone  one,  midst  the  throng, 
Seemed  reckless  of  all  dance  or  song : 
He  was  a  youth  of  dusky  mien. 
Whereon  the  Indian  son  had  been, 
Of  crested  brow,  and  long  black  hair— 
A  stranger,  like  tho  Palm-tree  there. 

And  slowly,  sadly,  moved  his  plumes. 
Glittering  athwart  the  leafy  glooms: 
He  passed  the  pale  green  olives  by, 
Nor  won  the  chestnut-flowers  his  eye ; 
But  when  to  that  sole  Palm  he  came. 
Then  shot  a  rapture  through  his  frame ! 

To  him,  to  him,  its  rusCling  spoke, 
The  silence  of  his  soul  it  broke ! 
It  whispered  of  his  own  bright  isle, 
That  lit  the  ocean  with  a  smile ; 
Aye,  to  his  ear  that  native  tone 
Had  something  of  the  sea-wave's  moan ! 
f 

His  mother's  cabin  home,  that  lay 
Where  feathery  cocoas  fringed  the  bay; 
The  dashing  of  his  brethren's  oar, 
The  oonch-noie  heard  along  the  shore;  — 
All  through  hb  wakening  bosom  swept : 
He  clasped  his  country's  Tree  and  wept  1 

Oh!  scorn  him  not!— the  strength,  whereby 
The  patriot  girds  himself  to  die, 
Th'  unconquerable  power,  whic^  liUa 
The  freeman  battling  on  his  hills, 
These  have  one  fountain  deep  and  clear  ■■ 
The  same  whence  gushed  thai  ohttdJike  tMif 


BREATHINGS  OF  SPRING.' 


TiKia  glv^  ixM  flowen^  thoa  gtvte  me  sooffi;— bring  back 
The  lore  that  I  have  iMt  I 


What  wak'st  thou.  Spring  T    sweet  vdcei  in  tba 
woods, 
And  reed-tike  echoes,  that  have  long  been  mute, 
Thou  bringest  back,  to  fill  the  soHtodeii, 

The  lark's  clear  pipe,  the  cockoo's  viewlew  flute. 
Whose  tone  seems  breathing  moumfrdness  or  glee 
Ev'n  as  our  heuts  owy  haw 
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Ani  the  leaves  gfeet  thee,  Spiing  t — the  joyous 
leaves, 

Whose  tremblings  gladden  many  a  copse  and 

glade, 

Where  eadi  young  spray  a  rosy  flush  leceives. 

When  thy  sootb-wind  hath  pierced  the  whis- 

peryshade^ 

And  happy  mnnmini,  rmning  thropgb  the  grass, 
Tell  that  thy  footsteps  pass. 

And  the  bright  waters — ^they  too  heAr  thy  call, 
Spring,  the  awakener !  thou  hast  butst  their 
sleep !  < 
Amidst  the  hollows  of  the  roeks  their  fall 
Mokes  melody,  .luid  in  the  forests  deep, 
Where  sudden  sparkles  and  blue  gleams  betny 
Their  windings  to  the  day. 

And  flowers'  -the  fairy-peopled  world  of  flowers  t 
Thou  from  the  dust  hast  set  that  glory  free, 

Colouring  the  cowslip  with  the  sun^y  hours, 
And  penciling  the  wood-anenxme; 

Silent  they  seero-^yet  each  to  thoughtful  eye 
Glows  with  mute  poesy. 

But  what  awak'st  thou  in  the  fieartf  0  Spring! 

The  human  heart,  with  all  its  dreams  and  sighs? 
Ihou  that  giv'st  back  so  many  a  buried  thing, 

Restorer  of  forgotten  harmonies! 
Fresh  songs  and  scents  break  forth  where^r  thou 
art, 

What  wak'stthou  in  the  heart? 

Too  much,  oh  I  there  too  miichl  we  know  not  well 
Wherefore  it  should  be  thus,  yet  roused  by  thee, 
What  fond  strange  yearnings,  fiomtheaours  deep 
cell, 
Gush  for  the  faces  we  no  more  may  see! 
How  are  we  haunted,  in  thy  "wind's  low  tone, 
By  Toiees  that  are  gone! 


Looks  of  fomiliaf  love,  that  never  more, 

Never  on  earth,  our  aching  eyes  shall  meet, 
Past  words  of  welcome  to  our  household  door. 

And  vanished  soules,  and  sounds  of  pajrtod  feet- 
Spring!  midst  the  murmurs  of  thy  flowering  trees, 
Why,  why  reviv'«t  thou  thesel 

Vain  bngings  for  the  dead  I— why  comeihey  back 
With  thy  young  birds,  and  leaves,  and  living 
blooms  1 
Oh!  is  It  not,  that  ffom  thine  earthly  track 

Hope  to  thy  worid  may  look  beyond  the  tombs  ? 
Yeal  gentle  spring;  no  sorrow  dims  thine  air, 
Bro  (ihed  by  our  kirod  ones  tkent 


There  were  lamps  hung  fprth  upon  tower  and  tres^ 
Banners  were  Hiled  and  streaoiing  free ; 
Every  tall  pillar  was  wreathed  with  fire. 
Like  a  shooting  meteor  was  every  spire; 
And  the  outline  of  many  a  dome  on  high 
Was  traced,  as  in  stars,  on  the  clear  dark  sky. 

I  passed  through  the  streets;  there  were  throngs 

on  throngs — 
Like  sounds  of  the  deep  were  their  mingled  songs* 
There  was  music  forth  from  each  palace  borne — 
A  peal  of  the  cymbal,  the  harp,  and  horn; 
The  forests  heard  it,  the  mountains  rang, 
The  hamlets  woke  to  its  haughty  clang; 
Rich  and  victorious  was  every  tone. 
Telling  the  land  of  her  foes  o'erthrown. 
Didst  thou  meet  not  a  mourner  for  all  the  slain  1 
Thousands  He  dead  on  their  battle-plain ! 
Gallant  and  true  were  the  hearts  that  fell — 
Grief  in  the  homes  they  have  left  must  dwell; 
Grief  o'er  the  asjiect  of  childhood  spread, 
And  bowing  the  beauty  of  woman's  head : 
Didst  thou  hear,  midst  the  songs,  not  one  tender 

moan, 
For  the  many  brave  to  their  slumbers  gone? 

I  saw  not  the  face  '•f  a  weeper  there — 
Too  strong,  perchance,  was  the  bright  lamp^s  glare  I 
I  heard  not  a  wail  midst  the  joyous  crowd 
The  music  of  victory  wr%  all  too  loud ! 
Mighty  it  rolled  on  the  winds  afar, 
Shaking  the  streets  like  a  conqueror's  car ; 
Through  torches  and  streamers  its  flood  swept  by-* 
How  could  I  listen  for  moan  or  sigh? 

Turn  then  away  from  life's  pageants,  turn, 
If  its  deep  story  thy  heart  would  learn  I 
Ever  too  bright  is  that  outward  show, 
Dazzling  the  eyes  till  they  see  not  wo. 
But  lift  tho  proud  mantle  which  hides  from  th) 

view  ^ 

The  things  thoushouldst  gaze  on,  the  sad  and  tme 
Nor  fear  to  survey  .what  its  folds  conceal—  . 
So  must  thy  spirit  be  taught  to  fed  I 


THE  SPELLS  OF  HOME. 


Then  blend  the  ties  that  strengthen 
Our  heara  In  hours  of  grief. 

The  ellver  links  that  lengthen 
Joys  visiii  when  mon  brief: 


THE  ILLUMINATED  CITY. 

The  hills  are  glowed  with  a  festive  light 
For  the  royal  city  rejoiced  by  night: 


I  Bt  tho  soft  green  light  bi  the  woody  glade^ 
i  On  the  bahks  of  moss  where  thy  childhood  pUyeJ ; 
By  the  household  tree  through  which  thine  eye 
First  looked  in  love  to  the  summer-skv: 
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By  the  dewy  gleam,  by  the  veiy  breath 
Of  the  primroee  tufts  in  the  grass  beneath, 
Upon  thy  heart  there  is  laid  a  spell, 
Holy  and  precious— oh  t  guard  it  well  I 

By  the  sleepy  ripple  of  (he  stream, 
Which  hath  lulled  thee  into  many  a  dream ; 
By  the  shiver  of  the  ivy-leaves 
To  the  wind  of  morn  at  thy  casement-eaves, 
By  the  bees'  deep  diurmur  in  the  limes, 
By  the  music  of  the  Sabbath-chimes, 
By  every  sound  of  thy  native  shade, 
Stronger  and  dearer  the  spell  \b  made. 

By  the  gathering  round  the  winter  hearth, 

When  twilight  called  into  household  mirth ; 

By  the  fairy  tale  or  the  legend  old 

In  that  ring  of  happy  faces  told ; 

By  the  quiet  hour  when  hearts  unite 

In  the  parting  prayer  and  the  kind  "GKx)d-night;" 

By  the  smiling  eye  and  the  loving  tone, 

Over  thy  life  has  a  spell  been  thrown. 

And  bless  that  gift !— it  hath  gentle  might, 
A  guardian  power  and  a  guiding  light. 
It  hath  led  the  freeman  forth  to  stand 
In  the  mountain-battles  of  his  land ; 
It  hath  brought  the  wanderer  o'er  the  seas 
To  die  on  the  hills  of  his  own  fresh  breeze ; 
And  back  to  the  gates  of  his  father's  hall, 
It  hath  led  the  weeping  prodigal 

Yes !  when  thy  heart  in  its  pride  would  stray 
Prom  the  pure  first  loves  of  its  youth  away ; 
When  the  sullying  breath  of  the  world  would  come 
O'er  the  flowers  it  brought  from  its  childhood's 

home ; 
Think  thou  again  of  the  woody  glade, 
And  the  sound  by  the  rustling  ivy  made. 
Think  of  the  tree  at  thy  father's  door, 
A  UQ  the  kindly  spell  shall  have  power  once  more ! 


ROMAN  GIRL'S  SONG. 


Roma,  Rom,  Roma  I 
Man  d  phi  oanstta  primm 


Rnicc,  Rome  I  thou  art  no  more 

As  thou  hast  been  I 
On  thy  seven  hills  of  yore 

Thou  satst  a  queen. 

Thou  hadst  thy  triumphs  then 

Purpling  the  street, 
I  jeaders  and  sceptred  men 

Bowed  at  thy  feet 


They  that  thy  mantle  wore, 

As  gods  were  seen — 
Rome,  Rome  t  thou  art  no  morv 

As  thou  hast  been  t 
• 
Rome!  thine  imperial  brow 

Never  shall  rise : 
What  bAst  thou  left  (hoe  now  V 

Thou  bast  thy  skies  1 

Blue,  deeply  Uue,  they  an^ 

Gloriously  bright  I 
Veiling  thy  wastes  afar 

With  coloured  light. 

Thou  hast  the  sunset's  glow, 

Rome,  for  thy  dower. 
Flushing  tall  cypress-bough. 

Temple  and  tower  I 

And  all  sweet  sounds  are  thine. 

Lovely  to  hear, 
While  night,  o'er  tomb  and  shrina 
•     Rests  darkly  dear. 

Many  a  solemn  hymn, 

By  starlight  sung, 
Sweeps  through  the  arches  dim, 

Thy  wrecks  among. 

Many  a  flute's  low  swell, 

On  thy  soft  air 
Lingen,  and  loves  to  dwell 

With  sumoier  there. 

Thou  hast  the  South's  rich  gift 

Of  sudden  song, 
A  charmed  fountain,  swift. 

Joyous,  and  strong. 

Thou  hast  fidr  forms  that  mofWB 

With  queenly  tread ; 
Thou  hast  proud  fanes  above 

Thy  mighty  dead. 

Yet  wears  thy  Tiber's  shorn 

A  moumfiil  mien  :— 
Rome,  Rome !  thou  aft  no  mora 

As  thou  hast  been ! 


THE  DISTANT  SHIP. 


Tbi  searblnl's  wing,  o'-er  ocean's  1 

Shoots  like  a  glancing- star. 
While  the  red  radiance  of  the  west 

Spreads  kindling  &8t  and  far ; 
And  yet  that  splendour  wins  thee  not,- 

Thy  still  and  thoughtful  eye 
Dwells  hut  on  one  dark  distant  spot 

Of  all  the  main  and  skv 
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Look  round  thee  !~o'er  the  slumbering  deep 

A  solemn  glory  broods ; 
A  fire  hath  touched  the  beacon-steep, 

And  all  the  golden  woods : 
A  thousand  gorgeous  clouds  on  high 

Bum  within  the  amber  light ; — 
What  spelt,  from  that  rich  pageantry, 

ChainB  down  thy  gazing  sight  1 

A  softening  thought  of  human  cares, 

A  feeling  linked  to  earth ! 
Is  not  yon  speck  a  bark,  which  bears 

The  loved  of  many  a  hearth  1 
Oh !  do  not  Hope,  and  Grief,  and  Fear, 

Crowd  her  frail  world  even  now. 
And  manhood's  prayer  and  woman's  tear. 

Follow  her  venturous  prow  1 

Bright  are  the  floating  clouds  above, 

The  glittering  seas  below ; 
But  we  are  bound  by  cords  of  love 

To  kindred  weal  and  wo. 
Therefore,  amidst  this  wide  array 

Of  glorious  things  and  fair. 
My  soul  is  on  that  bark's  lone  way. 

For  human  hearts  are  there. 


THE  BIRDS  OF  PASSAGE. 

Birds,  joyous  birds  of  the  wandering  wing! 
Whence  is  it  ye  come  with  the  flowers  of  spring  1 
— "  We  come  from  the  shores  of  the  green  old  Nile, 
From  the  land  where  the  'roses  of  Sharon  smile, 
From  the  palms  that  wave  through  the  Indian  sky, 
From  the  myrrh>trees  of  glowing  Araby. 

"  We  have  swept  o*er  cities  in  song  renowned — 

Silent  they  lie,  with  the  deserts  round! 

We  have  crossed  proud  rivers,  whose  tide  hath 

rolled 
All  dark  with  the  warrior-blood  of  old; 
And  each  worn  wing  hath  regained  its  home, 
Under  peasant's  roof-tree,  or  monarch's  dome." 

And  what  have  ye  (bund  in  the  monarch's  dome. 
Since  last  ye  traversed  the  blue  sea's  foami 
— "  We  have  found  a  change,  we  have  found  a  pall. 
And  a  gloom  o'ershadowing  the  banquet's  hall. 
And  a  mark  on  the  floor  as  of  life-drops  sj«It, — 
Nought  looks  the  same,  save  the  nest  we  built  !'* 

Oh!  joyous  birds,  it  hath  still  been  so; 
Through  the  halls  of  kings  doth  the  tempest  go  I 
But  the  huts  of  the  hamlet  lie  still  and  deep, 
And  the  hills  o'er  their  quiet  a  vigil  keep. 
Say  what  have  ye  found  in  the  peasant's  cot, 
Since  Isst  ye  parted  from  that  sweet  spot  1 

"A  change  we  have  found  there — end  many  a 

change! 
Faces  and  footsteps  and  all  things  strange ! 
29* 


Gone  are  the  heads  of  the  silvery  hair. 

And  the  young  that  were,  have  a  brow  of  care^ 

And   the   place  is  hushed  when  the  children 

played, — 
Nought  looks  the  same,  save  t)ie  nest  we  madtf!" 

Sad  is  your  tale  of  the  beautiful  earth. 
Birds  that  o'ersweep  it  in  power  and  mirth! 
Yet  through  the  wastes  of  the  trackless  air. 
Ye  have  a  guide,  and  shall  we  despair  1 
Ye  over  desert  and  deep  have  passed, — 
So  may  we  reach  our  bright  home  at  last! 


MOZART'S  REaUIEM. 


A  short  time  before  the  death  of  Mozart,  a 
stranger  of  remarkable  appearance,  and  dressed  in 
deep  mourning,,  called  at  his  house,  and  requested 
him  to  prepare  a  requiem,  in  his  best  style,  for  the 
funeral  of  a  distinguished  person.  The  sensitive 
imagination  of  the  composer  immediately  seized 
upon  the  circumstances  as  an  omen  of  his  own 
fate ;  and  the  nervous  anxiety  with  which  oe  la> 
boured  to  fulfil  the  task,  had  the  cflTect  of  realizing 
his  impression.  He  died  within  a  few  days  after 
completing  this  magnificent  piece  of  music,  which 
was  performed  at  his  interment. 

These  birds  of  Paradise  bat  long  to  flee 
Back  to  their  native  manaon. 

Prophecy  o/DaiUe, 

A  neaniEM! — and  for  whom? 

For  beauty  in  its  bloom  1 
For  valour  fallen — a  broken  rose  or  sword  1 

A  dirge  for  king  or  chief, 

With  pomp  of  stately  grief, 
Banner,  and  torch,  and  waving  plume  deplored  7 

Not  so,  it  is  not  sol 

That  warning  v6\ce  I  know. 
From  other  worlds  a  strange  mysterious  tone; 

A  solemn  funeral  air 

It  called  me  to  prepare. 
And  my  heart  answered  secretly«-my  own! 

One  more  then,  one  more  strain, 

In  links  of  joy  and  pain 
Mighty  the  troubled  spirit  to  inthral ! 

And  let  me  breathe  my  dower 

Of  passion  and  of  power 
Full  into  that  deep  lay—the  last  of  all! 

The  last !— and  I  must  go 
'         From  this  bright  world  below, 
This  realm  of  sunshine,  ringing  with  sweet  sound* 

Must  leave  its  festal  skie^, 

With  all  their  melodies. 
That  ever  in  my  breast  glad  echoes  found 
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Yet  have  I  known  it  long 

Too  restless  and  too  strong 
Within  this  clay  hath  been  th'  overmastering  flame ; 

Swift  thoaghts,  that  cam^  and  went, 

Litie  torrents  o*er  me  sent,  ' 

fUjB  shaken,  a*  a  reed»  my  thrilling  frama. 

Like  perfumes  on  the  wind, 

Which  none  may  stay  or  bind, 
The  beautifal  comes  floating  through  my  soul ; 

I  strive  with  yearnings  vain, 

The  spirit  to  detain 
Of  the  deep  harmonies  that  past  me  roll! 

Therefore  disturbing  dreams 

Trouble  the  secret  streams 
And  fimnto  of  music  that  overflow  my  breast; 

Something  far  more  divine 

Than  may  on  earth  be  mine, 
Haunts  my  worn  heart,  and  will  not  let  me  rest. 

Shall  1  then /ear  the  tone 

That  breathes  fifom  worlds  unknown  t— 
Sinely  these  feverish  aspirations  there 

Shall  grasp  their  full  desire, 

And  this  unsettled  fire. 
Bum  calmly,  brightly,  in  immortal  air. 

One  more  then,  one  more  strani. 

To  earthly  joy  and  pain 
A  rich,  and  deep,  and  passionate  farewell  1 

I  pour  each  fervent  thought 

With  fear,  hope,  trembling,  fraught, 
into  the  notes  that  o'er  my  dust  shall  swell 


THE  IMAGE  IN  LAVA .♦ 

Thou  thing  of  years  departed ! 

What  ages  have  gone  by. 
Since  here  the  mournful  seal  was  set 

By  love  and  agony  1 

Temple  and  tower  have  mouldered, 
Empires  from  earth  have  passed, 

And  woman's  heart  hath  left  a  trace 
Those  glories  to  outlast ! 

And  childhood's  fragile  image 
Thus  fearfully  enshrined, 

Survives  the  proud  memorials  reared 
By  conquerors  of  mankind. 

Bale  I  wert  thou  brightly  slumbering 
Upon  thy  mother's  breast. 

When  suddenly  the  fiery  tomb 
Sum  round  each  gentle  guest? 


*  TbelnipnslonorawQinan'f  form,  with  an  InAnt  clasp* 
rf  to  Uw  boaom,  limwl  at  the  uncovering  of  BSrcalaaaum. 


A  strange  dark  fate  overtook  yon. 
Fair  babe  and  loving  heart! 

One  moment  of  a  thousand  pang»^ 
Yet  better  than  to  part ! 

Haply  of  that  fi>nd  bosom, 

On  ashes  here  impressed, 
Thou  w^rt  the  only  treasure,  child  S 

Whereon  a  hope  might  rest. 

Perchance  all  vainly  lavished. 

Its  other  love  had  been, 
And  where  it  trusted,  nought  remained 

But  thorns  on  which  to  lean. 

Far  better  then  to  perish. 

Thy  form  within  ito  clasp. 
Than  live  and  lose  thee,  predous  one  I 

From  that  impassioned  grasp. 

Ob !  I  could  pass  all  relics 

Left  by  the  pomps  of  old, 
To  gaze  on  this  rude  monument 

Cast  in  affection's  mould. 

Love,  human  love !  what  art  thoo  1 

Thy  print  upon  the  dust 
Outlives  the  cities  of  renown 

Wherein  the  mighty  trust  1 

immortal, oh!  immortal 
Thou  art,  whose  earthly  glow 

Bath  gtvpn  these  ashes  holines*— 
It  must,  it  mutt  be  so! 


FAIRY  FAVOURS. 


-fSire  ma  bui 


Bomethiiig  wtveraunto  I  may  bird  royhnaA; 
Something  to  love,  to  rest  upon,  lo  cbnp 
AAectlon'a  tendrils  round. 


WouLDST  thou  wear  the  gift  of  immortal  bloom  1 
Wouldst  thou  smile  in  scorn  at  the  shadowy  tomb 
Drink  of  this  cup  I  it  la  richly  fraught 
With  balm  from  the  gardens  of  Genii  brought ; 
Drink,  and  the  spoiler  shall  pass  thee  by, 
When  the  young  all  scattered  like  rose-leaves  & 

And  would  not  the  youth  of  my  soul  be  gone, 
If  the  loved  had  left  me,  one  by  one  1 
Take  back  the  cup  that  may  never  bless, 
The  gift  that  would  make  me  brotherleos ! 
How  should  I  live,  with  no  kindred  eye 
To  reflect  mine  iminortality  T 

Wouldst  thou  have  empire,  by  sign  or  spoil, 
Over  the  mighty  in  air  that  dwell  7 
Wouldst  thou  call  the  spirits  of  shore  and 
To  fetch  thee  jewels  from  ocean's  deep  1 
Wave  but  this  rod,  and  a  viewless  hand 
Skives  to  thy  will,  shall  around  thee  ^tan^ 


Digiti 


ized  by  Google 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


31# 


Ajm]  ivould  not  fear,  at  my  coming  then, 
Hush  every  vabe  in  the  homes  of  men  1 
Would  noi  bright  eyes  in  my  presence  quail  7 
Young  cheeks  with  a  nameless  thrill  turn  pale  1 
No  gift  be  mine  that  aside  would  turn 
The  human  love  for  whose  founts  I  yearn  t 

Wouldst  thoQ  then  read  through  the  hearti  of  those 
Upon  whose  faith  thou  hast  sought  repose  7 
Wear  this  rich  gem !  it  is  charmed  to  show 
When  a  change  comes  over  afiection's  glow; 
Look  on  its  flushing  or  fading  hue, 
And  learn  if  the  trusted  be  fake  or  true ! 

Keep,  keep  the  gem,  that  I  still  may  trust, 
Though  my  heart's  wealth  be  but  poured  on  dust ! 
Let  not  a  doubt  in  my  soul  have  place, 
To  dim  the  light  of  a  loved  one's  face ; 
Leave  to  the  earth  its  warm  sunny  smil^^ 
That  glory  would  pass  could  I  look  on  guile  I 

Say  then  what  boon  of  my  power  shall  be 
Favoured  of  spirits !  poured  forth  on  thee  1 
Thou  scomeat  the  treasures  of  wave  and  mine, 
Thou  wilt  not  dri^k  of  the  cup  divine, 
Thou  art  fain  with  a  mortal's  lot  to  rest — 
Answer  me !  how  may  I  grace  it  best  1 

Oh  1  give  me  no  sway  o'er  the  powers  unseen, 
But  a  human  heart  where  my  own  may  lean ! 
A  friend,  one  tender  and  faithful  friend, 
Whose  thoughts' free  current  with  mine  may  blend, 
And  leaving  not  either  on  earth  alone, 
Bid  the  bright  calm  close  of  our  lives  be  one  I 


A  PARTING  SONG. 


"Oh !  mes  Amis^  rippeles  voos  qodqeibb  mes  v«n;  moo 
■as  y  est  empnbite."~CSori»ne. 


When  will  ye  think  of  me,  my  friends  1 

When  will  ye  think  of  met 
When  the  last  red  light,  the  £areweU  of  day, 
From  the  rock  and  the  river  is  passing  away, 
When  the  air  with  a  deepening  hush  is  fraught,. 
And  the  heartgiowsburdened  with  tender  thought; 
Then  let  it  be! 

When  will  ye  think  of  me,  kind  friends  1 

When  will  ye  think  of  mel— 
When  the  rose  of  the  rich  midsummer  time 
Is  filled  with  the  hues  of  its  glorious  prime ; 
When  ye  gather  its  bloom,  as  in  bright  boors  fled, 
Froin  iiki  walks  where  my  footsteps  no  more  may 
tread; 

Then  let  it  bel 


When  will  ye  think  of  me,  sweet  friends  1 

When  will  ye  think  of  me  1 
When  the  sudden  tears  o'erflow  your  eye 
At  the  sound  of  some  olden  melody ; 
When  ye  hear  the  voice  of  a  mountain  stream, 
When  ye  feel  the  charm  of  a  poet's  dream ; 
Thenktitbel 

Thus  let  my  memory  be  with  you,  fnende 

Thus  ever  think  of  me  I 
Bandly  and  gently,  but  as  of  one 
From  whom  't  is  well  to  be  fled  and  gone; 
As  of  a  bird  from  a  chain  unbound. 
As  of  a  wanderer  whose  home  is  found ; 

So  let  it  be. 


THE  BRIDAL  DAY. 

On  a  monument  in  a  Venetian  churah  ii  an 
epitaph,  recording  that  the  remains  beneath  are. 
those  of  a  noble  lady,  who  expired  suddenly  while 
standing  as  a  bride  at  the  altar. 


We  bear  her  home!  wo  bear  her  horns  I 
O^er  the  murmuring  sail  sea*8  faom ; 
One  who  has  fled  from  the  war  of  life, 
From  sorrow,  pain,  and  the  fever  strife. 

Barrjf  Cornwot^ 


Bride  I  upon  thy  marriage-day. 
When  thy  gems  in  rich  array 
Made  the  glistening  mirror  seem 
As  a  star-reflecting  stream. 
When  the  clustering  pearls  lay  fair 
'Midst  thy  braids  of  sunny  air, 
And  the  white  veil  o'er  thee  streaming, 
Like  a  silvery  halo  gleaming, 
Mellowed  all  that  pomp  and  light 
Into  something  meekly  bright ; 
Did  the  fluttering  of  thy  breath 
Speak  of  joy  or  wo  beneath  1 
And  the  hue  that  went  and  came 
O'er  thy  cheek,  like  wavering  flame, 
Flowed  that  crimson  from  th'  unrest, 
Or  the  gladness  of  thy  breast  1 
— Who  shall  tell  us  1 — from  thy  bower, 
Brigntly  didst  thou  pass  that  hour; 
With  the  many-^hiQcing  oar, 
And  the  cheer  along  the  shore, 
And  the  wealth  of  summer  flowers 
On  thy  fair  head  cast  in  showers. 
And  the  breath  of  song  and  flute, 
And  the  clarion's  glad  salute, 
Swiftly  o'er  the  Adrian  tkk 
Wert  thou  borne  in  pomp,  young  bi^  \ 
Mirth  and  music,  sun  and  sky, 
Welcomed  thee  triumphantly  \ 
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Yet,  perchance,  a  chastening  thought, 
In  aome  deeper  spirit  wrought, 
Whispering,  as  untold  it  blent 
With  the  sounds  of  iperriment,— 
"From  the  home  of  childhood's  glee 
From  the  days  of  laughter  free,      „ 
From  the  bve  of  many  years, 
Thou  art  gone  to  cares  and  fears  1 
To  another  path  and  guide, 
To  a  boeom  yet  untried! 
Bright  one  I  oh!  there  well  may  be 
Trembling  'midst  our  joy  for  thee." 

Bride  I  when  through  the  stately  &ne. 
Circled  with  thy  nuptial  train, 
'Midst  the  banners  hung  on  high 
By  thy  warrior-ancestry, 
'Midst  those  mighty  fathers  dead, 
In  soft  beauty  thou  wast  led ; 
When  before  the  shrine  thy  form 
Gtuivered  to  some  bosom  storm, 
When,  like  harp^rings  with  a  sigh 
Breaking  in  mid-harmony. 
On  thy  lip  the  murmurs  bw 
Died  with  love's  unfinished  vow; 
When,  like  scattered  roso-leaves,  fied 
From  thy  cheek  each  tint  of  red. 
And  the  light  forsook  thine  eye, 
And  thy  head  sank  heavily; 
Was  that  drooping  but  th'  excess 
Of  thy  spirit's  blessedness? 
Or  did  some  deep  feeling's  might. 
Folded  in  thy  heart  from  sight. 
With  a  sudden  tempest  shower. 
Earthward  bear  thy  life's  young  flower? 
— Who  shall  tell  us?— on  thy  tongue 
Silence,  and  for  ever,  hung! 
Never  to  thy  lip  and  cheek 
Rushed  again  the  crimson  streak 
Never  to  thine  eye  returned 
That  which  there  had  beamed  and  burned! 
With  the  secret  none  might  know. 
With  thy  rapture  or  thy  wo, 
With  thy  marriage-robe  and  wreath. 
Thou  wert  flod,  young  bride  of  death! 
One,  one  lightning  moment  there 
Struck  down  triumph  to  despair. 
Beauty,  splendour,  hope,  and  trust, 
Into  darkness — terror--Hlu8t! 

There  were  sounds  of  weeping  o'or  thee. 
Bride  I  as  forth  thy  kindred  bore  thee, 
Shrouded  in  thy  gleaming  veil. 
Deaf  to  that  wild  funeral-wail. 
Yet  perchance  a  chastening  thought. 
In  some  deeper  spirit  wrought. 
Whispering,  while  the  stern  sad  knell 
C)n  the  air's  bright  stillness  fell ; 
—"From  the  power  of  chill  and  change 
Souls  to  sever  and  estrange ; 


From  love's  wane — &  death  in  !!£» 
But  to  watch — a  mortal  strife : ' 
From  the  secret  fevers  known 
To  the  burning  heart  alone, 
Thou  ait  fled— afar,  away— 
Where  these  blights  no  more  have  swayf 
Bright  one!  oht  there  well  may  be 
Comfint  'midst  our  tears  for  thae !" 


THE  ANCESTRAL  SONG, 


A  long  WW  diatuibed  your  mliMt— 
Here  your  perfect  peace  fa  signed, 
*T  is  now  fun  tide  twixt  night  and  day, 
End  yoor  moan,  and  oome  away! 


Therb  were  faint  sounds  of  weeping ;— fear  and 

gloom 
And  midnight  vigil  in  a  stately  room 
Of  Lusignan's  old  halls : — rich  odours  there 
Pilled  the  proud  chamber  as  wHh  Indian  air. 
And  soft  light  fell,  from  lamps  of  silver  thrown, 
On  jewels  that  with  rainbow  lustre  shone 
Over  a  gorgeous  couch : — there  emeralds  gleamed, 
And  deeper  crimson  from  the  ruby  streamed 
Than  in  the  heart-leaf  of  the  rose  is  set. 
Hiding  from  sunshine. — Many  a  caroanet 
Starry  with  diamonds,  many  a  burning  chain 
Of  the  red  gold,  sent  forth  a  radiance  vain. 
And  sad,  and  strange,  the  canopy  beneath 
Whose  shadowy  curtains,  round  a  bed  of  death, 
Hung  drooping  solemnly; — fur  there  one  lay 
Passing  from  all  Earth's  glories  fast  away. 
Amidst  those  queenly  treasures:  They  had  been 
Gifts  of  her  lord,  from  far-off  Paynim  lands. 
And  for  kU  sake,  upon  their  orient  sheen 
She  had  gazed  fondly,  and  with  faint,  cold  handa 
Had  pressed  them  to  her  languid  heart  once  more 
Melting  in  childlike  tears.     But  this  was  o'er- 
Love's  last  vain  clinging  unto  life ;  and  now— 
A  mist  of  dreams  was -hovering  o'er  her  brow, 
Her  eye  was  fixed,  her  spirit  seemed  removed. 
Though  not  from  Earth,  from  all  it  knew  or  loved. 
Far,  far  away!  her  handmaids  watched  around, 
In  awe,  that  lent  to  each  low  midnight  sound 
A  might,  a  mystery;  and  the  quivering  light 
Of  wind-swayed  lamps,  made  spectral  in  their  sight 
The  forms  of  buried  b«tuty,  sad,  yet  fair. 
Gleaming  along  the  walls  with  braided  hair. 
Long  in  the  dust  grown  dim ;  and  she,  too,  saw, 
But  with  the  spirit's  eye  of  raptured  awe, 
Those  pictured  shapes! — a  bright,  yet  solenm 

train. 

Beckoning,  they  floated  o'er  her  dreamy  bfain, 
Clothed  in  diviner  hues ;  while  on  her  ear 
Strange  voices  fell,  which  none  besides  might  hear, 
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Sweet,  yet  profoundlj  moarnful,  'as  the  sigh 
Of  winds  o'er  barp-strings  through  a  midnight  sky ; 
And  thus  it  seemed,  in  that  low  thrilling  tone, 
Th'  ancestral  shadows  called  away  their  own. 

Come,  come,  come ! 
Long  thy  fiunting  soul  hath  yearned 
For  the  step  that  ne'er  vetumed ; 
Long  thine  anxious  ear  hath  listened, 
And  thy  watchful  eye  hath  glistened 
With  the  hope,  whose  parting  strife 
Shook  the  flower-leaves  from  thy  life — 
Now  the  heavy  day  is  done, 
Home  awaits  thee,  wearied  one ! 

Come,  come,  come! 

From  the  quenchless  thoughts  that  bum 
In  the  sealed  heart's  lonely  urn ; 
From  the  coil  of  memory's  chain 
Wound  about  the  throbbing  brain, 
From  the  veins  of  sorrow  deep, 
Winding  through  the  world  of  sleep ; 
From  the  haunted  halls  and  bowers, 
Thronged  with  ghosts  of  happier  houn  I 
Come,  come,  come  I 

On  our  dim  and  distant  shore 
Aching  love  is  felt  no  mora  I 
Wt  have  k>ved  vrith  earth's  excess^ 
Past  is  now  that  weariness ! 
We  have  wept,  that  weep  not  now— 
Calm  is  each  once  beating  brow ! 
We  have  knovrn  the  dreamer's  woes^ 
All  is  now  one  bright  repose  I  ' 
Come,  come,  come! 

Weaiy  heart  that  long  hast  bled, 
Languid  spirit,  drooping  head. 
Restless  memory,  vain  regret, 
Pining  love  whose  tight  is  set, 
Come  away! — 't  is  hushed  't  is  well ! 
Where  by  shadowy  founts  we  dwell, 
All  the  fever>thirst  is  stilled, 
All  the  ai:  with  peace  is  filled,— 
Come,  come,  come ! 

And  with  her  spirit  rapt  in  that  wild  lay, 
8h0  passed,  as  twilight  melts  to  night,  awayl 


THE  MAGIC  GLASS. 
How  Bved,  hmr  loved,  how  died  they  t 

**  Tbe  Dead  *.  the  glorious  Dead !— And  shall  they 

rise? 
ShaD  they  took  on  thee  with  their  proud  bright 

eyesi 

Thou  ask*st  a  fearful  spell ! 


Yet  say,  from  shrine  or  dim  sepulchral  hall, 
What  kingly  vision  shall  obey  my  call? 

The  deep  grave  knows  it  well  I 

"Wouldst  thou  behold  earth's  conquerors'?  sIwl 

they  pass 
Before  thee,  flushing  all  the  Magic  Glass 
With  triumph's  long  array! 
Speak !  and  those  dwellen  of  the  marble  urn 
Robed  for  the  feast  of  victory  shall  return 
As  on  their  proudest  day. 

"  Or  wouldst  thou  look  upon  the  lords  of  song  V- 
O'er  the  dark  mirror  that  immortal  throng 

Shall  waft  a  solemn  gleam! 
Passing,  with  lighted  eyes  and  radiant  brows, 
Under  the  foliage  of  green  laurel  boughs, 

But  silent  as  a  dream." 

''Not  these,  O  mighty  master!— Though  theb 

lays 
Be  unto  man's  free  heart,  and  tears,  and  praise, 

Hallowed  for  evermore  1 
And  not  the  buried  oonquerord!  Let  them  sleep 
And  let  the  flowery  earth  her  Sabbaths  keep 

In  joy,  from  shore  to  shore ! 

**  But,  if  the  narrow  house  may  so  be  moved. 
Call  the  bright  shadows  of  the  most  beloved, 

Back  from  tlifeir  couch  of  rest! 
That  I  may  learn  if  their  meek  eyes  be  filled 
With  peace,  if  human  love  hath  ever  stilled 

The  yearning  human  breast." 

"  Away,  fond  youth ! — An  idle  quest  is  thine; 
TTiese  have  no  trophy,  no  memorial  shrine; 

I  know  not  of  thdr  place  I 
'Midst  the  dim  valleys,  with  a  secret  flow, 
Their  lives,  like  shepherd  reed-notes^  faint  and 
low, 

Have  passed,  and  left  no  trace. 

"Haply,  begirt  with  shadowy  woods  and  hills, 
And  the  wild  sounds  of  melancholy  rills. 

Their  covering  turf  may  Lkx>m; 
But  ne'er  hath  Fame  made  relics  of  its  flowers, 
Never  hath  pilgrim  sought  their  household  bowen 

Or  poet  hailed  their  tomb." 

"Adieu,  then,  master  of  the  midnight  spell! 
Some  voice,  perchance,  by  those  lone  graves  may 
teU 

That  which  I  pine  to  know! 
I  haste  to  seek,  from  woods  and  valleys  deep^ 
Where  the  beloved  are  laid  in  fowly  sleep, 
Records  of  joy  and  wo."* 


-  Originally  puUkhad  to  ths  Utonrv  Souvenir  kit  189. 
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CORINNE  AT  THE  CAPITOL, 

THE  RUIN. 

OhI  *lli the  AsarfthsAigiiUles this lils 

pM  do  torta  qui  pulMm  valoir  k  pLm  ofaRtn  tK  dluw 

Making  a  irulli  and  beaucy  oTiiB  own. 
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Daughter  of  th'  Italian  heaven ! 

Thoo,  to  whom  ita  fire*  are  given, 

No  dower  of  storied  aong  is  thme. 

Joyoinly  thjr  car  hath  rolled 

0  desolate  abode  • 

Where  the  oonqueron  pasaed  of  ok! ; 

Forth  from  thy  gates  no  glittexing  Un* 

And  the  featal  sun  that  ahone, 

Of  lance  and  spear  hath  flowed. 

O'er  three*  hundred  triumpha  gone, 

Banners  of  knighthood  have  not  flung 

Makes  thy  d^  of  glory  bright, 

Proud  drapery  o'er  thy  walls. 

With  a  shower  of  golden  light. 

Nor  bugle  notes  to  battle  rung 

Now  thou  tread'flt  th*  ascending  road. 

Freedom's  foot  so  proudly  trode ; 

While,  from  tombs  of  heroes  home, 

By  courtly  hands  been  dressed, 

From  the  dust  of  empire  shorn, 

For  Princes,  from  the  chase  of  deer, 

Flowers  upon  thy  gracefbl  head, 

Under  green  leaves  to  rest: 

Chaplets  of  all  hues  are  shtod,  « 

Only  some  rose,  yet  lingering  bright 

In  a  soft  and  roay  rain, 

Beside  thy  casements  lone, 

Tells  where  the  spirit  of  delight 

Thou  hast  gained  the  summit  now 

Hath  dwelt,  and  now  is  gone. 

Music  hails  thee  from  below ;~ 

Yet  minstrel  tale  of  harp  and  swoid. 

Music,  whoee  rich  notes  might  stir 

And  sovereign  beauty'a  lot. 

Ashes  of  the  sepulchre ; 

House  of  quenched  light  and  silent  bcaidl 

Shaking  with  victorious  notes 

For  me  thou  needest  not 

All  the  bright  air  as  it  floats. 

It  is  enough  to  know  that  Aere, 

Well  may  woman's  heart  beat  high 

Where  thoughtfuUy  I  stand, 

Unto  that  proud  harmony ! 

Sorrow  and  love,  and  hope  and  fear. 

Now  afar  it  rolls—it  dies— 

Have  linked  one  kindred  band. 

And  thy  voice  is  heard  to  rise 

Thou  Undest  me  with  mighty  spellsl 

With  a  low  and  k>vely  tone 

— A  solemnizing  breath. 

In  its  thrilling  power  alone; 

A  presence  all  around  thee  dwells. 

And  thy  lyre's  deep  silvery  string. 

Of  human  life  and  death. 

Touched  as  by  a  breeze's  wing. 

I  need  but  pluck  yon  garden  flower 

Murmurs  tremblingly  at  first, 

From  where  the  wild  weeds  riae, 

Ere  the  tide  of  rapturo  burst 

To  wake,  with  strange  and  sudden  power, 

All  the  spirit  of  thy  sky 

A  thousand  sympathies. 

Now  hath  lit  thy  lai^e  dark  eye, 

Thou  hast  heard  many  sounds,  thou  hearth 

And  thy  cheek  a  flush  hath  caught 

Deserted  now  by  alll 

From  the  joy  of  kindled  thought; 

Voices  at  eve  here  met  in  mirth 

And  the  burning  words  of  song 

Which  eve  may  ne'er  recall. 

From  thy  lips  flow  fast  and  strong. 

Youth's  buoyant  step,  and  woman's  tone. 

With  a  rushing  strsam's  delight 

And  childhood's  laughing  glee. 

In  the  fireedom  of  its  might 

And  song  and  prayer,  have  all  been  known, 

Radiant  daughter  of  the  sun  I 

Hearth  of  the  dead^  to  thee. 

Now  thy  living  wreath  is  won. 
Crowned  of  Rome!— Oh!  artthoODOt 
Happy  in  that  glorious  loti— 
Happier,  happier  far  than  thou, 

Thou  hast  heard  blessings  fondly  poured 
Upon  the  infant  head. 

The  living  soul  were  shed ; 
Thou  hast  seen  partings,  such  as  bear 
The  bloom  from  life  away— 

With  the  laurel  on  thy  brow, 

She  that  makes  the  humblest  hearth 

LjOvel5r  but  to  one  on  earth ! 

Alas!  for  love  in  changeful  air. 
Where  nought  beteved  can  stay' 

• 
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Here,  by  the  restless  bed  of  paio, 

The  Tigil  hath  been  kept, 
Tin  sanrise,  bright  with  hope  in  vain, 

Bant  forth  on  eyes  that  wept  : 
Here  hath  been  felt  the  hush,  the  gloom, 

The  breathless  influence,  shed 
Through  the  dim  dwelling,  from  the  room 

Wherein  reposed  the  dead. 

The  seat  left  void,  the  misnng  face, 

Have  here  been  marked  and  mourned. 
And  time  hath  filled  the  vacant  place, 

And  gladness  hath  returned ; 
Till  from  the  narrowing  household  chain 

The  links  dropped  one  by  one  I 
And  homewards  hither,  o'er  the  main, . 

Came  the  spring-birds  alone. 

b  there  not  oause,  then— cause  for  thought, 

Fixed  eye  and  lingering  tread. 
Where,  with  their  thousand  mysteries  fraught, 

Even  lowliest  hearts  have  bled  1 
Where,  in  its  ever-haunting  thirst 

For  draughts  of  purer  day, 
Man's  soul,  with  fitful  strength,  hath  bunt 

The  clouds  that  wrapt  its  wayl 


Holy  to  human  natun  i 

The  bng-ibrsaken  spot; 
To  deep  affisctions,  tender  dreama, 

Hopes  of  a  blighter  lot  I 
Therdbra  in  silent  reverence  here, 

Hearth  of  the  dead!  I  stand, 
Where  joy  and  sorrow,  smile  and  tear, 

Hav»  linked  one  houaehoU  band. 


THE  MINSTER. 

A  fk  abodo^  wbereln  appear  enahriiMd 
Our  Hqpas  of  immqrtallty.^Byron. 

SpfiiK  low!— the  place  b  holy  to  the  breath 
Of  awful  harmonies,  of  wliispered  prayer; 

Tread  lightly! — for  the  sanctity  of  death 
Broods  with  a  voiceless  influence  on  the  air: 

Stem,  yet  serene!— a  reconciling  npell, 

Each  troubled  billow  of  the  soul  to  quell. 

Leave  me  to  linger  silently  awhile! 

— Not  for  the  light  that  pours  its  fervid  streams 
Of  rainbow  glory  down  through  arch  and  aisle, 

Kindling  old  bannen  into  haughty  gleams, 
Flushing  pnrad  shrines,  or  by  some  warrior's  tomb 
Dying  away  in  clouds  of  gorgeous  gloom: 

Not  for  rich  music,  though  in  triumph  pealing, 
Mighty  as  forest  sounds  when  winds  are  high; 

Nor  yet  for  torch,  and  cross,  and  stole,  revealing 
Through  incense-mists  their  sainted  pageant- 
ry:^  I 


Though  o'er  the  spirit  each  hath  charm  and  power 
Yet  not  for  the^e  I  ask  one  lingering  hour. 

But  by  strong  sympathies,  whose  silver  conl 
Links  me  to  mortal  weal,  my  soul  is  bound ; 

Thoughto  of  the  human  hearts,  that  here  have 
poured 
Their  anguish  forth,  are  with  me  and  around  ;— 

I  kx)k  back  on  the  pangs,  the  burning  tears, 

Known  to  these  altan  of  a  thousand  years. 

Send  up  a  murmur  from  the  dost.  Remorse? 

That  here  hast  bowed  with  ashes  on  thy  head; 
And  thou  still  battling  with  the  tempest's  force— 

Thou,  whose  bright  spirit  through  all  time  has 
bled— 
Spoak,  wounded  Love !  if  penance  here,  or  prayer, 
Hath  laid  one  hauntiiig  shadow  of  despair  1 

No  voice*,  no  breath!— of  conflicts  past,  no  trace! 

— Does  not  this  hush  give  answer  to  my  quest 't 
Surely  the  dread  religion  of  the  place 

By  0very  grief  hath  made  iu  might  oonfostl 
— Oh !  that  within  my  heart  I  could  but  keep 
Holy  to  Heaven,  a  spot  thus  pure,  and  still,  and 
deep! 


THE  SONG  OF  NIGHT. 


O  night, 
And  Morm,  and  daikneas  I  ye  an  wondroosiUtini^ 
Yet  IoT«l7  in  your  auength  I— Byron. 


I  COME  to  thee,  O  Earth  I 
With  all  my  gifts!— for  every  flower  sweet  dew, 
In  bell  and  urn,  and  chalice,  to  renew 

The  glory  of  iu  birth. 

Not  one  which  glimmering  lies 
Far  amidst  folding  liills,  or  forest  leaves, 
But,  through  its  veins  of  beauty,  so  receives 

A  spirit  of  fresh  dyes. 

I  come  with  every  star; 
Making  thy  streams,  that  on  their  noon-day  track, 
Give  me  but  the  moss,  the  reed,  the  lily  back, 

Mirrore  of  worids  afar. 

I  come  with  peace; — I  shed 
Sleep  through  thy  wood-walks,  o'er  the  honey-bee, 
The  lark's  triumphant  voice,  the  fawn's  voung 

The  hyacinth's  meek  head. 

On  my  own  heart  I  lay 
The  weary  babe;  and  sealing  with  a  breath 
Its  eyes  of  love,  ser«d  fiuiy  dreams,  benealh 

The  shadowing  tids  to  play. 
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I  come  with  mightier  things! 
Who  calls  me  silent  1 — I  have  many  tones — 
The  dark  skies  thrill  with  low,  mysterious  moans, 

Borne  on  n^  sweeping  wingc 

I  waft  them  not  alone 
From  the  deep  organ  of  the  forest  shades, 
Or  buried  streams,  unheard  amidst  their  glades, 

Till  the  bright  day  is  done; 

But  in  the  human  breast 
A  thousand  still  small  voices  I  awake, 
Strong,  in  their  sweetness,  from  the  soul  to  shake 

The  mantle  of  its  rest. 

I  bring  them  from  the  past : 
From  true  hearts  broken,  gentle  spirits  torn. 
From  crushed  affections,  which,  though  long  o'er- 
bome, 

Make  their  tones  heard  at  last. 

I  bring  them  from  the  tomb; 
O'er  the  sad  couch  of  late  repentant  love 
They  pass — though  low  as  murmum  of  a  dote — 

Like  trumpets  through  the  gloom. 

I  come  with  all  my  train : 
Who  calls  me  lonely  7~-Ho8ts  around  me  tread. 
The  intensely  bright,  the  beautiful, — the  dead, — 

Phantoms  of  heart  and  brain ! 

Looks  from  departed  eyes — 
These  aro  my  lightnings ! — ^filled  with  anguish  vain, 
Or  tenderness  too  piercing  to  sustain, 

They  smite  with  agonies. 

I,  that  with  soft  control. 
Shut  the  dim  violet,  hush  the  woodland  song, 
I  am  the  avenging  one !  the  armed — the  strong, 

The  searcher  of  the  soul  I 

I,  that  shower  dewy  light 
Through  slumbering  leaves,  bring  storms! — the 

tempest-birth 
Of  memory,  thought,  remorse :— Be  holy,  earth  I 

I  am  the  solemn  ni^ht  !* 


THE  STORM  PAINTERt  IN  HIS  DUN- 
GEON. 

Where  of  ye,  O  tempests,  la  the  goal  1 
Are  ye  like  thoae  that  aliake  the  human  breast  I 
Or  .1o  ye  And  at  length,  Uke  eagJea^  some  high  neat  Y 
ChiUU  Harold. 

Midnight,  and  silence  deep ! 
The  air  is  filled  with  sleep, 
With  the  streun'u  whisper,  and  the  citron's  breath ; 


The  fixed  and  solemn  stars 
Gleam  through  my  dungeon  bars — 
Wake,  rushing  winds!  thisbreezelesscalmudeBth. 

Ye  watch-fites  of  the  skies ! 

The  stillness  of  your  eyes 
Looks  too  intensely  through  my  troubled  soul : 

I  feel  thi«  weight  of  rest 

An  earth-load  on  my  breast — 
Wake,  rushing  winds,awake !  and,  dark  clouds,  roll  I 

I  am  your  own,  your  child, 

O  ye,  the  fierce  and  wild 
And  kingly  tempests ! — will  ye  not  arise  1 

Hear  the  bold  spirit's  voice, 

That  knows  not  to  rejoice 
But  in  the  peal  of  your  strong  harmonies. 

By  sounding  ocean-waves, 

And  dim  Calabrian  caves, 
And  flashing  torrents,  I  have  been  your  mate ; 

And  with  the  rocking  pines 

Of  the  olden  Apennines, 
In  your  dark  path  stood  fisarless  and  elate : 

Your  lightnings  were  as  rods. 

That  smote  the  deep  abodes 
Of  thought  and  vision — and  the  stream  gushed  fines; 

Come,  that  my  soul  again 

May  swell  to  burst  its  chain — 
Bring  me  the  music  of  the  sweeping  sea ! 

Within  me  dwells  a  fiame, 

An  eagle  caged  and  tame, 
Till  called  forth  by  the  harping  of  the  blast; 

TVien  vs  its  triumph's  hour, 

It  springs  to  sudden  power. 
As  mounts  the  billow  o'er  the  quivering  masL 

Then,  then,  the  canvass  o'er, 

With  hurried  hand  I  pour 
The  lava-waves  and  gusts  of  my  own  soul ! 

Kindling  to  fiery  life 

Dreams,  worlds,  of  pictured  strife  ;^ 
Wake,  rushing  winds,  awake  I  and,  dark  cbuds,  roll 

Wake,  rise  1  the  reed  may  bend, 

The  shivering  leaf  descend, 
The  forest  branch  give  way  before  your  might 

But  I,  your  strong  compeer. 

Call,  summon,  wait  you  here, — 
Answer,  my  spirit  i—answer,  etorm  and  night  I 


•  Originally  published  in  the  Winter's  Wreath,  for  laai 

f  Plotro  MuUer,  called  II  Terapesta,  from  bis  surprising  pic- '  toty  •J  Painting^  tranalaUd  by  JZoecoe. 


cures  of  sionnB.  " His  compositions,"  says  Lanzi, "  losptn  a 
real  horror,  presenting  to  oar  qres  deathnieTocod  ships  over, 
taken  by  tempests  and  darkness;  fired  bj  lightning;  now 
rising  on  the  mountain  wa?e,  and  again  submerged  In  the 
abyss  of  ocean."  During  an  imprisonment  of  five  yean  in 
Genoa,  the  pictures  which  Im  painted  in  his  dungeon  were 
marked  by  addidonol  power  and  gloom— fiee  LnnxffM  Ar 
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DEATH  AND  THE  WARRIOR. 

"  At,  Warrior,  arm  I  and  wear  thy  plume 

On  a  proud  and  fearless  brow  t 
I  am  the  lord  of  the  lonely  tomb, 

And  a  mightier  one  than  thoa ! 

'*  Bid  thy  soul's  love  farewell,  young  chief, 

Bid  her  a  lon^  farewell  I 
Like  the  morning's  dew  shall  pass  that  grief — 

Thou  comest  with  me  to  dwell  1 

"  Thy  bark  may  rush  through  the  foaming  deep, 

Thy  steed  o'er  the  breezy  hill ; 
But  they  bear  thee  on  to  a  place  of  sleep. 

Narrow,  and  cold,  and  chill  1" 

"  Was  the  Toioe  I  heard,  thy  voice,  O  Death  1 

And  is  thy  day  so  near  1 
Then  on  the  field  shall  my  life's  last  breath 

Mingle  with  victory's  dieer  I 

**  Banners  shall  float,  with  the  trumpet's  note, 

Above  me  as  I  die  I 
And  the  pabn  tree  wave  o'er  my  noble  grave. 

Under  the  Syrian  sky. 

**  High  hearts  shall  bum  in  the  royal  hall, 
When  the  minstrel  names  that  spot ; 

And  the  eyes  I  love  shall  weep  my  fall,^ 
Death,  Death  I  I  fear  thee  not  I" 

"  Warrior  I  thoa  bearest  a  haughty  heart ; 

But  I  can  bend  its  pride  1     > 
How  shouldst  thou  know  that  thy  soul  will  part 

In  the  hour  of  victory's  tide  1 

"  It  may  be  far  firom  thy  steel-clad  bands, 

That  I  shall  make  thee  mine ; 
It  may  be  lone  on  the  desert  sands, 

Where  men  for  fountains  pine ! 

"  It  may  be  deep  amidst  heavy  chains, 

In  some  strong  Paynim  hold ; — 
I  have  slow  dull  steps  and  lingering  pains. 

Wherewith  to  tame  the  bold !" 

*'  Death,  Death  I  I  go  to  a  doom  unblest. 

If  this  indeed  must  be ; 
But  the  cross  is  bound  upon  ray  breast, 

And  I  may  not  shrink  for  thee ! 

"  Sound,  clarion,  soiuid !— for  my  vows  axe  given 

To  the  cause  of  the  holy  shrine ; 
I  bow  my  soul  to  the  will  of  Heaven, 

O  Death !— and  not  to  tlune  1" 


THE  TWO  VOICEa 

Two  solemn  v  oiccs,  in  a  funeral  strain, 
Met  as  rich  sunbeuns  and  dark  bunts  of  nin 

Meet  in  the  sky : 
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**  Thou  art  gone  henoe  I"  one  sang;  "  Our  light  is 

flown, 
Our  beautiful,  that  seemed  too  much  our  own, 
Ever  to  die. 

"  Thou  art  gone  hencel— our  joyous  hills  among 
Never  again  to  pour  thy  soul  in  song, 

When  spring-flowers  rise  I 
Never  the  friend's  familiar  step  to  meet 
With  loving  kughter,  and  the  welcome  sweet 

Ofthy  glad  eyes." 

Thou  art  gone  home^  gone  hornet"  then,  high 
and  clear, 
Warbled  that  other  Voice:  "  Thou  hast  no  tear 

Again  to  shed. 
Never  to  fold  the  robe  o'er  secret  pain. 
Never,  weighed  down  by  Memory's  clouds,  again 
To  bow  thy  head. 

"Thou  art  gone  home!  oh!  early  crowned  and 

blest! 
Where  could  the  love  of  that  deep  heart  find  rest 

With  aught  below  1 
Thou  must  have  seen  rich  dream  by  dream  decay 
AU  the  bright  rose-leaves  drop  from  life  away — 

Thrice  blest  to  go!" 

Yet  sighed  agi^n  that  breeze-like  Voice  of  grief— 
Thou  art  gone  hence !  alas!  that  aught  so  brief. 
So  bved  shoukl  be  I 
Thoa  tak'st  our  summer  hence ! — the  flower,  the 

tone, 
The  music  of  our  being,  all  in  one, 

Depart  with  thee  1 

"  Fair  forui,  young  spirit,  morning  vision  fled 
Canst  thou  be  of  the  dead,  the  awful  deadi 

The  dark  unknown  1 
Yes !  to  the  dwelling  where  no  footsteps  fall. 
Never  again  to  light  up  hearth  or  hall. 

Thy  smile  is  gone !" 

"Home,  Jiome!"  once  more  th'  exulting  Voirii 

arose: 
"  Thou  art  gone  home !  from  that  divine  repose 

Never  to  roam ! 
Never  to  say  farewell,  to  weep  in  vain, 
To  read  of  change,  in  eyes  beloved,  again— 

Thou  art  gone  iiomo . 

"  By  the  bright  waters  now  thy  lot  is  cast,- 
Joy  for  thee,  happy  firiend!  thy  bark  hath  past 

The  rough  sea's  foaml 
Now  the  long  yearnings  of  thy  soul  are  stilled. 
Home!  home t— thy  peace  is  won,  thy  heart  iv 
filled. 

—Thou  an  gone  home" 
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THE  PARTING  SHIP. 


A  glloering  riilp  that  hath  ths  ptaln 
OfocMnforharo^ 


M^OTMIMrf^ 

Go,  in  thj  glory,  o'er  the  ancient  wa, 
Take  with  thee  gentle  winds  thy  nila  to  swell ; 

Sunshine  and  joy  upon  thy  streamen  be, — 
Fare  thee  well,  bark,  farewell ! 

Proudly  the  flashing  billow  thou  hast  cleft, 
The  breeze  yet  follows  thee  with  cheer  and  song ; 

Who  now  of  storms  hath  dream  or  memory  left  t 
And  yet  the  deep  is  strong ! 

But  go  thou  triumphing,  while  still  the  smiles 
Of  summer  tremble  on  the  water's  breast ! 

Thou  shalt  be  greeted  by  a  thousand  isles, 
In  lone,  wild  beauty  dresL 

To  thee  a  welcome,  breathing  o'er  the  tide, 
The  genii  groves  of  Araby  shall  pour; 

Waves  that  enfold  the  pearl  shall  bathe  thy  side. 
On  the  old  Indian  shore. 

Oft  shall  the  shadow  of  the  palnntree  lie 
O'er  glassy  bays  wherein  thy  saib  are  furled, 

And  its  leaves  whisper,  as  the  wind  sweeps  by, 
Tales  of  the  elder  world. 

Oft  shall  the  burning  stars  of  Southern  skies, 
On  the  mid-eoean  see  thee  chained  in  sfeep, 

A  lonely  home  for  human  thoughts  and  ties. 
Between  the  heavens  and  deep. 

Blue  seas  that  roll  on  goigeoos  coasts  renowned, 
By  night  shall  sparkle  where  thy  prow  makes 
way; 

Strange  creaturesof  the  abyss  that  none  may  sound, 
in  thy  broad  wake  shall  play. 

l<*iom  hills  unknown,  in  mingled  joy  and  tear, 
Free  dusky  tribes  shall  pour,  thy  flag  to  mark; 

Blessings  go  with  thee  on  thy  lone  career  I 
Hail,  and  fiirewell,  thou  bark  I 

A  long  farewell  1— Thou  wilt  not  bring  us  back. 
All  whom  thou  bearest  far  from  home  and  hearth. 

Many  are  thine,  whose  steps  no  more  shall  track 
Their  own  sweet  native  earth  1 

Some  wilt  thoa  leave  beneath  the  plantain's  shade, 
Where  through  the  foliage  Indian  sons  look 
bright; 

borne.  In  the  snows  of  wintry  v^ioiit  lad, 
By  toe  cold  northern  light 


And  some,  far  down  below  the  sounding  wave,^> 
Still  shall  they  lie,  though  tempests  o'er  tbem 
sweep ; 

Never  may  flower  be  strewn  above  their  grave 
Never  may  sister  weep  1 

And  thou — the  billow's  queen— even  thy  proud 
form 

On  our  glad  sight  no  more  perchance  may  swell; 
Yet  God  alike  is  in  the  calm  and  i 

Fare  thee  well,  bark !  farewell ! 


THE  LAST  TREE  OF  THE  FOREST, 

Whisper,  thou  Tree,  thou  lonely  Tree, 

One,  where  a  thousand  stood  I 
Well  might  proud  tales  be  told  by  thee, 

Last  of  the  solemn  wood  I 

Dwells  there  no  voice  amidst  thy  boughs, 

With  leaves  yet  darkly  green  1 
Stillness  is  round,  and  noontide  glows— 

Tell  us  what  thou  hast  seen. 

**  I  have  seen  the  forest  shadows  lie 

Where  men  now  reap  the  com ; 
I  have  seen  the  kingly  chase  rush  by 

Through  the  deep  glades  at  mom. 

"  With  the  glance  of  many  a  gallant  spear. 

And  the  wave  of  many  a  plume, 
And  the  bounding  of  a  hundred  deer, 

It  hatli  lit  the  woodland's  gkxNU. 

"  I  have  seen  the  knight  and  his  train  ride  past^ 

With  his  banner  borne  on  high ; 
O'er  all  my  leaves  there  was  brightness  cast 

Frem  his  gleaming  panoply. 

**  The  Pilgrim  at  my  feet  hath  laid 
His  palm  branch  'midst  the  flowers, 

And  told  his  beads,  and  meekly  prayed, 
Kneeling,  at  vesper-hours. 

**  And  the  merry-men  of  wild  and  glen. 

In  the  green  array  they  wore. 
Have  feasted  here  with  the  nd  wine's  cheer. 

And  the  hauler's  song  of  yoM. 

*' And  the  minstrel,  resting  in  my  shade, 

Hath  made  the  forest  ring 
With  the  lordly  tales  of  the  high  Crusade, 

Once  loved  by  chief  and  king. 

"  But  now  the  noble  forms  are  gone^ 

That  walked  the  earth  of  old; 
The  soft  wind  halh amoomiul  tsns^ 

The  sunny  liglit  hxiks  oold. 
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«  Tbere  ia  no  glory  left  us  now, 
Like  the  glory  with  the  dead : — 

I  would  that  where  they  alamber  low 
My  lateat^eaves  were  shed !" 

Oh!  thou  dark  Tree,  thou  loneiy  Tree 

That  rooumeat  for  the  pastl 
A  peasant's  home  in  thy  shades  I  see, 

Embowered  from  every  blast. 

A  lovely  and  a  mirthful  sound 

Of  laughter  meets  mine  ear ; 
For  the  poor  man's  children  sport  around 

On  the  turf,  with  nought  to  fear. 


And  nm  lend  that  cabin's  wall 

A  happy  summer-glow ; 
And  the  open  door  stands  free  to  all 

For  it  recks  not  of  a  foe. 

And  the  village  bells  are  on  the  breeze, 
That  stirs  thy  leaf,  dark  Tree ! 

How  can  I  mourn,  'midst  things  like  these, 
For  the  stormy  past,  with  thee7 


THE  STREAMS. 


The  pow«r,  the  beamy,  and  the  majeMj, 

That  had  their  haunis  In  dale  or  pinj  mountain, 

Or  fore*  by  slow  stream,  or  pebbly  apring, 

Or  chaama  and  watery  daptha;  all  thoaa  have  vantahed  I 

They  lire  no  longer  in  the  faith  of  heaven, 

Bat  fltiU  the  bean  doth  need  a  language  I 

Coieridgt^t  WaUtnsMn, 


Ve  have  been  holy,  O  founts  and  floods! 
Ve  of  the  ancient  and  solemn  woods, 
Ve  that  are  bom  of  the  valleys  deep, 
With  the  water-flowers  on  your  breast  asleep, 
And  ye  that  gush  from  the  sounding  caves— 
Hallowed  have  been  your  waves. 

Hallowed  by  man,  and  his  dreams  of  old, 
Unto  beings  not  of  this  mortal  mould 
ViewlesB,  and  deathless,  and  wondrous  powers, 
Whose  voice  he  heard  in  his  lonely  hours. 
And  sought  with  its  fancied  sound  to  still 
The  heart  earth  could  not  fill 

Therefore  the  flowers  of  bright  summers  gone. 
O'er  your  sweet  waters,  ye  streams  I  were  thrown 
Thousand  of  gif^  to  the  sunny  sea 
Have  ye  swept  along  in  your  wanderings  free, 
And  thrilled  to  the  murmur  of  many  &  vow — 
Where  all  is  silent  now ! 

Nor  seems  it  strange  that  the  heart  hath  been 
So  Unked  in  love  to  your  margins  green; 
That  still,  though  ruined,  your  early  shrines 
In  beauty  gleam  through  the  southern  vines 


And  the  ivyed  chapels  of  colder  skies. 
On  your  wild  banks  i 


For  the  loveliest  scenes  of  the  glowing  earth, 
Are  those,  bright  streams!  where  your  spiingi 

have  birth; 
Whether  their  cavemed  murmur  fills, 
With  a  tone  of  plaint  the  hollow  hills, 
Or  the  glad  sweet  laugh  of  their  healthful  flow 
Is  heard  'midst  the  hamlets  low. 

Or  whether  ye  gladden  the  deeert^sands, 
With  a  joyous  music  to  Pilgrim  bands, 
And  a  flash  from  under  some  ancient  rook, 
Where  a  shepherd-king  might  have  watched  hit 

flock, 
WHere  a  few  lone  palm-trees  Hft  their  heads. 
And  a  green  Acacia  spreads. 

Or  whether,  in  bright  old  lands  renowned, 
The  laurels  thrill  to  your  fint-bom  sound. 
And  the  shadow,  flung  from  the  Grecian  pme. 
Sweeps  with  the  breeze  o'er  your  gleaming  iin0j 
And  the  tall  reeds  whisper  to  your  waves 
Beside  heroic  graves. 

Voices  and  lights  of  the  lonely  place ! 
By  the  freshest  fern  your  path  we  trace ; 
By  the  brightest  cups  on  the  emerald  moss. 
Whose  fairy  gobleto  the  turf  emboss. 
By  the  rainbpw-glancing  of  insect-wings, 
In  a  thousand  mazy  rings. 

There  sucks  the  bee,  for  the  richest  floweis 
Are  all  your  own  through  the  summer-hours . 
There  the  proud  stag  his  fair  image  knows. 
Traced  on  your  glass  beneath  alder-beughs. 
And  tlie  Halcyon's  breast,  like  the  skies  arrayed. 
Gleams  through  the  wiUow-shado. 

But  the  wild  sweet  tales,  that  with  elves  and  fays 
Peopled  your  banks  in  olden  days, 
And  the  memory  left  by  departed  love. 
To  your  antique  founts  in  glen  and  grove, 
And  the  glory  born  of  the  poet's  dreame— 

Theae  ue  your  charms,  bright  streaoH 

Now  is  the  time  of  your  flowery  rites, 
Gone  by  with  its  dances  and  young  delights: 
From  your  marble  urns  ye  have  burst  away, 
From  your  chapel-cells  to  the  laughing  day; 
Low  lie  your  altars  with  moss  o'ergrown, 
— And  the  woods  again  are  one. 

Yet  holy  still  be  your  livfaig  springs 
Haunts  of  all  gentle  and  gladsome  thingi». 
Holy,  lo  converse  with  nature's  fere. 
That  gives  the  worn  spirit  its  youth  once  rooTu. 
And  to  silent  thoughts  of  the  love  divine, 
Making  the  heart  a  shrine  1 
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THE  VOICE  OP  THE  WIND. 

TlMn  !■  noihif«  In  tha  wMe  world  lo  Ulw  the  Toleft  of  a  qri- 
tl/L—Qray^t  Letten. 

Oh!  many  a  Toic8  is  thine,  thou  Windl  full  many 
a  voice  is  thine, 

From  every  scene  thy  wing  o'enweeps  thou  hear- 
est  a  sound  and  sign  j 

A  minstral  wild  and  strong  thou  art,  with  a  mas- 
tery all  thine  own, 

And  the  spirit  is  thy  harp,  O  Wind!  that  gives 
the  answering  tone. 

Thou  hast  been  across  red  fields  of  war,  where 

.  shivered  helmets  lie, 
And  thou  bringes|  thence  the  thrilling  note  of  a 

clarion  in  the  sky; 
A  rustling  of  proud  banner-folds,  a  peal  of  stormy 

drums,— 
AH  these  are  in  thy  music  met,  as  when  a  leader 


Thou  art  come  from  long-fbnaken  homes,  wheram 

our  young  days  flew, 
Thou  hast  found  sweet  voices  lingering  there,  the 

loved,  the  kind,  the  true; 
Thou  caUost  hack  those  melodies,  though  now  aO 

changed  and  fled, — 
Be  still,  be  still,  and  haunt  us  not  with  muae 

from  the  dead! 

Are  all  these  notes  in  thee^  wild  Wmdl  these 

many  notes  in  thee? 
Far  in  our  own  unfathomed  souls  their  fount  must 

surely  be ; 
Yes!    buried,  but    unsleeping,    then   Thoognt 

watches,  Memory  lies. 
From  whose  deep   urn    the  tones  are  poured, 

through  all  Earth's  harmonies. 


Thou  hast  been  o'er  solitary  seas,  and  from  their 
.  wastes  brought  back 

Each  noise  of  waten  that  awoke  in  the  mystery  of 
thy  track; 

The  chime  of  low  soft  southern  waves  on  some 
green  palmy  shore. 

The  hollow  roll  of  distant  surge,  the  gathered  bil- 
lows roar. 

Tbou  art  come  from  forests  dark  and  deep,  thou 

mighty  rushing  Wind! 
And  thou  bearest  all  their  unisons  in  one  full  swell 

combined ; 
The  restless  pines,  the  moaning  stream,  all  hidden 

things  and  free. 
Of  the  dim  old  sounding  wilderness,  have  lent 

their  soul  to  thee. 

•Thou  art  come  from  cities  lighted  up  for  the  con- 
queror passing  by. 

Thou  art  wafting  from  their  streets  a  sound  of 
haughty  revelry; 

The  rolling  of  triumphant  wheels,  the  harpings  in 
the  hall, 

The  far-off  shout  of  multitudes,  are  in  thy  rise  and 
fall. 

Thou  ait  oome  from  kingly  tombs  and  shrines, 

from  ancient  minsters  vast, 
Through  the  dark  aisles  of  a  thousand  yean  thy 

lonely  wing  hath  passed ; 
TLou  nast  caught  the  anthem's  billowy  swell  the 

iitAtAlv  dirffe's  tone  *  *"*  ^»^^^^  f«  knighihooa  was  under  the  necsamy 

SHiieiy  miges  wne,  of  keeping  watch,  the  night  before  hki  inaagarailon,  la  • 

r?m  a  chief,  with  sworti,  and  shieU,  and  helm,  to  ^^^ch,  and  completely  armed.   Tlib  was  called  "the  VlfB 

bis  place  of  slumber  gone.  i  of  Anrn." 


THE  VIGIL  OF  ARMS.* 

A  BOUNTY  I  NO  step  was  heard  by  night 

In  a  church  where  the  mighty  slept,       • 
As  a  mail-clad  youth,  till  morning's  light, 

Midst  the  tombs  bis  vigil  kept. 
He  walked  in  dreams  of  power  and  fame, 

He  liflcd  a  proud,  bright  eye, 
For  the  hours  were  few  that  withheld  his  rar^ 

From  the  roll  of  chivalry. 

Down  the  moon-lit  aisles  he  paced  alone^ 

With  a  free  and  stalely  tread ; 
And  the  floor  gaye  back  a  niulHed  tone 

From  the  couches  of  the  dead  : 
The  silent  many  that  round  him  lay, 

The  crowned  and  helmed  that  were. 
The  haughty  chiefs  of  the  war-amy— 

Each  in  bis  sepuk:hre! 

But  no  dim  warning  of  time  or  fate 

That  youth's  flushed  hopes  could  chill,        ' 
He  moved  through  the  trsphies  of  buried  state 

With  each  proud  pulse  throbbing  still. 
He  heard,  as  the  wind  through  the  chancel  sung, 

A  swell  of  the  trumpet's  breath ; 
He  looked  to  the  banners  on  high  that  hung, 

And  not  to  the  dust  beneath. 

And  a  royal  masque  of  splendour  seemed 

Before  him  to  unfold; 
Through  the  solemn  arches  on  it  streamed, 

With  many  a  gleam  of  gold : 
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Then  were  crested  knight,  and  goigeooi  danie, 

Glittenng  athwart  the  gloom, 
And  he  fbOowed,  till  his  bold  step  came- 

To  jiis  warrior-father's  tomb. 

But  there  the  still  and  shadowy  might 

Of  the  monumental  stone, 
And  the  holy  sleep  of  the  soft  lamp's  light, 

That  over  its  quiet  shone, 
And  the  image  of  that  sire,  who  died 

In  his  noonday  of  renown— 
TTuse  had  a  power  unto  which  the  pride 

Of  fiery  life  bowed  down. 

And  a  spirit  from  his  eariy  years 

Came  back  o'er  his  thoughts  to  move, 
rill  his  eye  was  filled  with  memory's  tears, 

And  his  heart  with  childhood's  love! 
And  he  k»ked,  with  a  change  in  his  softening 
glance, 

To  the  armour  o'er  the  grave,— 
For  there  they  hung,  the  shield  and  lanoe, 

And  the  gauntlet  of  the  brave. 

And  the  sword  of  many  a  field  was  there, 

With  its  cross  for  the  hour  of  need, 
When  the  knigWs  bold  war-cxy  hath  sunk  in 
prsyer, 

And  the  spear  b  a  broken  reed  I 
— ^Hush!  did  a  breeze  through  the  armour  sighl 

Did  the  folds  of  the  banner  shake? 
Not  sol—from  the  tomb's  dark  mystery 

There  seemed  a  voice  to  break! 

He  had  heard  that  voice  bid  clarions  blow, 

He  had  caught  its  last  blessing's  breath, — 
'Twas  the  same — ^but  its  awful  sweetness  now 

Had  an  under  tone  of  death! 
4nd  it  said, — "  The  sword  hath  conquered  kings. 

And  the  spear  through  realms  hath  passed ; 
But  the  croes,  alone,  of  all  these  things, 

Might  aid  me  aft  the  last" 


THE  HEART  OP  BRUCE  IN  MELROSE 
ABBEY. 

Heart  1  that  didst  press  forward  stili,* 
Where  the  trumpet's  note  rang  shrill. 
Where  the  knightly  sw<mls  were  crossing, 
And  the  plumes  like  sea-foam  tossing, 
Leader  of  the  charging  spear, 
Fiety  heart !— and  tiest  thou  here  ? 
May  this  narrow  spot  inum 
Aught  that  so  oouU  beat  and  bum  1 


*"Noir  pass  tbou  Ibnrard,  m  thoa  w«rt  wont,  and 

Dooglaf  wUl  ft>Uow  tbm  or  diel"    With  these  imds 

Douglas  thiew  from  Um  the  heart  of  Bmos,  into  mid* 

battle  scslnst  ths  Hoots  of  Spain.  I 

X  30» 


Heart !  that  lovedst  the  clarion's  blast, 
Silent  is  thy  place  at  last ; 
Silent,— save  when  eariy  bird 
S&Qga  where  once  the  mass  was  heard ; 
Silent — save  lyhen  breeze's  moan 
Comes  through  flowers  or  fretted  stone ; 
And  the  wild-rose  waves  around  thee, 
And  the  long  dark  gross  hath  bound  thoc/ 
— Sleep'st  thou,  as  the  swain  might  sleep. 
In  this  nameless  valley  deep  7 

No  t  brave  heart ! — though  cold  and  lone 
Kingly  power  b  yet  thine  own ! 
Feci  I  not  thy  spirit  brood 
O'er  the  whispering  solitude  7 
Lo!  at  one  high  thought  of  thee, 
Fast  they  rise,  the  bold,  the  fi«p, 
Sweeping  past  thy  lowly  bed. 
With  a  mute,  yet  stately  tread, 
Shedding  their  pale  armoui's  light 
Forth  upon  the  breathless  night, 
Bending  every  wariike  plume 
In  the  prayer  o'er  salnt^  tomb. 

Is  the  noble  Douglas  nigh, 
Armed  to  follow  thee,  or  diel 
Now,  true  heart,  as  thou  wert  wont, 
Pass  thou  to  the  peril's  front ! 
Where  the  banner-spearis  gleaming, 
Anil  the  battle's  red  wine  streaming, 
Till  the  Paynim  quail  before  thee, 
Till  the  cross  wave  proudly  o'er  thee  j — 
— Dreams !  the  falling  of  a  leaf 
Wins  me  from  their  splendours  brief; 
Dreams,  yet  bright  ones  1  scorn  them  not. 
Thou  that  seek'st  the  holy  spot; 
Nor,  amidst  its  lone  domain, 
Call  the  £uth  in  relics  vain  I 


NATURE'S  FAREWELL. 

The  beantiAil  ta  vanUhed,  and  retunu  not 

Coleridgtf*  WaUtntldm 

A  TOUTH  rode  forth  firom  his  childhood's  home, 
Through  the  crowded  paths  of  the  world  toroanv 
And  the  green  leaves  whispered,  as  he  passed, 
''  Wherefore,  thou  dreamer,  away  so  fast? 

"  Knew'st  thou  with  what  thou  art  parting  here, 
Long  wouldst  thou  linger  in  douot  and  fear ; 
Thy  heart's  light  laughter,  thy  sunny  hours, 
Thou  hast  left  in  our  shades  with  the  spring's  wdj 
flowers. 

**  Under  the  aich  by  our  mingling  made. 
Thou  and  thy  brother  have  gaily  played ; 
Ye  may  meet  again  where  ye  roved  of  yoie, 
But  as  ye  have  met  there — oh  1  never  more  I** ' 
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On  rode  tlM  jotttln-ftnd  tde  boaghi  among, 
Thus  the  free  Uitb  o'er  hie  paibwiy  eung : 
"  Whereforo  so  fast  unto  life  away  1 
Thoa  art  leaving  for  ever  thy  joy  in  our  lay  1 

**  ThoD  mayst  come  to  the  samiher  woods  agaii^, 
And  thy  heart  have  no  echo  to  greet  their  strain ; 
Afar  fitom  the  foliage  its  love  will  dwell— 
A  change  must  pass  o*cr  thee— farewell,  farewell  !»* 

On  rode  the  youth :— «nd  the  founts  and  streams 
Thus  mingled  a  voice  with  his  joyous  dreams: 
— **  We  have  heen  thy  playmates  through  many  a 

day, 
Wherefore  thus  leave  us  T— oh !  yet  delay  t 

"  listen  but  once  to  the  sound  of  our  mirth  I 
For  thee  't  u  a  melody  passing  from  eartii. 
Never  again  wilt  thou  find  in  its  flow, 
The  peace  it  could  once  on  thy  heart  bestow. 

*<  Thou  wilt  visit  the  scenes  of  thy  childhood's  glee, 
With  the  breath  of  the  world  on  thy  sfwrit  free ; 
Pa«bn  and  sorrow  its -depth  will  have  stirred, 
And  the  singing  of  waters  be  vainly  heard. 

**  Thou  wilt  bear  in  our  gladsome  laugh  no  part — 
What  should  it  do  for  a  burning  heart  1 
Thou  wilt  bring  to  the  banks  of  our  freshest  lill, 
Thirst  which  no  fountain  on  earth  may  stilL 

"  Farewell ! — when  thou  comest  again  to  thine  own , 
Thou  wilt  miss  from  our  music  its  loveliest  tone ; 
Mournfully  true  is  the  tale  we  tell — 
Yet  on,  fiery  dreamer !  farewell,  farewell  V* 

And  a  something  of  gloom  on  his  spirit  weighed, 
As  he  caught  the  last  sounds  of  his  native  shade ; 
But  he  knew  not,  till  many  a  bright  spell  broke. 
How  deep  were  the  oracles  Nature  spckt  I 


With  life,  and  love,  and  many  a  burning  word, 
That  bursts  from  grief,  like  lightning  from  a 
cloud, 
And  smites  the  heart,  till  all  its  chords  reply. 
As  leaves  make  answer  when  the  wind  sweeps  by. 

Come  to  me  I  visit  my  dim  haunt ! — the  sound 
Of  hidden  springs  is  in  the  grass  beneath ; 

The  stock -dove's  note  above ;  and  all  around. 
The  poesy  that  with  the  violet's  breath 

Floats  through  the  air,  in  rich  and  sudden  streama. 

Mingling,  like  music,  with  the  soul's  deep  dreams. 

Friends,  friends!— for  such  to  my  fone  heart  ye 


THE  BEINGS  OF  THE  MIND. 


The  beings  of  tha  mind  an  not  of  cl^ ; 

Eaentlally  Immortal,  they  creala 

And  rouliiply  in  m  a  brighter  ray, 

And  more  beloved  extatence ;  that  which  Fkts 

ProhlUts  to  duD  Ilfe^  In  this  oar  atats 

or  nMTtal  bondage. 

(yOME  to  me  with  your  triumphs  and  your  woes, 
Ye  forms,  to  life  by  glorious  poets  brought ! 

1;  sit  alone  with  flowers  and  vernal  boughs. 
In  the  deep  shad^^  of  a  voiceless  thought ; 

'Midst  the  glad  music  of  the  spring  alone, 

And  sorrowful  for  visions  that  are  gone  1 

Come  to  me!  make  your  thrilling  whispers  heard, 
Yo.  by  those  masters  of  the  soul  endowed 


Unchanging  ones !  firom  whose  immortal  eyes 
The  glory  melts  not  as  a  waning  star, 

And  the  sweet  kindness  never,  never  dies; 
Bright  children  of  the  bard  I  o'er  this  green  deU 
Pass  once  again,  and  light  it  with  your  spell ! 

Imogen  I  hit  Fidde !  meekly  blending 
In  patient  grief,  "  a  smiling  with  a  sigh  f** 

And  thou,  Cordelia!  faithfill  daughter,  tending 
That  sire,  an  outcast  to  the  bitter  sky ; 

Thou  of  the  soft  low  voice! — thou  art  not  gone ! 

Still  breathes  fox  me  its  foint  and  flute-like  toiML. 

And  come  to  me ! — sing  me  thy  willow-strain, 
Sweet  Desdemona!  with  the  sad  surprise 

In  thy  beseeching  glance,  where  still,  though  vain, 
Undimroed,  unquenchable  aflection  lies ; 

Come,  bowing  thy  young  head  to  wrong  and  soom, 

As  a  frail  hyacinth,  by  showers  overborne. 

And  thou,  too,  fair  Ophelia!  flowers  are  here, 

That  well  might  win  thy  footsteps  to  the  spot- 
Pale  cowslips,  meet  for  maiden's  early  bier, 

And  pansies  for  sad  thought8,t — but  needed  not  I 
Come  with  thy  wreaths,  and  all  the  love  and  light 
In  that  wild  eye  still  tremulously  bright 

And  Juliet,  vision  of  the  south  I  enshrining 
All  gifts  that  unto  its  rich  heaven  belong 

The  glow,  the  sweetness,  in  its  rose  combining, 
The  soul  its  nightingales  pour  forth  in  song! 

Thou,  making  death  deep  joy ! — ^but  couldst  thou 
diel 

No! — thy  young  love  hath  immortality! 

From  earth's  bright  faces  fades  the  light  of  morn, 
From  earth's  glad  voices  drops  the  joyous,  tope; 

But  ye,  the  children  of  the  soul,  were  bom 
Deathless,  and  for  undying  love  akme; 

And,  oh !  ye  beautiful  1  't  is  well,  bow  well, 

In  the  souFs  world,  with  you,  where  ebinge  is  not, 
to  dwell  1 


'Nobly  he  yoles 
A  imlllng  with  a  figh.  CjfpOeitn*. 

t  H cfe  *B  paralee  for  you— thai 't  for  thoq|;hto.— i7aflilct 
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THE  LYRE'S  LAMENT. 


A  hifB^  hung  In  an  opening  of  die  rack,  uid  gate  fonh 
ti  mebncholy  muak  to  the  wind  bat  no  hninaa  being  waa 
A  ee  aBBft  — aia/art  ieL 


A  DCCP-TOKP.D  Lyre  hung  murmuring 

To  the  wild  wind  of  the  aea : 
'*  O  melancholy  wind/'  it  sighed, 

"  What  Wi«ld  thy  breath  with  me) 

'*  Tboa  canit  not  wake  the  sphiC 

That  in  ran  alumbering  ties, 
Thou  strikest  not  forth  th'  electric  fin 

Of  buried  melodies. 

"  Wind  of  the  dark  sea>waten  I 

Thou  dost  biit  sweep  my  strings 
Into  wild  gttsis  of  moumfiilness, 

With  the  rushing  of  thy  wings. 

"  But  the  spell-Mhe  gilt— the  lightning— 

Within  ray  firame  ooneesled. 
Must  I  moulder  on  the  rock  away, 

With  their  triumphs  unrevealedt 

**  1  ha^  power,  high  power,  for  freedom 

To  wake  the  burning  soul  I 
I  have  sounds  that  through  the  ancient  hiHs 

Like  a  torrent's  ▼oioe  might  loU* 

"  I  haTO  pealing  notes  of  victory 
That  might  welcome  kings  from  war ; 

I  have  rich  deep  tones  to  send  the  wail 
For  a  hero's  death  afar. 

**  I  have  chords  to  lift  the  paaa  . 

From  the  temple  to  the  sky, 
Full  as  the  .forest-unisons 

When  sweeping  winds  are  high. 

"  And  Love— for  Love's  lone  torrow 

I  have  accents  that  might  swell 
Through  the  summer  air  with  the  rose^s  breath, 

Or  the  violet's  faint  farewell : 

**  Soft— spiritual— mournful — 

Sighs  in  each  note  enshrined — 
But  who  shall  call  that  sweetness  foithl 

T%ou  canst  not,  ocean-wind  t 

"  1  paas  without  my  gknry, 

Fof]gotten  I  decay — 
Where  is  the  touch  to  give  no  fifo  I 
WUJ  fitful  wind,  away  r 

So  siglied  the  broken  music 

That  in  gladness  had  no  pari 
How  like  art  thou,  neglected  Lyre, 

To  many  a  human  heart ! 


TASSO'S  CORONATION.* 

A  crown  of  rictory !  a  triomphal  song* 
Oht  call  Bome  friend,  upon  whoae  pitying  bean 
The  weafy  oaomay  calmlj  rink  to  raft : 
Let  aome  kind  Toioe^  beside  his  lowly  eouch, 
Four  the  laat  prayer  for  mortal  agony  1 

A  tsummt's  note  is  in  the  sky,  in  the  gkxions 

Roman  sky, 
Whose  dome  bath  rung,  so  many  an  age,  to  tb« 

voice  of  victory; 
Then  is  crowding  to  the  capitol,  the  imperial 

streets  along, 
For  again  a  conqueror  mast  be  orownisd,—-*  kingly 

child  of  song: 

Yet  his  chariot  lingers. 
Yet  around  his  home 
Broods  a  shadow  silently, 
'Midst  the  joy  of  Rome. 

A  thousand  thousand  laurel  boughs  are  waring 

wide  and  far, 
To  shed  out  their  triumphal  gleams  around  his 

roUingcar; 
A  thousand  havnts  ef  eldeii  gods  have  given  their 

wealth  of  flowen, 
To  scatter  o'er  his  path  of  fame  bright  hues  to 

gemlike  showers. 

Peace!  within  his  chamber 

Low  the  mighty  lies; 

With  a  ckKMl  of  dreams  on  his  noble  brow, 

And  a  waidering  in  his  eyes. 

Sing,  sing  for  him,  the  lord  of  song,  for  Inn,  whose 
rushing  strain 

In  maetery  o'er  the  spirit  sweeps,  like  a  strong 
vrind  o'er  the  mainl 

Whose  voice  Mves  deep  in  burning  heaits,  for  ever 
there  to  dwell, 

As  full-toned  orades  are  shrined  in  a  temple'o  ho- 
liest cell. 

Vesl  for  him,  the  victor, 
Sing,— but  low,  dng  low ! 
A  soft  sad  muerere  chant 
For  a  ioal  about  to  go! 

The  o«n,  tho  sun  of  Italy  is  pouring  o^elr  his  KNty, 
Where  the  odd  three  hundred  triumphs  moved,  • 

flood  of  golden  day; 
Streaming  through  every  haughty  arch  of  the  Ca 

ears' post  renown — 
Bring  forth,  in  thai  exuMng  .light,  tho  eenqu 

for  his  crownl 


*  Tsao  died  at  Rome  en  the  dav  bafoiv  that  anpoiiitsd  te 
UsConoaikNi  la  the  Oipl:oL 
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Shut  the  proud  bnght  sunshine 
From  the  fading  sight! 
There  needs  no  ray  by  the  bed  of  death, 
Save  the  holy  Uper^s  light 

The  Tfieath  is  twined,— the  way  is  strewn— the 

lordly  train  are  met — 
The  streets  are  hung  with  coronals— why  stays 

the  minstrel  yet  1  . 
Shout!  as  an  army  shouts  in  joy  around  a  royal 

chief- 
Bring  finth  the  bard  of  chivalry,  the  bard  of  love 

and  grief! 

Silence!  forth  we  bring  him, 

In  his  last  array ; 

From  love  and  grief  the  freed,  the  flownr— 

Way  for  the  bier— make  way! 


THE  BETTER  LAND. 

**  I  hear  thee  speak  of  the  better  land, 
Thou  callest  its  children  a  happy  band ; 
Mother !  oh  where  is  that  radiant  shore  1 
Shall  we  not  seek  it,  and  weep  no  more  1 
Is  it  where  the  ^ower  of  the  orange  bbwe, 
And   the  fire-flies  glance  through  the  myrtle 
boughsT' 

— «  Not  there,  not  there,  my  child  >" 

"  Is  it  where  the  feathery  pahn-trees  rise, 
And  the  date  grows  ripe  under  sunny  skiest 
Or  'midst  the  green  islands  of  glittering  seas. 
When  fragrant  forests  perfume  the  breeze. 
And  strange,  bright  birds,  on  their  starry  wings, 
Bear  the  rich  hues  of  all  glorious  tbingsl" 

— "  Not  there,  not  there,  my  child!" 

'*  Is  it  &r  away,  in  some  region  old, 
Where  the  rivers  wander  o*er  sands  of  gold  1— 
Where  the  burning  rays  of  the  ruby  shine, 
And  the  diamond  lights  up  the  secret  mine, 
And  the  pearl  gleams  forth  from  the  coral  strand  1 — 
Is  it  there,  sweet  mother,  that  better  land  1** 

— " Not  there,  not  there,  my  child!*' 

"  Eye  hath  not  seen  it,  my  gentle  boy ! 
Ear  natn  not  heard  iU  deep  songs  of  joy ; 
Dreams  can  not  picture  a  world  so  fair — 
Borrow  and  death  may  not  enter  there ; 
Time  doth  not  breathe  on  its  fadeless  bloom» 
For  beyond  the  douds,  and  beyond  the  tomb, 
—It  is  there,  it  is  there,  my  child  I" 


XHE  WOUNDED  EAGLE. 

Eagle!  this  is  not  thy  sphere! 
Warrior  bird!  what  seekcet  thou  herel 
Wherefore  by  the  fountain's  brink 
Doth  thy  royal  pinbn  sinki 


Wherefore  on  the  violet's  h^ 
Layest  thou  thus  thy  droofnng  headi 
Thou,  that  hold'st  the  blast  in  scorn. 
Thou,  that  wear'st  the  wings  of  momt 

Eagle!  wilt  thou  not  arise 7 
Look  upon  thine  own  bright  skies! 
Lift  thy  glance  1  the  fiery  sun 
There  hb  pride  of  place  hath  won ! 
And  the  mountain  lark  is  there. 
And  sweet  sound  hath  filled  the  air; 
Hast  thou  left  that  realm  on  high? 
Ohl  it  can  be  but  to  db! 

Eagle,  Eagb!  thou  hast  bowed 
From  thine  empire  o'er  the  cloud ! 
Thou  that  hadst  ethereal  birth, 
Thou  hast  stooped  too  near  the  earth, 
And  the  hunter's  shaft  hath  found  thee, 
And  the  toils  of  death  have  bound  theel 
— Wherefore  didst  thou  bave  thy  place, 
Creature  of  a  kingly  race  7 

Wert  thou  weary  of  thy  throne? 
Was  the  sky's  dominion  lonel 
Chill  and  lone  it  well  might  be, 
Yet  that  mighty  wing  was  free ! 
Now  the  chain  is  o'er  it  cast. 
From  thy  heart  the  blood  flows  fast^ 
— Wo  for  gifted  soub  and  high ! 
Is  not  such  their  destiny  1 


SADNEt5S  AND  MIRTH 


NaythesB,  wttX  fits  of  luicuibed  laugb^ 
Athwart  the  gloomy  tenor  or  yoar  mind. 
As  h  has  lowered  oTIate,  so  keenlj  cast, 
Unauiteil  seem,  and  strange. 

Oh!  nothing ««i^f 
Dldat  thoa  ne'er  see  the  swallow's  veering  breasi, 
IVInging  the  air  beneath  some  mwty  cloud, 
In  the  sunned  glunpees  of  a  troubled  day. 
Shiver  in  silvery  brightness  1 
Or  boatman's  oar,  as  vivid  lightning  flash 
In  the  fiiint  gleam,  that  like  a  spirt fk  path, 
Tnda  the  sdll  waters  of  some  sullen  lake? 

OigenUe  friend  I 
Chide  not  htr  mirth,  who  yesterday  was  sad^ 
And  may  be  so  to>monx>wl— Joanna  BaUUt, 

Yfi  met  at  the  stately  feasts  of  old, 

Where  the  bright  wine  foamed  over  sculptured 

gold, 
Sadness  and  Mirth!— ye  were  mingled  there 
With  the  sound  of  the  lyre  in  the  scented  air ; 
As  the  cloud  and  the  lightning  are  Uenton  high, 
Ye  mixed  in  the  gorgeous  revelry. 

For  there  hung  oW  the  banquets  of  yore  a  gloom, 
A  thought  and  a  shadow  of  the  tomb: 
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k  gave  to  the  flute-notei  an  under-tone^    ' 
To  the  fOM  a  eolouring  not  its  own, 
To  the  breath  of  the  myrtle  a  mournful  power^ 
SadueM  and  Miithl  ye  had  each  your  dower! 

Ye  met  when  the  triumph  swept  proudly  by, 
With  the  Roman  eagles  through  the  sky  I 
I  know  that  e'en  then,  in  his  hour  of  pride, 
The  flool  of  the  mighty  within  him  died ; 
That  a  Toid  in  his  boeom  lay  darkly  still, 
Which  the  music  of  victory  might  never  fill ! 

Thou  wert  there,  oh  I  Mirth !  swelling  on  the  shout, 
Till  the  temples,  like  echo-caves,  rang  out ; 
Thine  were  the  garlands,  the  songs,  the  wine, 
All  the  rich  voices  in  air  were  thine. 
The  incense,  the  sunshine — ^but,  Sadness!  thy 

port, 
Deepest  of  all,  was  the  victor's  heart ! 

Ye  meet  at  the  bridal  with  flower  and  tear ;  • 
Strangely  sod  wildly  ye  meet  by  the  bier  I 
As  the  gleam  from  a  searbird's  white  wing  shed. 
Crosses  the  storm  in  its  path  of  dread ; 
As  a  diige  meets  the  breeze  of  a  summer  sky- 
Sadness  and  Mirth !  so  ye  come  and  fly! 

Ye  meet  in  the  poet's  haunted  breast, 
Darkness  uid  rainbow,  alike  iu  guest! 
When  the  breath  of  the  violet  is  out  in  spring, 
Wlten  the  woods  with  the  wakening  of  music  ring, 
O'er  his  dreamy  spirit  your  currents  pass, 
Like  shadow  and  sunlight  o'er  mountain  grass. 

When  will  your  parting  be,  Sadness  and  Mirth  1 
Bright  stream  and  dark  one!— oh  1  never  on  earth ; 
N'ever  while  triumphs  and  tombs  are  so  near, 
While  Death  and  Love  walk  the  same  dim  sphere, 
While  flowers  unfold  where  the  storm  may  sweep. 
While  the  heart  of  man  is  a  soundless  deep ! 

But  there  smiles  a  land,  oh !  ye  troubled  purl 
Where  ye  have  no  part  in  the  summer  air. 
Par  from  the  breathings  of  changeful  skies, 
O^cr  the  seas  and  the  graves  it  lies ; 
Where  the  day  of  the  lightning  and  cloud  is  done, 
And  joy  reigns  alone,  as  the  lonely  sun! 


THE  NIGHTINGALE'S  DEATH  SONG. 


ynXM  du  nach  den  NachtlgaOan  fngo^ 

Dls  mk  seelenTonen  melodle 
DIch  entzfiekten  in  des  LsozaB  Tageni 

^Nur  BO  lang  lie  Uobten,  waren  ale. 

ScUUtt, 

MooBKruLLT,  sing  mournfully, 

And  die  away,  my  heart  1 
The  rose,  the  glorious  rose  is  gone, 

And  I,  too,  will  depart 


The  skies  have  kist  their  splendour 
The  waters  changed  their  tone, 

And  wherefore,  in  the  faded  world, 
Shouki  music  linger  on  1 

Where  is  the  golden  sunshine, 
And  where  the  flower-cup's  glow  1 

And  where  the  joy  of  the  dancing  leaves 
And  the  fountain's  Uughing  flow  7 

A  voice,  in  every  whisper 
Of  the  wave,  the  bough,  the  air. 

Comes  asking  for  the  beautiful, 
And  moaning,  "Where,  oh!  where V 

Tell  of  the  brightness  parted. 
Thou  bee,  thou  lamb  at  play ! 

Thou  lark,  in  thy  victorious  mirth ! 
— Are  ye,  too,  passed  away  1 

Mournfully,  sing  mournfully! 

The  royal  rose  is  gone. 
Melt  from  the  woods,  my  spirit,  melt 

In  one  deep  farewell  tone ! 

Not  so!— swell  forth  triumphantly. 
The  full,  rich,  fervent  strain  1 

Hence  with  young  love  and  life  I  ga^ 
In  the  summer's  joyous  train. 

With  sunshine,  with  sweet  odour. 

With  cTery  precious  thing, 
Upon  the  last  warm  southern  breeM 

My  soul  its  flight  shall  wing. 

Alone  I  shall  not  linger, 

Whealhe  days  of  hope  are  past. 
To  watch  the  faU  of  leaf  by  leaf, 

To  wait  the  rushing  blast. 

Triumphantly,  triumphantly! 

Sing  to  the  woods,  I  go! 
For  me,  perchance,  in  other  lands, 

The  glorious  rose  may  blow. 

The  sky's  transparent  azure, 
And  the  greensward's  violet  breath. 

And  the  dance  of  light  leaves  in  the  wind, 
May  there  know  nought  of  death. 

No  more,  no  more  sing  mournfully, 
Swell  high,  then  break,  my  heart 

With  love,  the  spirit  of  the  woods, 
With  summer  I  depart! 


THE  DIVER. 
Tbej  learn  In  snflMof  what  thtjr  taaeb  In  I 


Thou  hast  been  where  the  rocks  of  coral  |pt>w. 

Thoa  hast  fought  with  eddying  waves; — 
Thy  cheek  is  pale,  and  thy  heart  beats  low. 

Thou  searcher  of  ocean's  caves  I 
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TboQ  haH  loolwl  on  Um  glMming  wetlth  of  old, 
And  wncka  where  tlie  bnve  have  etiiven ; 

Toe  deep  it  a  iHoiig  and  a  fiBarftdboid, 
Bat  thou  ite  har  hait  men  1 

A  wild  and  weary  Hie  it  thine; 

A  waging  taek  and.kme, 
Though  treaaare-groli  for  thee  may  ihfaie, 

To  all  headea  unknown ! 

A  weary  lifel  but  a  iwift  deeay 

Soon,  toon  ahall  eet  thee  free ; 
Thou  'rt  pantng  fiut  from  thy  toils  away, 

Thou  wrestler  with  the  seal 

In  thy  dim  eye,  on  thy  hollow  cheek, 

Well  are  the  death-eigna  read— 
Go!  for  the  pearl  in  its  cavern  seek, 

£re  hope  and  power  be  fled ! 

And  bright  in  beauty's  coronal 

That  glistening  gem  shall  be ; 
A  star  to  all  the  festive  hall— 

But  who  will  think  on  thee  ? 

None  I— as  it  gleaais  fiom  the  queen-like  head, 

Not  one  'midst  thiongs  vriil  say, 
"A  life  hath  been  fike  a  ndn-diop  shed, 

For  that  pale  quivering  ray." 

Wo  for  the  wealth  thus  dearly  boughtl 

—And  an  not  thoas  like  thee, 
Who  win  for  earth  the  gems  of  thoQghtl 

O  wrestler  with  the  seal 

Down  to  the  gulls  of  die  soul  they  go^ 
Where  the  pasoon-fountains  bom, 

Gathering  the  jeweb  for  below 
From  many  a  buried  urn: 

Wringing  foom  lava-veins  the  firs, 

That  o'er  bright  words  is  poured; 
Learning  deep  sounds,  to  make  the  lyiv 

A  spirit  in  each  choxd. 

But,  oh!  the  price  of  bitter  tears. 

Paid  for  the  lonely  power 
That  throws  at  last,  o'er  desert  yean, 

A  darkly-gbrious  dower! 

Like  flower-seeds,  by  the  wild  wind  spread. 

So  radiant  thoughts  an  strewed ; 
—The  soul  tvhence  those  high  gifts  are  shed, 

May  foint  in  solitude! 

And  who  will  think,  when  the  strain  is  sung. 

Till  a  thousand  hearts  are  stirred, 
What  life-dropS)  from  the  minstrel  wrung. 

Have  gushed  with  evety  word  7 

Norio,  none  1— his  treasures  live  like  thine, 
He  strives  and  dies  Uke  thee; 
Thou,  that  hast  been  to  the  pearl's  dark  shrine^ 
O  wvBstler  with  the  sea! 


THE  REQ.UIEM  OF  GENIU& 
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No  tean  for  thee!— though  light  be  frcNn  us  gone 
With  thy  soul's  radiance,  bright,  yet  restless  one  f 

No  tears  for  thee  I 
They  that  have  loved  an  exile,  most  not  noum 
To  see  him  parting  for  his  native  bourne 

O'er  the  dark  sea. 

AJl  the  high  music  of  thy  spirit  here, 
Breathed  but  the  knguage  of  another  spben^ 

Unechoed  round ; 
And  strange,  though  sweet,  as  'midst  our  weeping 

skies 
Some  half-vemembered  strain  of  pandise 

Might  sadly  sound. 

Hast  thou  been  answetedl  thou,  that  firom  t2it 

night 
And  from  the  voioes  of  the  tempest's  might, 

And  from  the  past, 
Wert  seeking  still  some  orade's  reply, 
To  pour  the  secrets  of  man's  dostiny 

Forth  on  the  blast! 

Hast  thou  been  answered  1— thou,  that  through 

the  gloom. 
And  shadow,  and  stem  silence  of  the  tooib, 

A  cry  didst  send. 
So  passionate  and  deep?  to  pierce,  to  move^ 
To  win  back  token  of  unburied  love 
From  buried  firiend ! 

And  hast  thou  found  where  living  waters  burst  1  • 
Thou,  that  didst  pine  amidst  us,  in  the  thirst 
'  Of  fever-dreams! 

Are  the  true  fountains  thine  for  evermore? 
Oh !  lured  so  long  by  shining  mists,  that  woiu 
The  light  of  streams! 

Speak !  is  it  well  with  thee  ?— We  call,  as  Mou, 
With  thy  lit  eye,  deep  voice,  and  kindled  brow, 

Wert  woot  to  call 
On  the  departed!  Art  thou  blest  and  free? 
— Alas!  the  lips  earth  covers,  even  to  (kee 

Were  silent  all! 

Yet  shall  our  hope  rise  fanned  by  quenchless  faith, 
As  a  flame,  fostered  by  some  warm  wind's  breath, 

In  light  upsprings: 
Freed  soul  of  song!  yes,  thou  hast  found  tiw 

sought; 
Borne  to  thy  home  of  beauty  and  of  thought. 

On  moniing's  vrings. 
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And  we  will  dream  it  is  thy  joy  ire  hear, 
When  fife^i  yoang  muaic,  ringing  far  and  dear, 

Overflows  the  tkj: 
— rfo  team  fat  tkeel  the  lingering  gloom  is  oors— 
Thou  art  for  converse  with  all  glorious  powers, 

Never  to  die ! 


TRIUMPHANT  MUSIC. 

Thcete,  lacete,  O  moni  trlonfanU  1 

RbvegUaie  in  vanol  oor  ehe  non  pad  HbtnunL 

Wherefore  and  whither  bear'st  thoa  up  soy  spi- 
rit, 

On  eagle  wings,  through  every  plume  that  thrill  1 
It  hath  no  crown  of  victory  to  intierit-^ 

Be  still,  triumphant  harmony!  be  still! 

Thine  are  no  sounds  for  earth,  thus  proudly 
swelling 

Into  rich  floods  of  joy: — it  is  but  pain 
To  mount  so  high,  yet  find  on  high  no  dwelling, 

To  sink  so  fast,  so  heavily  again ! 

No  sounds  for  earth! — ^Yes,  to  young  chioftain 
dying 
On  his  own  battle-field,  al  set  of  sun. 
With  his  freed  country's  banner  o'er  him  flying, 
Well  mightst  thou  speak  of  fame's  high  guerdon 
won.  I 

No  sounds  for  earth  1 — Yes,  for  the  martyr  leading 

Unto  victorious  death  serenely  on, 
For  patriot  by  his  rescued  altars  bleeding. 

Thou  hast  a  voice  in  each  majestic  tone. 

But  speak  not  thus  to  one  whoee  heart  is  beating 

Against  life's  narrow  bound,  in  conflict  vain  1 

For  power,  for  joy,  high  hope,  and  rapturous 

greeting, 
Thou  wak'st  bne  thirst— be  hushed,  exulting 

strain ! 

Be  hushed,  or  breathe  of  grief !— of  exile  yearnings 
Under  the  willows  of  the  stranger-shore ; 

Breathe  of  the  soul's  untold  and  restless  burnings. 
For  looks,  tones,  footsteps,  that  return  no  more. 

Breathe  of  deep  love— a  lonely  vigil  keeping 
Through  the  night-hours,  o'er  wasted  wealth  to 
pine; 
Rich  thoughts  and  sad,  like  foded  it)se>leaves  heap- 
ing, 
In  the  shut  heart,  at  once  a  tomh  and  shrine. 

Or  pass  as  if  thy  spirit-notes  came  sighing 
From  worids  beneath  some  blue  Elyaian  sky; 

Breathe  of  repose,  the  pure,  the  bright,  th*  undy- 
ing— 
Of  ioy  no  mor^— bewildering  harmony  I 


THE  SEA-BIRD  FLYING  INLAND.^ 


Thy  path  ii  noc  asmfaie :— whore  thou  mt  bleu, 
VLj  spirit  would  but  wither :  mine  own  ^ief 
It  In  mlnb  eyes  a  richer,  holler  things 
Than  all  thy  happiness. 


Hath  the  sunmier's  breath,  on  the  south-wina 

borne. 
Met  the  dark  seas  in  their  sweeping  scorn  ? 
Hath  it  lured  thee,  Bird !  from  their  sounding  caves, 
To  the  river-shores,  where  the  osier  waves  1 

Or  art  thou  come  on  the  hills  to  dwell. 
Where  the  sweet-voiced  echoes  have  many  a  celll 
Where  the  moss  bears  print  of  the  wild-deer's  tifnd, 
And  the  heath  like  a  royal  robe  is  spread  ? 

Thou  hast  done  well,  O  thoa  bright  sea-bird ! 
There  is  joy  where  the  song  of  the  lark  is  beard, 
With  the  dancing  of  waters  through  copse  and  Jdl, 
And  the  bee's  low  tune  in  the  fox-glove's  beU. 

Thou  hast  done  well :— Oh  I  the  seas  are  iotir, 
And  the  voice  they  send  up  hath  a  mournful  tme; 
A  mingling  of  dirges  and  wild  farewells, 
Fitfully  breathed  through  its  anthem-swelb. 

— The  proud  bird  rose  as  the  words  were  ttid*  - 
The  rush  of  his  pinion  swept  o'er  my  head. 
And  the  glance  of  his  eye,  in  its  bright  disdaio. 
Spoke  him  a  child  of  the  haughty  main. 

He  hath  flown  from  the  woods  to  the  ocean's  breast, 
To  his  throne  of  pride  on  the  billow's  crest! 
— Oh  1  who  shall  say,  to  a  spirit  free 
"  There  lies  the  pathway  of  bliss  for    ^r 


SECOND  SIGHT. 

Ne'er  erred  the  prophet  heart  that  grief  inspired, 
Though  Joy'e  illusions  mock  their  votariaL— itfalvrifa 

A  MOURNFUL  gift  is  mine,  O  friends! 

A  mournful  gitt  is  mine ! 
A  murmur  of  the  soul  which  blends 

With  the  flow  of  song  and  wine. 

An  eye  that  through  the  triumph's  hour 

-Beholds  the  coming  wo, 
And  dwells  upon  the  faded  flower 
'Midst  the  rich  summer's  gbw. 

Ye  smile  to  view  fkir  races  bloom 
Where  the  father's  board  is  spread ; 

I  see  the  stilbess  and  the  gloom 
Of  a  home  whence  bH  are  fled. 


*  PaUkhed  fhst  in  the  Bdlntm^  li'JMnr  JoMvsL 
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I  see  the  witliered  garlands  lie 
'  Fonaken  on  the  earth, 
While  the  lampe  yet  bum,  and  the  dancers  flj 
Through  the  ringing  hall  of  mirth. 

1  see  the  blood-red  future  stain 
'    On  the  warrior's  gorgeous  crest ; 
And  the  bier  amidiit  t!ie  bridal  train 
When  they  come  with  roses  drest 

I  hear  the  still  small  moan  of  Time, 

Through  the  ivy  branches  made. 
Where  the  palace,  in  its  glory's  prime, 

With  the  sunshine  stands  arrayed. 

The  thunder  of  the  seas  I  hear, 

The  shriek  along  the  wave, 
When  the  bark  sweeps  forth,  and  song  and  cheer 

Salute  the  parting  brave. 

With  eveiy  breoe  a  spirit  sends 

To  me  some  warning  sign  :^ 
A  mournful  gift  is  mine,  O  firiends ! 

A  mournful  gift  is  mine  1 

Oh  I  prophet  heart  I  thy  grief,  thy  power. 

To  all  deep  souls  belong; 
The  shadow  in  the  sunny  hour. 

The  wail  in  the  mirthful  song. 

Their  sight  is  all  too  sadly  dear— 

For  them  a  vail  i*  riven : 
Their  piercing  thoughts  repose  not  here. 

Their  home  is  but  in  Heaven. 


THE  SLEEPER. 


Fat  deep  li  awful— Byron. 


Oh!  lightly,  lightly  tread  I 

A  holy  thing  is  sleep, 
On  the  worn  spirit  shed, 

And  eyes  that  wake  to  weep. 

A  holy  thing  from  Heaven, 
A  gracious  dewy  cloud, 

A  covering  mantle  given 
The  weary  to  enshroud. 

Oh !  lightly,  lightly  trrad ! 

Revere  the  pole  still  brc^w. 
The  meekly-drooping  head. 

The  long  hair's  willowy  flow. 

ife  know  not  what  ye  do. 
That  call  the  slumberer  back, 

If'rom  the  world  unseen  by  you 
Unto  life's  dim  faded  track* 


Her  soul  is  fiu  away, 

In  her  childhood's  land,  perdiaiios^ 
Where  her  young  sisters  play, 

Where  shines  her  mother's  gUnoe. 


Some  old  sweet  native  sound 
Her  spirit  haply  weaves ; 

A  harmony  profound 
Of  woods  with  all  their  leaves ; 

A  murmur  of  the  sea, 

A  hiughing  tone  ojf  streams  :— 
Long  may  her  sojourn  be 

In  the  music-land  of  dreams  [ 

Each  Tolee  of  love  is  there, 
Each  gleam  of  beauty  fled, 

Each  lost  one  still  more  fair — 
Oh !  lightly,  lightly  tread ! 


THE  MIRROR  IN  THE  DESERTED 
HALL. 

O,  DfM,  forsaken  mirror! 
How  many  a  stately  throng 
Hath  o'er  thee  gleamed,  in  vanished  houn 
Of  the  wine-cup  and  the  song ! 

The  song  hath  left  no  echo ; 
The  bright  wine  hath  been  quafl^d; 
And  hushed  is  every  silvery  voice 
That  lightly  here  hath  laughed. 

Oh !  mirror,  lonely  mirror. 
Thou  ofthe  silent  hall! 
Tbon  hast  been  flushed  with  beauty's  blooin* 
Is  this,  too,  vanished  all  1 

It  is,  with  the  scattered  gariands 
Of  triumphs  long  ago ; 
With  the  melodies  of  buried  lyres  ; 
With  the  faded  rainbow's  glow. 

And  for  all  the  gorgeous  pageants, 
For  the  glance  of  gem  and  plume, 
For  lamp,  and  harp,  and  rosy  wreath, 
And  vase  of  rich  perfume. 

Now,  dim,  fbnaken  mirror, 
Thou  givest  but  faintly  back 
The  quiet  stars,  and  the  sailing  moon, 
On  her  solitary  track. 

And  thus  was  man's  proud  spirit 
Thou  tellest  me  't  will  be. 
When  the  forms  and  hoes  of  this  worid  fade 
From  his  memory,  as  from  Ihee : 

And  his  beait's  bng-troubled  waten 
At  last  in  stillness  lie, 
Reflecting  but  the  images 

Of  the  solemn  world  on  high. 
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BYMN  OF  THE  MOUNTAIN  CHRIS- 
TIAN. 


'"Tlianki  be  to  Ck)d  for  the  1 

Howitt9  Book  of  Urn  Smuem, 


For  the  strength  of  the  hills  we  Ue«  thee, 

Our  God,  our  fftthers*  God! 
Thou  hast  made  thy  children  mighty, 

By  the  touch  of  Uie  mountain  sod. 
Thou  hast  fixed  our  ark  of  refuge 

Where  the  spoiler's  foot  ne'er  trod ; 
For  tne  strength  of  the  hills  we  bless  thee, 

Our  God,  our  fathers'  God  1 

We  are  watchers  of  a  beacon 

Whose  lights  must  never  die ; 
We  are  guardians  of  an  altar 

Midst  the  silence  of  the  sky; 
The  rocks  yield  founts  of  courage 

Struck  forth  as  by  thy  rod— 
For  the  strength  of  the  hills  we  bless  thee, 

O  God,  our  fathers'  GodI 

For  the  dark,  nsonnding  heavena, 

Where  thy  still  small  voice  is  heard, 
For  the  strong  pines  of  the  forests. 

That  by  thy  breath  are  stirred ; 
Fv  the  storms  on  whose  free  pintont 

Thy  spirit  walks  abroad-— 
For  the  strength  of  the  hiOs  we  blesi  thee, 

Our  God,  our  fiLtherB*  GodI 

The  loyal  eagle  daiteth 

On  his  quarry  from  the  heights, 
And  the  stag  that  knows  no  master, 

Seeks  there  his  wild  delights ; 
But  we  for  thy  communion 

Have  sought  the  mountain  sod— 
For  the  strength  of  the  hiib  we  bless  thee. 

Our  God,  our  fatheim'  GodI 

The  banner  of  the  chieftain 

Far,  fitf  below  us  waves ; 
The  war-horse  of  the  spearman 

Can  not  reach  our  lofty  caves; 
Thy  dari[  cbnds  wrap  the  threshold 

Of  freedom's  last  abode; 
For  the  strength  of  the  hills  we  bless  thee 

Our  God,  our  fathers'  God! 

For  the  shadow  of  thy  presence 

Round  our  camp  of  rock  outspread  | 
For  the  stern  defiles  of  battle, 

Bearing  record  of  our  dead; 
For  the  snows,  and  lor  the  torrents, 

For  the  free  heart's  burial  sod, 
For  tne  strenffth  of  the  hilla  we  blea  thee, 

Our  Gh)d,  our  fiithew'  God  I 
31 


CHURCH  MUSIC. 
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Seng  UaUeluJd^  u  ihe  eouodof  mm." 

Auain!  oh,  send  those  anthem  notes  again ! 
Through  the  arched  roof  in  triumph  to  the  sky  I 
Bid  the  old  tombs  give  echoes  to  the  strain, 
The  banners  tremble,  as  with  victoty  I 

Sing  them  once  more ! — ^they  waft  my  soul  away 
High  where  no  shadow  of  the  past  is  thrown; 
No  earthly  passion  through  th'  exulting  lay, 
Breathes  mournfully  one  haunting  under-tone. 

All  is  of  Heaven! — yet  wherefore  to  mine  eye. 
Gush  the  quick  tears  unbidden  from  their  sourci^ 
E'en  while  the  waves  of  that  strong  harmony, 
S  weei  mth  my  spirit  on  their  sounding  course  1 

Wherefore  must  rapture  its  full  tide  reveal. 
Thus  by  the  signs  betokening  sorrow's  powerl 
— Oh!  is  it  not,  that  humbly  we  may  feel 
Our  nature's  limits  in  its  proudest  hour  { 


TO  A  PICTURE  OF  THE  MADONNA 

▲veMarial  May  our  aiiilta  dare 

I/K>k  up  to  thlM^  aiid  to  thy  aon^  abovet 

Byrm. 

Fair  vision !  thou  'rt  firom  sunny  skies, 
Bom  where  the  rose  hath  richest  dyes; 
To  thee  a  southern  heart  hath^given 
That  glow  of  Love,  that  calm  of  Heaven, 
And  round  thee  cast  th'  ideal  gleam, 
The  light  that  is  but  of  a  dream. 

Far  hence,  where  wandering  music  fills 
The  haunted  air  of  Roman  hills, 
Or  where  Venetian  waves  of  yore 
Heard  melodies  they  hear  no  more. 
Some  proud  old  minster's  gorgeous  aisle 
Hath  known  the  sweetness  of  thy  smile. 

Or,  haply,  from  a  lone,  dim  ehifaie, 
'Mid  forests  of  the  Apennine, 
Whose  breezy  sounds  of  cave  and  dell 
Pass  like  a  floating  anthem-swell, 
Thy  soft  eyes  o'er  the  pilgrim's  way 
Shed  blessings  with  their  gentle  ray. 

Or  gleaming  through  a  chestnut  wood, 
Perehance  thine  iaiand-chapel  stood, 
Where  firom  the  blue  Sicilian  sea, 
The  saitor's  hymn  hath  come  to  thse, 
And  blessed  thy  power  to  guide,  to  save^ 
Madonna  I  watcherof  the  wavel 
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Ohl  might  a  Toioe,  a  whisper  low, 
Forth  from  thoM  lips  of  beauty  flow! 
Cc'ildst  thou  bat  speak  of  all  the  tears, 
The  conBicts  and  the  pangs  of  years, 
Which,  at  thy  secret  shrine  revealed, 
Have  gushed  from  human  hearts  unsealed  I 

Surely  to  thee  hath  woman  oome, 

As  a  tired  wanderer  back  to  home! 

Unveiling  many  a  timid  guest, 

And  treasiimd  sorrow  of  her  breast, 

A  buried  love— a  wasting  care— 

Oh!  did  those  griefii  win  peace  from  prayerl 

And  did  the  poet's  fervid  soul 

To  thee  lay  bare  Us  inmost  scroUl 

Those  thoughts,  which  poured  their  quenchlea 

fire 
And  passion  o'er  th'  Italian  lyre, 
Did  they  to  still  submission  die. 
Beneath  thy  calm,  religious  eyel 

And  hath  the  crested  helmet  bowed 
Before  thee,  Unidst  the  incense-cloud  1 
Hath  the  crowned  leader's  bosom  lone, 
To  thee  its  haughty  griefii  made  known  1 
Did  thy  glance  break  their  frozen  sleep. 
And  win  the  unoonquered  one  to  weepi 

Hushed  is  the  anthem— closed  the  vow— 
Thy  votive  garland  withered  now; 
Yet  holy  still  to  me  thou  art, 
Thou  that  hast  soothed  so  many  a  heart! 
And  still  must  blessed  influence  flow 
From  the  meek  gloiy  of  thy  brow. 

Still  speak  to  suffering  woman's  love. 
Of  rest  fi>r  gentle  hearts  above; 
Of  Hope,  that  hath  its  treasure  there. 
Of  Home,  that  knows  no  changefbi  air! 
Bright  form,  lit  up  vrith  tiioogbts  divine, 
Ave!  such  power  be  ever  thinei 


WE  RETURN  NO  MORE. 

"We  rBtum  no  mope!" 
tfufdtn  oflh*  BigUand  Sang  ^Smlgrathiu 

*  Wb  return— we  return— we  vetam  no  mora!" 
<^-So  comes  the  song  to  the  mountain  ahon. 
From  those  that  are  leaving  their  Highland  Home, 
For  a  worid  far  over  the  blue  sea's  ibam ; 
<<  We  return  no  more  I''— and  through  cave  and 

deU, 
MoumfiiUy  wanden  that  wild  farewell. 

retom  nomaral" 
our  spirits  o'er, 


^  We  return— we 
-So  biMthe  «d  voices 


Murmuring  up  from  the  depth  of  the  heart, 
When  tovely  things  vrith  their  light  depart. 
And  the  inborn  sound  hath  'a  prophet's  tone^ 
And  we  fioel  that  a  Joy  is  forever  gone. 

**  We  return— we  return — ^we  return  no  mom  I* 
—Is  it  heard  when  the  days  of  flowers  are  o'er, 
When  the  passionate  soul  of  the  night-bird's  lay 
Hath  died  from  the  summer  woods  awayl 
When  the  crimson  from  sun-set's  robe  hath  passed 
Or  the  leaves  are  swept  on  the  rushing  blast  1 

No— it  is  not  the  rose  that  returns  no  more, 
A  soft  spring's  breath  will  its  Moom  restore. 
And  it  b  not  the  song  that  o'erflows  the  boweitt 
With  a  stream  of  love  through  the  starry  boun^ 
And  it  is  not  the  glory  of  sunset's  hues, 
Nor  the  frail  flushed  leaves  that  the  wild  wii 
strews. 

"  We  return — ^we  return— we  return  no  moreP' 
— Doth  the  bird  sing  thus  from  the  brighter  shon 
Those  wings  that  follow  the  Southern  breeze, 
Float  they  not  homeward  o'er  vernal  seas? 
Yes  from  the  lands  of  the  vine  and  palm 
They  come  with  the  sunshine  when  waves  gmr 
calm. 

"  But  We-^We  return— vra  return  no  more!" 

The  heart's  young  dreams  when  their  bkxun  is  o^ 

The  bve  it  hath  poured  so  freely  forth, 

The  bottikUess  trust  in  ideal  worth, 

The  faith  in  affection— deep,  fond — ^yet  vain, 

TAess  are  the  kMt  that  return  not  agaiiL 


SONG. 

Whit  woke  the  buried  eound  that  Icy 

In  Memnon's  harp  of  yore? 
What  spirit  on  its  viewless  way 

Along  the  Nile's  green  shore  1 
—Oh  f  not  the  night,  and  not  the  storm, 

And  not  the  lightning's  fire — 
But  sunlight's  touch — the  kind — the  wam>— 

Thii  woke  the  mystic  lyre ! 

This,  this,  awoke  the  lyre  I 

What  wins  the  heart's  deep  chords  to  pour 

Their  music  forth  on  life, 
Uke  a  sweet  voice,  pcevailing  o'er 

The  sounds  of  torrent  strife  % 
—Oh  I  not  the  conflict  midst  Hie  throi^, 

Not  e'en  the  triumph's  hour;- 
Love  is  the  gifted  and  the  strong 

To  wake  that  music's  ooweri 

JBBt  breath  awakes  that  power! 
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THE  PARTiNQ  OF  SUMMER. 

Thou  'rt  bearing  henos  thy  roteii 

Glad  Summer,  fare  thee  well !. 
Thou  *rt  etnging  thy  laat  melodiee 

In  every  wood  and  deU. 

But  ere  the  golden  suneet 

Of  thy  latest  lingering  day, 
Oh !  tell  me,  o*er  this  chequered  earth, 

How  hast  thou  passed  away  7 

Brightly,  sweet  Summer !  brightly 

Thine  hours  have  floated  by, 
To  the  joyous  birds  of  the  woodland  boughs, 

The  rangers  of  the  sky. 

And  brightly  in  the  forests, 
To  the  wild  deer  wandering  free; 

And  brightly,  'midst  the  garden  flowers, 
Is  the  happy  murmuring  bee : 

But  how  to  human  bosoms, 

With  all  their  hopet  and  ieais, 
And  thoughts  that  make  them  eagle-wings. 

To  pierce  the  unborn  years  1 

SweA  Summer  I  to  the  captive 
Thou  hast  flown  in  burning  dreams 

Of  the  woods,  with  all  their  whispering  leaves, 
And  the  blue  rejoicing  i 


To  the  wasted  and  the  weary 
On  the  bed  of  sickness  bound, 

In  swift  delirious  fantaries^ 
That  changed  with  every  sound  ;*- 

To  the  sailor  on  the  billows, 

In  longings,  wild  and  vain. 
For  the  gushing  founts  and  breezy  hills, 

And  the  hoines  of  earth  again ! 

And  unto  me,  glad  Summer ! 

How  hast  thou  flown  to  met 
My  chainleas  Ibotstep  nought  hath  kept 

From  thy  haunts  of  song  and  glee. 

Thou  hast  flown  in  wayward  vuiousi 

In  memories  of  the  dcad^ 
In  shadows,  from  a  troubled  heart, 

O'er  thy  sunny  pathway  shed: 

In  brief  and  sudden  strivings, 

To  fling  a  weight  aside— 
'Midst  these  thy  mekvlies  have  ceased, 

And  idl  thy  ] 


But,  oh !  thou  gentle  Summer ! 

If  1  gieet  thy  flowers  once  more, 
Bring  me  again  the  buoyancy 

WheiewUh  my  soul  sbonld  soar  I 


Give  me  to  hail  thy  sunshine. 
With  song  and  spirit  free ; 

Or  in  a  purer  air  than  this 
May  that  next  meeting  be  I 


THE  WORLD  IN  THE  OPEN  AIIL 

Comb,  while  in  freshness  and  dew  it  lies, 
To  the  world  that  is  under  the  free,  blue  skies 
Leave  ye  man's  honte,  and  forget  his  care- 
There  breathes  no  sigh  on  the  dayspring's  air. 

Come  to  the  woods,  in  whose  mossy  dells 
A  light  all  made  for  the  poet  dwells ;  * 

A  light,  coloured  softly  by  tender  leaves. 
Whence  the  primrose  a  mellower  glow  receives. 

The  stock-dove  is  there  in  the  becchen-tree. 
And  the  lulling  tone  of  the  honey-bee ; 
And  the  vMce  of  cool  waters,  'midst  feathery  fern, 
Shedding  sweet  sounds  from  some  hidden  urn. 

There  is  life,  there  is  youth,  there  b  tameleas  mirth, 
Where  the  streams,  with  the  lilies  tb^y  wear,  have 

birth; 
There  is  peace  where  the  alders  are  whispering  low  i 
Come  from  man's  dwellings,  with  all  their  wo  I 


Yes !— we  will  come— we  will  leave  behind 
The  homes  and  the  sorrows  of  human  kind; 
It  is  well  to  rove  where  the  river  leads 
Its  bright,  blue  vein  along  sunny  meads: 

It  is  well  through  the  rich,  wild  woods  to  go^ 
And  to  pierce  the  haunts  of  the  fawn  and  doe ; 
And  to  hear  the  gushing  of  gentle  springs. 
When  the  heart  has  been  fretted  by  worldly  stingi  i 

And  to  watch  the  colours  that  flit  and  pass. 
With  insect  wings  through  the  wavy  grass; 
And  the  silvery  gleams  o'er  the  ash-trees  bark, 
Borne  in  with  a  breeze  through  the  foliage  daiiu 

Joyous  and  far  shall  our  wanderings  be. 
As  the  flight  of  birds  o'er  the  glittering  sea; 
To  the  woods,  to  the  dingles  where  violets  blow 
We  will  bear  no  memory  of  earthly  wa 

But  if,  by  the  forest-brook,  we  meet 
A  line  like  the  pathway  of  former  feet;^ 
If,  'midst  the  hills,  in  some  lonely  spot. 
We  reach  the  gray  ruins  of  tower  or  cot;— 

If  the  cell,  where  a  hermit  of  old  hath  prayed, 
Lift  up  its  cross  through  the  solemn  shade  ;> 
Or  if  some  nook,  where  the  wild-flowers  wave« 
Bear  token  sad  of  a  mortal  grave, — 

Doubt  not  but  there  will  our  steps  be  stayed, 
/There  our  quick  spirits  awhile  delayed ; 
There  will  thought  Ax  our  impatient  eyes. 
And  win  back  our  hearts  to  their  sympathies 
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For  wlut,  though  the  mountuM  and  skies  be  lair. 
Steeped  in  loft  hues  of  the  flUDiiiier-«ir, — 
T  is  the  soul  of  man,  bj  its  hopes  and  dreams, 
That  lights  up  all  natute  with  living  gleams. 

Whete  it  hath  sufTered  and  nobly  striven, 
Where  it  hath  poured  forth  its  vows  to  Heaven ; 
Where  to  repose  it  hath  brightly  past, 
O'er  this  green  earth  there  is  glory  cast 

And  by  that  soul,  amidst  groves  and  rills, 
And  flocks  that  feed  on  a  thpusand  hills, 
Birds  of  the  forest,  and  flowers  of  the  sod, 
^f ,  only  ve,  may  be  linked  to  God  1 

KINDRED  HEARTS. 

Oh  1  ask  not,  hope  thou  not  too  much 

Of  sympathy  below ; 
Few  are  the  hearts  whence  one  same  touch 

Bids  the  sweet  fountains  flow : 
Few— and  by  still  conflicting  powers 

FofUdden  here  to  meet-^ 
Such  ties  would  make  this  lifeof  oon 

Too  fidr  for  aught  so  fleet. 

R  may  be  that  thy  brother's  eye 

Sees  not  as  thine,  which  turns 
In  such  deep  reverence  to  the  sky, 

Where  the  rich  subset  bums : 
It  may  be  that  the  breath  of  spring. 

Born  amidst  violets  k>ne, 
A  rapture  o'er  thy  soul  can  brings 

A  dream,  to  his  unknown. 

The  tune  that  speaks  of  other  time*— 

A  sorrowful  delight  I 
The  melody  of  dbtant  chimes. 

The  sound  of  waves  by  night ; 
The  wind  that,  with  so  many  a  tone. 

Some  chord  within  can  thrill, — 
These  may  have  language  all  thine  own. 

To  him  a  mystery  still. 

Vet  scorn  thou  not  for  this,  the  true 

And  steadfast  love  of  years ; 
The  Mundly,  that  from  childhood  grew, 

TliO  faithful  to  thy  tears  1 
If  there  be  one  that  o'er  the  dead 

Hath  in  thy  grief  borne  part, 
And  watched  through  sickness  by  thy  bed,— 

Call  hit  a  kindred  heart  I 

But  for  those  bonds  all  perfect  made, 

Whercm  bright  spinls  blend, 
Like  sister  flowers  of  one  sweet  shade^ 

With  toe  same  breeze  that  bend, 
Fu  that  full  bliss  of  thought  allied. 

Never  to  mortals  given, — 
Oh !  lay  thy  bvely  droan 

Or  lift  them  onto  hoaven. 


THE  DIAL  OP  FLOWERa* 

'T  WAS  a  lovely  thought  to  mark  the  houn. 

As  they  floated  in  light  away. 
By  the  opening  and  the  folding  flowers, 

That  laugh  to  the  summer's  day. 


Thus  had  each  moment  its  own  rich  hue, 

And  its  graceful  cup  and  bell, 
In  whose  coloured  vase  might  sleep  the  dew, 

Like  a  pearl  in  an  ocean-sheU. 

To  such  sweet  signs  might  the  time  have  flowea 

In  a  golden  current  on. 
Ere  from  the  garden,  man's  first  abode, 

The  glorious  guests  were  gone. 

So  might  the  .days  have  been  brightly  told-* 

Those  days  of  song  and  dreams — 
When  shepherds  gathered  their  flocks  of  old 

By  the  blue  Arcadian  streams. 

So  in  those  isles  of  delight,  that  rest 

Far  oflftn  a  breezeless  main, 
Which  many  a  bark,  with  a  weary  quest, 

Has  sought,  but  still  in  vain. 

Yet  is  not  life,  in  its  real  flight, 
Marked  thus — even  thus — on  earth. 

By  the  closing  of  one  hope's  delight, 
And  another's  gentle  birth  1 

Oh  I  let  us  live,  so  that  flower  by  flower. 

Shutting  in  turn,  may  leave 
A  lingerer  still  for  the  sunset  hour, 

A  charm  for  the  shaded  eve. 


OUR  DAILY  PATHS. 


Nought  riiall  preral]  afialrm  v,  or  dlatait 
Our  chaerfol  iaith,  th%i  all  which  we  behold 
IffiiUorblMringa 

WoniiMsrtJk 


There's  beauty  all  around  our  paths,  if  but  oar 

watchful  eyes 
Can  trace  it  'nddst  familiar  things,  and  through 

their  bwly  guise; 
We  may  find  it  where  a  hedge-row  showen  its 

blossoms  o'er  our  way, 
Or  a  cottage  vnndow  spa^les  forth  in  the  last  led 

light  of  day. 

*  This  dial  wsi^  I  bellere,  formed  by  Llnnwoi^  m  maifceA 
the  hoQTsby  the  opening  end  doting;  s*  regolar  taMrreli^  of 
the  flowan  enaniBd  Iji  It. 
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We  may  find  it  when  a  spring  shines  dear,  be- 
neath an  aged  tree, 

With  the  foxglove  o'er  the  water's  glass  borne 
downwards  by  the  bee ; 

Or  where«a  swift  and  sunnj  gleam  on  the  birch- 
en stems  is  thrown, 

As  a  soft  wind  playing  parts  the  leaves,  in  copses 
green  and  lone. 

We  may  find  it  in  the  winter  boughs,  as  they  cross 

the  oold,  blue  sky, 
While  soft  on  icy  pool  and  stream  th«r  t^ncUed 

shadows  lie. 
When  we  look  upon  thdr  tracery,  by  the  fairy 

frost-work  bound, 
Whence  the  fiitting  redbreast  shakes  a  shower  of 

crystals  to  the  ground. 

Yes  1  beauty  dwells  in  all  our  paths— but  sorrow 
too  IS  there ; 

How  oft  some  cloud  within  us  dims  the  bright,  still 
summer  air ! 

When  we  carry  our  sick  h^rts  abroad  amidst  the 
joyous  things, 

That  through  the  leafy  places  glance  on  many- 
coloured  wings  1 

With  shadows  from  the  past  we  fill  the  happy 
woodland  shades,. 

And  a  mournful  memory  of  the  dead  is  with  us  in 
V  the  glades; 

Andourdream-like  fancies  lend  the  wind  an  echo's 
plaintive  tone 

Of  voices,  and  of  melodies,  and  of  silvery  laugh- 
ter gwe. 

But  are  we  free  to  do  e'en  thus— to  wander  as  we 

wiU- 
Bearing  sad  vinons  through  the  grove,  and  o'er 

the  breezy  hill  7 
No !  in  our  daily  paths  lie  cares,  that  ofttimes  bind 

us  fast. 
While  from  their  narrow  round  we  see  the  golden 

day  fleet  past 
They  hold  us  from  the  woodlark's  haunts,  and  vio- 
let dingles,  back. 
And  from  all  the  bvely  sounds  and  gleams  m  the 

shining  river's  track ; 
They  bar  us  from  our  heritage  of  spripg-time, 

hope,  and  mirth, 
And  weigh  our  burdened  spirits  down  with  the 

eombering  dust  of  earth. 

Yet  should  this  be  1— Too  mnch,  too  soon,  despond- 

ingly  we  yield  1 
A  better  lesson  we  an  tanght  by  the  lilies  of  the 

field! 
A  sweeter  by  the  birds  of  heaven— which  tell  us, 

in  their  flight, 
Of  One  that  through  the  desert  air  for  ever  guides 

them  right 

81* 


Shall  not  thii  knowledge  calm  our  hearts,  and  bid 

vain  conflicts  cease  1 
Ay,  when  they  commune  with  themselvies  in  holy 

hours  of  peace  j 
And  feel  that  by  the  lights  and  ckmds  throvigh 

which  our  pathway  lies, 
By  the  beauty  and  the  grief  alike,  we  are  tndning 

for  the  skies ! 


THE  CROSS  IN  THE  WILDERNESa 

Silent  and  mournful  sat  an  Indian  chief, 
In  the  red  sunset,  by  a  grassy  tomb ; 

His  eyes,  that  might  not  weep,  were  dark  with  grief, 
And  his  arms  folded  in  majestic  gloom. 

And  his  bow  lay  unstrung  beneath  the  mound, 

Which  sanctifi^  1  the  gorgeous  waste  around. 

For  a  pale  cross  above  its  greensward  rose. 
Telling  the  cedars  and  the  pines  that  there 

Man's  heart  and  hope  had  struggled  with  his  woes, 
And  lifted  from  the  dust  a  vnce  of  prayer. 

Now  all  washushed — and  eve's  last  splendour  shone 

With  a  rich  sadness  on  th'  attesting  stone. 

There  came  a  lonely  traveller  o'er  the  wild, 
And  he  too  paused  in  reverence  by  that  grave. 

Asking  the  tale  of  its  memorial,  piled 

Between  the  forest  and  the  lake's  bright  wave; 

Till,  as  a  wind  might  stir  a  withered  oak, 

On  the  deep  dieam  of  age  his  accents  broke. 

And  the  gray  chieftain,  slowly  rising,  said— 
"  I  listened  for  the  words,  which,  years  ago, 

Passed  o^er  these  waters:  though  the  voice  is  fled 
Which  made  them  as  a  singing  fountain's  floWj 

Yet,  when  I  sit  in  their  k>ng-faded  track, 

Sometimes  the  forest's  murmur  gives  them  back. 

"  Aak'st  thou  of  him,  whose  house  is  lone  beneathi 

I  was  an  eagle  in  my  youthful  pride, 
When  o'er  the  seas  he  came,  with  summer's  breath, 

To  dwell  amidst  us,  on  the  lake's  green  side. 
Many  the  times  of  flowers  have  been  since  then- 
Many,  but  bringing  nought  like  him  again ! 

"  Not  with  the  hunter's  bow  and  spear  he  came, 
O'er  the  blue  hills  to  chase  the  flying  roe ; 

Not  the  dark  glory  of  the  woods  to  tame, 
Laying  their  cedars  like  the  corn-stalks  low ; 

But  to  spread  tidings  of  all  holy  things. 

Gladdening  our  soul's  as  with  the  morning's  wings. 

**  Doth  not  yon  cypress  whisper  how  we  met, 
I  and  my  brethren  that  from  earth  are  gone. 

Under  its  boughs  to  hear  his  v(Hce,  which  yet 
Seems  through  their  gloom  to  bend  a  silvery  tone  T 

He  told  of  one,  the  grave's  dark  bands  who  brokn. 

And  our  hearts  burned  w  thin  us  as  he  sjpoka 
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"He  told  of  fkr  and  numy  kndl^  which  lie 
Beyood  the  duit  wherein  our  &then  dwell : 

Bt^ht  miMt  thej  be !— for  thert  are  none  that  die, 
And  none  that  weep,  and  none  that  lay  'Farewell!' 

He  came  to  guide  as  thither ; — but  away 

The  Happy  called  him,  and  he  might  not  itay. 

**  We  aaw  him  slowly  fade, — atlurst,  perchance, 
For  the  fresh  waters  of  -that  lovely  clime; 

Yet  was  there  still  a  sunbeam  in  his  gkuiee, 
And  on  his  gleaming  hair  no  touch  of  time,— 

Theveibre  we  hoped:— but  now  the  lake  looks  dim, 

For  the  green  summer  comes, — and  finds  not  him ! 

'*  We  gathered  rsund  him  in  the  dewy  hour 
Of  one  still  mom,  beneath  his  chosen  tree ; 

From  his  clear  Toice,  at  fifst,  the  words  of  power 
Came  low,  like  meanings  of  a  distant  sea ; 

But  swelled  and  shook  the  wilderness  ere  long, 

As  if  the  spirit  of  the  breeze  grew  strong. 

"  And  then  once  more'they  trembled  on  his  tongue. 
And  his  white  eyelids  fluttered,  and  his  bead 

Fell  back,  and  mists  upon  his  forehead  bung,— 
Know'st  thou  not  how  we  pass  to  join  the  dead  1 

It  is  enough !— he  sank  upon  my  breast— 

Our  friend  that  loved  us,  he  was  gone  to  rest  1 

**  We  buried  him  where  he  was  wont  to  pray, 
By  the  calm  lake,  e'en  here,  at  eventide ; 

We  reared  this  Cross  in  token  where  ho  lay, 
For  on  the  Cross,  he  said,  his  Lord  had  died ! 

Now  hath  he  surely  reached;  o'er  mount  and  wave, 

That  flowery  land  whose  green  turf  bides  no  grave. 

"  But  I  am  sad !— I  mourn  the  clear  light  taken 
Back  from  my  people,  o^er  whoee  place  it  shone, 

The  pathway  to  the  better  shore  fomkcn. 
And  the  true  words  forgotten,  save  by  one. 

Who  hears  them  faintly  sounding  from  the  past, 

Mingled  wi4j  death-songs  in  each  fitful  Uast." 

Then  spokd  the  wanderer  forth  with  kindling  eye : — 
"  Son  of  the  wildeiness !  despair  thou  not, 

Though  the  bright  hour  may  seem  to  thee  gone  by, 
And  the  cloud  settled  o'er  thy  nation's  lot  I 

Heaven  darkly  works;  yet  where  the  seed  hath  been 

There  shall  the  fruitage,  glowing  yet,  be  seen. 

••  Hope  on,  hope  ever !— by  the  sudden  springing 
Of  green  leaves  which  the  winter  hid  so  long ; 

And  by  the  bursts  of  free,  triumphant  ringing, 
After  cold  silent  months,  the  woods  among ; 

And  by  the  rending  of  the  frozen  chains. 

Which  bound  the  glorious  riven  on  their  plains; 

*<  Deem  not  the  words  of  light  thatliere  were  spoken. 
But  as  a  lovely  song  to  leave  no  trace, 

)>t  shall  thegloom  which  wraps  thy  hills  be  broken, 
And  the  full  dayapring  rise  upon  thy  race ! 

And  fading  miata  the  better  path  disclose, 

And  tlie  wide  desert  blossom  as  the  rose." 


So  by  the  Cross  tbey  parted,  in  the  wild. 
Each  fraught  with  musings  fiir  fife's  after-ilay, 

MemDriss  to  visit  oti^,  the  Ibiest's  child, 
By  many  a  blue  stream  in  its  tonely  way ; 

And  upon  one,  midst  busy  throngs  to  press 

Deep  thoughU  and  sad,  yet  full  of  holmessi 


LAST  RITES. 

Bt  the  mighty  minster's  bell, 
Tolling  with  a  sudden  swell ; 
By  the  colours  half-mast  high, 
O'er  the  sea  hong  mournfully ; 
Know,  a  prince  hath  died ! 

By  the  drum's  dull  muffled  sound,    • 
By  the  arms  that  sweep  the  gfouod, 
By  tho  volleying  muskets'  tone^ 
Speak  ye  of  a  soldier  gone 
In  his  manhood's  pride. 

By  the  clianted  psalm  that  fills 
Reverently  the  ancient  hiHs^* 
Learn,  that  from  his  harvests  dona 
Peasants  bear  a  brother  on 
To  his  last  repose. 

By  the  pall  of  snowy  wMto 
Through  the  yew- trees  gleaming  bright; 
By  the  garland  on  the  bier,* 
Wee]> !  a  maiden  claims  thy  tear* 
Broken  is  the  rose  I 

Which  b  the  tenderest  rite  of  alii 
Buried  virgin's  coronal, 
Requiem  o'er  the  monarch's  head. 
Farewell  gun  for  warrior  dead, 
Herdsman's  funeral  hymni 

Tells  not  each  of  human  wo  1 
Each  of  hope  and  strength  brought  kiwi 
Number  each  with  holy  things, 
If  one  chastening  thought  It  brings, 
fire  life's  day  grow  dim  I 


THE  CLIFFS  OP  DOVER, 
Tba  InyMats  Uand  of  lbs  Mgi  and  ftss^  BlffMa 

Rocks  of  my  country  I  let  the  dood 

Your  crested  heights  array, 
And  rise  ye  like  a  fi^rtiess  proub. 

Above  the  surge  snd  spray  1 
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My  ipirit  gieeto  you  at  yt  ■fcand, 
Bnaflttog  ths  biUow'a  foam; 

Ohl  thus  for  ever  guard  the  land, 
The  aereied  Land  of  Home! 

I  have  left  rich  blue  ikies  behind, 

Lighting  up  daano  shrinea, 
And  muaic  in  the  southern  wind, 

And  ninahine  on  the  noea. 

The  breathings  of  tlje  myrtle  flowen. 

Have  floated  o'er  my  way ; 
The  pilgrim's  voice,  at  vesper-hours, 

Hath  soothed  me  vrith  its  lay, 

The  Isles  of  Greeee,  the  HUls  of  Spain, 
The  purple  Heavens  of  Rome,— 

Yes,  all  are  glorious;— yet  again, 
1  bless  thee,  Land  of  Homel 

For  thine  the  Sabbath  peace,  my  land  1 
And  thine  the  guarded  hearth ; 

And  thine  the  deed,  the  noble  band, 
That  make  thee  holy  earth. 

Their  vmces  meet  me  in  thy  breeso. 
Their  steps  are  on  thy  plains; 

Their  names,  by  old  majestic  trees, 
Are  whispered  round  thy  fanes. 

Their  blood  hath  mingled  with  the  tide 

Of  thine  exulting  sea: 
Oh !  be.  it  still  a  joy,  a  pride. 

To  live  and*  die  for  thee  1 


THE  VOICE  OP  UOfAE  TO  THE  PRO- 
DIQAL. 

Von  Btuinen,  aof  WeOen,  ana  Maiien^ 
Wle  ruft  es  dir  f reundlidi  nod  llnd ; 
Wm  bast  du  za  fnuadern,  zu  trauerni 
Komm'  apielen,  da  freondliche*  Kind  I 

La  Motta  FUiquA. 

Oh  I  when  wilt  thou  return 

To  thy  sprit's  cariy  loves  1 
To  the  freshness  of  the  mom, 

To  the  stillness  of  the  groves? 

The  summer-birds  are  calling 

Thy  household  porch  around, 
And  the  merry  waters  falling, 

With  sweet  laughter  in  their  sound. 

And  a  thousand  1>right-veined  ilowers 
From  their  banks  of  moss  and  fern, 

Breathe  of  the  sunny  hour*— 
But  when  wilt  thou  return  7 

Oh  I  thou  hast  wandered  long 
From  thy  home  without  a  guide, 

indthy  native  woodland  song, 
In  thine  altered  h«»art  hath  died. 


Thou  hast  flung  the  wealth  away, 
And  the  glory  of  thy  spring ; 

And  to  thee  the  leaves'  light  play, 
In  a  long-forgotten  thing. 

But  when  wilt  thou  return  1 — 
Sweet  dews  mky  freshen  soon 

The  flower,  vrithin  whose  urn 
Too  fiercely  gazed  the  i 


O'er  the  image  of  the  sky. 

Which  the  lake's  clear  bosom  won, 
Darkly  may  sliadows  lie — 

But  not  for  evermore. 

Give  back  thy  heart  again, 
To  the  freedom  of  the  woods. 

To  the  birds'  triumphant  strain. 
To  the  mountain  solitudes ! 

But  when  wilt  thou  return  1 

Along  thine  own  pure  air. 
There  are  younflr  sweet  voices  bom»— 

Ohl  should  not  thine  be  theni 

Still  at  thy  father's  board 
There  is  kept  a  place  for  thee. 

And,  by  thy  smile  restored, 
Joy  round  the  hearth  shall  De. 

Still  hath  thy  mother's  eye, 

Thy  coming  step  to  greet, 
A  look  of  days  gone  by, 

Tender  and  gravely  sweet. 

Still,  when  the  prayer  is  said, 
For  thee  kind  bosoms  yearn, 

For  tiiee  fond  tears  are  shed— 
Oh!  when  wilt  thou  return  1 


THE  WAKENING. 

How  many  thousands  are  wakening  now  1 
Some  to  the  songs  from  the  forest-bough, 
To  the  rustling  of  leaves  at  the  lattice-pane^ 
To  the  chiming  fall  of  the  early  rain. 

And  some  for  out  on  the  deep  mid-eea, 
To  the  dash  of  the  waves  in  their  foaming  gle« 
As  they  break  into  spray  on  the  ship's  tall  side, 
That  hokls  through  the  tumult  her  path  of  pridi* 

And  some — oh !  wpll  may  their  hearts  rejoice 
To  the  gentie  sound  of  a  mother's  voice ! 
Long  shall  they  yearn  for  that  kindly  tone. 
When  from  the  board  and  the  hearth  'tis  gone. 

And  some  in  the  camp,  to  the  bugle's  breath, 
And  the  tramp  of  the  steed  on  tne  echoing  heatti. 
And  the  sudden  roar  of  the  hostile  gun, 
Which  tells  that  a  field  must  ere  tiight  be  won 
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And  some,  in  the  gloomy  eoaTict-oell, 

To  the  dull  deep  note  of  the  warning  bell, 

As  it  heavily  calls  them  forth  to  die, 

When  the  bright  sun  mounts  in  the  laughing  iky. 

And  some  to  the  peal  of  the  hunter's  born, 
And  some  to  the  din  from  the  city  borne, 
And  some  to  the  rolling  of  torrsnt-floods, 
Far  midst  old  mountains  and  solemn  woods. 

So  are  we  roused  on  this  chequered  earth, 
Each  unto  light  hath  a  dady  birth, 
Though  fearful  or  joyous,  though  sad  or  sweet, 
Are  the  voices  which  fint  our  upspringing  meet. 

But  one  must  the  sound  be,  and  one  the  call, 
Which  from  the  dust  shall  awake  us  all, 
One — but  to  severed  and  distant  dooms — 
How  shall  the  sleepers  arise  from  the  tombs? 


THE  DYING  IMPROVISATORE.* 

Vj  heart  Aall  be  poursd  over  thee— and  breaJL 

Propfieep  of  Danti. 

The  spirit  of  my  land ! 
It  visits  me  once  more  1 — though  I  must  die 
Far  from  the  myrtles  which  thy  breeze  has  fanned, 

My  own  bright  Italy  1 

It  is,  it  is  thy  breath, 
Wliich  stiiB  my  soul  e'en  yet,  as  wavering  flame 
Is  shaken  by  the  wind ; — ^in  life  and  death 

Still  trembling,  yet  the  same  1 


Pouring  itself  away, 
As  a  wild  bird  amidst  the  foliage  turm 
That  which  within  him  triumphu,  beats^  or  bOfii% 

Into  a  fleeting  lay ; 

That  swells,  and  floats,  and  dies. 
Leaving  no  echo  to  the  summer  woods 
Of  the  rich  breathings  and  impassioned  sighs^ 

Which  thrilled  their  solHudea. 

Yet,  yet  remember  me  I 
Friends !  that  upon  its  murmurs  oft  have  hung, 
When  from  my  bosom,  joyously  and  free. 

The  fiery  fountain  sprung. 

Under  the  dark  rich  blue 
Of  midnight  heavens,  and  on  the  star-lit  sea, 
And  when  woods  kindle  into  spring's  first  hoe, 

Sweet  friends  t  remember  me! 

And  in  the  marble  halls, 
Where  life's  full  glow  the  dreams  of  beauty 
And  poet-thoughts  embodied  light  the  walls, 

Let  me  be  with  you  there  I 

Fain  would  I  bind  for  ^ou 
My  memory  with  all  glorious  inings  to  dwell ; 
Fain  bid  all  lovely  sounds  my  name  renew — 

Sweet  friends,  bright  land,  &rewell  I 


Oh !  that  love's  quenchless  power 
flight  waft  my  voice  to  fill  thy  summer  sky, 
And  through  thy  groves  its  dying  music  shower, 

Italy!  Italy! 

The  nightingale  is  there, 
The  sunbeam's  glow,  the  dtron-flower's  perfume. 
The  south-wind's  whisper  in  the  scented  air — 

It  will  net  pierce  the  tomb  1 

Never,  ohl  never  more, 
On  thy  Rome's  purple  heaven  mine  eyeshall  dwell, 
Or  watch  the  bright  waves  melt  along  thy  sbore-^ 

My  Italy,  farewell  I 

Alas  1— thy  hills  among, 
Kad  I  but  left  a  memory  of  my  name. 
Of  love  and  grief  one  deep,  true,  fervent  song. 

Unto  immortal  fame ! 

But  like  a  lute's  brief  tone, 
Uke  a  rose-odour  on  the  breezes  cast, 
Like  a  swift  flush  of  dayspring,  seen  and  gone. 

So  hath  my  spirit  passed  1 


*  fiMinl,  ihe  Roman  Improrbatore,  ivhan  on  hia  deatb> 
tfd  at  Parii^  bsakl  to  have  pound  forth  a  Farswell  to  Italy, 
hi  ttia  wit  liapeanloned  poeiiy. 


MUSIC  OF  YESTERDAY. 

Ol  main  Gelat,  Ich  (lihle  ea  in  mjr,  atrebc  nach  e6vM 
Udwrinfischem,  daa  keinem  Blenscben  gegSam  iat— 7%dk. 

The  chord,  the  harp's  full  chord  is  hushed. 

The  voice  hath  died  away, 
Whence  music,  like  sweet  waters,  gushed, 

But  yesterday. 

Th'  awakening  note,  the  breeze-like  swell. 

The  full  o'crsweeping  tone. 
The  sounds  that  sighed,  "  Farewell,  farewell  ?• 

Are  gone — all  gone. 

The  love,  whose  fervent  spirit  passed 

With  the  rich  measure's  flow ; 
The  grief  to  which  it  sank  at  last-- 

Where  are  they  now  1 

They  are  with  the  scents,  by  summer's  breath 

Borne  from  a  rose  now  shed; 
With  the  words  from  lips  long  sealed  in  death* 

For  ever  fled. 

The  sea-shell  of  Its  native  deep 

A  moaning  thrill  retains, 
But  earth  and  air  no  record  keep 

Of  parted  strains. 

And  all  the  memories  all  the  dreams, 

They  woke  in  floating  by ; 
The  tender  thoughts,  th'  Elysian  gteai 

Could  these  too  die  7 
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They  died — as  on  the  water's  breast 

The  ripfile  melts  away, 
When  the  breeze  that  stirred  H  nnks  to  XMt— 

So  perbhed  they  t 

Mysterious  in  their.sodden  birth, 

And  monmful  in  their  close, 
Falsing,  and  finding;  not  on  earth 

Aim  or  repose. 

Whence  were  they  7 — ^like  the  breath  of  fiowen 

Why  thus  to  come  and  gol — 
A  bng,  long  joarney  most  be  ours 

Ere  this  we  know  I 


THE  FORSAKEN  HEARTH. 


Wm  mir  fthlll-MIr  fehlt  Ja  tSim, 
Bin  ■>  gans  rviamta  luer  I 


Thi  Hearth,  the  Hearth  is  desolate,  the  fire  is 

quenched  and  gone, 
That  into  happy  children's  eyes  once  brightly 

laughing  shone; 
The  place  where  miith  and  music  met  is  hushed 

through  day  and  night,^ 
Oh  I  for  one  kind,  one  sunny  face,  of  all  that  there 

made  light ! 

But  scattered  are  those  pleasant  smiles  afar  by 

mount  and  shore, 
Like  gleaming  waten  from  one  spring  dispersed 

to  ineet  no  more ; 
Those  kindred  eyes  reflect  not  now  each  other's 

joy  or  mirth, 
.  Unbound  is  that  sweet  wreath  of  home — alas  I  the 

k>nely  Hearth  I 

The  voices  that  have  mingled  here  now  speak  ano- 
ther tongue, 

Or  breathe,  perchance,  to  alien  ears  the  songs  their 
mother  sung : 

Sad,  strangely  sad,  in  stranger  lands,  must  sound 
each  household  tone, — 

The  Hearth,  the  Hearth  is  desolate,  the  bright  fire 
quenched  and  gone. 

But  are  they  speaking,  singing  yet,  as  in  their  days 

of  gleel 
Those  voices,  are  they  lovely  still,  still  sweet  <m 

earth  or  sea  1 — 
Oh !  some  are  hushed,  and  some  are  changed,  and 

never  shall  one  strain 
Blend  their  fraternal  cadences  triumphantly  again ! 

And  of  the  hearts  that  here  were  linked  by  king- 

reroembered  yean, 
Alas !  the  brother  knows  not  now  when  fUI  the 

sister's  teara  1 
Y 


One  haply  revels  at  the  feast,  while  one  may  droop 

alone. 
For  broken  is  the  household  chain,  the  bright  firs 

quenched  and  gone ! 

Not  so— 't  b  not  a  broken  chain — thy  memory 
binds  them  still, 

Thou  holy  Hearth  of  other  days,  though  silent  now 
and  chill ! 

The  smiles,  the  tean,  the  rites  beheld  by  thine  at- 
testing stone. 

Have  yet  a  living  power  to  mark  thy  children  fitf 
thine  own. 

The  father's  voice,  the  mother's  prayer,  though 

called  from  earth  away, 
With  music  rising  from  the  dead,  their  spirits  yet 

shall  sway ; 
And  by  the  past,  and  by  the  grave,  the  parted  yet 

are  one. 
Though  the  loved  Hearth  be  desolate,  the  bright 

Gxe  quenched  and  gon^  1  ' 


THE  DREAMER. 

There  Is  no  such  thing  njbr getting  poaslble  to  the  mind} 
a  ihinnand  accidents  may,  and  will,  Interpoee  a  vdl  between 
our  present  consdousnea^  and  the  aecnc  Inscription  on  the 
mind;  but  alike,  whether  veiled  or  unveiled,  the  iueriptloa 
mnalns  for  vwr.—EngHak  Ofium-EaJter. 

Thou  haft  been  called,  O,  Sleep !  the  friend  of  wo^ 
But  t  la  the  happy  who  have  called  theesa 

SknOhty, 

Peace  to  thy  dreams ! — thou  art  slumbering  now, 
The  moonlight's  caln>  is  upon  thy  brow; 
All  the  deep  love  that  o'erflows  thy  breast, 
Lies  'midst  the  hush  of  thy  heart  at  rest, 
Like  the  scent  of  a  flower  in  its  folded  bell, 
When  eve  through  the  woodlands  hath  sighed 
fiirewell. 

Peace !— the  sad  memories  that  through  the  day 
With  a  weight  on  thy  lonely  bosom  lay. 
The  sudden  thoughts  of  the  changed  and  dead. 
That  bowed  thee,  as  winds  bow  the  willow's  hea<(, 
The  yearnings  for  faces  and  voices  gone— 
All  are  forgotten  I— Sloep  on,  sleep  on  I 

Art  they  forgotten  7 — It  is  not  so ! 
Slumber  divides  not  the  heart  from  its  wo. 
E'en  now  o'er  thino  aspect  swift  changes  pass, 
Like  lights  and  shades  over  wavy  grass : 
Tremblest  thou.  Dreamer  1—0  love  and  grief » 
Ye  have  storms  that  shake  e'en  the  closed-up  leat 

On  thy  parted  lips  there's  a  quivering  thrill, 

As  on  a  lyre  ere  its  chords  are  still ; 

On  the  long  silk  lashes  that  fringe  thine  eye, 

There's  a  large  tear  gathering  heavily ; 

A  rain  from  the  clouds  of  thy  spirit  pressedr 

Sorrowful  Dreamer !  this  is  not  rest  I 
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It  te  Thought  at  work  amidst  Imried  houiVi 
It  u  Love  keeping  vigil  o'er  perished  flowMra^— 
Oh !  we  bear  within  tts  mysterious  things, 
or  Memory  and  Anguish  un&thomed  springs, 
And  Passion,  those  gulfs  of  the  heart  to  fill, 
With  bitter  waves,  which  it  ne'er  may  still. 

Well  might  we  pause  ere  wo  gave  them  sway, 
Flinging  the  peace  of  our  couch  away ! 
Well  might  we  look  on  our  souls  in  fear, 
They  find  no  fount  of  oblivion  hero ! 
They  forget  not,  the  mantle  of  sleep  beneath— 
How  know  we  if  under  the  wings  of  death  7 


THE  WINGS  OF  THE  DOVE. 


Oh  I  that  I  had  the  wir^  of  a  dov^  that  1  might  fles  away 
and  be  at  ML 


Oh  !  for  thy  wings,  thou  dove ! 
Now  sailing  by  with  sunshine  on  thy  breast ; 

That,  borne  like  thee  above, 
I  too  might  flee  away,  and  be  at  rext  I 

Where  wilt  thou  fold  those  plumes, 
Bird  of  the  forest-shadows,  holiest  bird  1 

In  what  rich  leafy  glooms, 
By  the  sweet  voice  of  hidden  waters  stirred  1 

Over  what  blessed  home, 
Whatioof  with  dark,  deep,  summer  foliage  ciownod, 

O !  fair  as  ocean's  foam  1 
Shall  thy  bright  bosom  shed  a  gleam  around  1 

Or  seek'st  thou  some  old  shrine 
Of  nymph  or  saint,  no  more  by  votary  wooixl, 

Though  slill,  as  if  divine, 
Breathing  a  spirit  o'er  the  solitude? 

Yet  wherefore  ask  thy  way  7 
Blest,  ever  blest,  whate'er  its  aim,  thou  art  1 

Unto  the  greenwood  spray, 
Bearing  no  ilark  remembrance  at  tliy  heart  1 

No  echoes  thst  will  blend 
A  sadness  with  the  whispers  of  the  grove ; 

No  memory  of  a  friend 
Far  off,  or  dead,  or  changed  to  thee^  thou  dove  1 

Oh!  to  some  cool  recen 
Take,  take  me  with  thee  on  the  summer  wind, 

Leaving  the  weariness 
And  all  the  fever  of  thb  life  behind': 

The  aching  and  the  void 
Within  the  heart  whereunto  none  reply, 

The  young  bright  hopes  destroyed — 
Biid  *  bear  me  with  thee  through  the  sonny  sky ! 


Wild  wish,  and  longing  vain. 
And  brief  upspringing  to  be  glad  and  free  i 

Go  to  tby  woodland  reiga  ( 
My  soul  is  bound  and  held-— I  may  nui  flee. 

For  even  by  aU  the  fears 
And  thoughts  that  haunt  my  droams — untold,  on- 
known, 

And  burning  woman's  tean, 
Poured  from  mine  eyes  in  silenoe  and  alone ; 

Had  I  thy  wings,  thou  dove  I 
High  midst  the  gorgeous  Isles  of  Ck>ud  to  soar, 

Soon  the  strong  cords  of  k>ve 
Would  draw  me  earthwards — ^homewarda— yet 
once  more. 


PSYCHE  BORNE  BY  ZEPHYRS  TO 
THE  ISLAND  OF  PLEASURE.* 

Souvent  I'ame,  foniflte  par  la  coniempJation  dee  chaen 
dlvfne%  vondroii  d^ployer  en  aiiee  vera  le  cieL  EUe  emit 
qu'aa  tcrme  de  aa  carridre  an  rldeau  va  aa  lever  {wur  Idl 
dteou  vrlr  dea  acdnea  de  lumidre :  mak  quand  la  mort  uxulie 
son  eorpa  pdriaaabls,  elle  jeiis  un  regard  en  arriCre  ven  l« 
pla&Bin  terreaues  et  Tereaeecompagnea  maneam,—Scktegd 
Tnnulatei  by  Madams  d$  SbuU 

Fbakfully  and  mournfully 
Thou  bidd'st  the  earth  farewell. 

And  yet  thou  'rt  passing,  loveliest  one! 
In  a  brighter  land  to  dwell. 

Ascend,  aseend  rejoidng ! 

The  sunshine  of  that  shore 
Around  thee,  as  a  gkmous  lobe, 

Shall  stream  for  evermore. 

The  breezy  music  wandering 
There  through  th'  Elysian  sky, 

Hath  no  deep  tone  that  seems  to  float 
From  a  happier  time  gono  by: 

And  there  the  day's  last  crimson 

Gives  no  sad  memories  birth. 
No  thought  of  dead  or  distant  friends, 

Or  partings — as  on  earth. 

Yet  fearfully  and  mourn Rilly 
ThoQ  bidd'st  that  earth  faroweU, 

Although  thou  'rt  passing,  bveliest  ooe' 
In  a  brigliter  land  to  dwell. 


A  land  where  all  is  dealhlei 

The  sunny  wave's  repose, 
The  wood  with  its  rich  melodies, 

The  summer  and  its  rose. 

*  V^rluen  for  a  picture  in  which  Fqrohe^oii  her  fbgm  «p 
wtfd^  to  reimaoittad  looking  back  wfly  and  eBzlow^  la 
thaeanlk 
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A  land  UiAl  soM  no  parting, 
*    That  heafs  no  lound  of  Bigh«, 
That  waits  thee  with  inunortal  air 
Lill,  lift  tboae  aniioiM  eyes  I 

Oh !  bow  like  ihw,  thou  trembler  1 

Man's  spirit  fondly  clings 
With  timid  love,  to  this,  its  world 

Of  old  familiar  things ! 

We  pant,  we  thirst  for  fonntains 

That  gush  not  here  below ! 
On.  on  we  toil,  allured  by  dreams 

Of  the  living  water's  fiow : 

We  pine  for  kindred  natures 

To  mingle  with  our  own  \ 
For  communings  more  full  and  high 

Than  aught  by  mortal  known : 

We  strive  with  brief  aspirings 
Against  oar  bounds  in  vain ; 

Yet  summoned  to  be  free  at  last, 
We  shrink— and  clasp  our  chain ! 

And  fearfully  and  m«MirnfulIy 

We  bid  the  earth  farewell, 
Though  passing  from  its  mists,  like  thee, 

In  a  brighter  world  to  dwelt 


THE  BOON  OF  MEMORY. 

Msny  things  answsrad  ma.— Jlfon/redL 

I  oo,  C  go ! — and  mnst  mine  image  fade, 

From  the  green  spots  wherein  my  childhood  played, 

By  my  own  streams  1 
Must  my  life  part  from  each  familiar  place, 
As  a  bird's  song,  that  leaves  the  woods  no  trace 

Of  its  lone  themes  ? 

Will  the  friend  pass  my  dwelling,  and  forget 
The  welcomes  there,  the  hours  when  we  have  met 

In  grief  or  glee  1 
AH  the  sweet  counsel,  the  commuiixon  high. 
The  kindly  words  of  trust,  in  days  gone  by, 

Poured  full' and  free  7 

A  boon,  a  talisman,  O  Memory  I  give, 

To  shrine  my  name  in  hearU  where  I  would  live 

For  evermore ! 
Bid  the  wind  speak  of  me  where  I  have  dwelt. 
Bid  the  stream's  voice,  of  all  my  soul  hath  felt, 

A  thought  restore! 

In  the  rich  rose,  whose  bloom  I  loved  so  well, 
In  the  dim  brooding  violet  r.f  tlie  dell, 

Set  deep  that  thought  1 
And  let  the  sunset's  melancholy  glow, 
And  let  the  spring's  first  whisper,  feint  and  k>w, 

Withmebefraqghtl 


And  Memory  answered  me:-^"  Wild  wieh  and  vaiiu 
1  have  no  hues  the  bveliest  to  detain 

In  the  heart's  eore. 
The  plaee  they  hebiin  bosoms  all  their  own. 
Soon  with  new  shadows fiU'd,new  fltiwerso'ergrown, 

Is  theirs  no  more." 

Hast  thou  such  power,  O  Lovel-^  And  Love  replied 
"  It  is  not  mine  I  Pour  out  thy  soul's  full  tide 

Of  hope  and  trust, 
Prayer,  tear,  devoted  ness,  that  boon  to  gain — 
T  is  but  to  write,  with  the  heart's  fiery  rain, 

Wild  words  on  dust!" 

Song,  is  the  gift  with  thee? — ^I  ask  a  lay, 
Soft,  fervent,  deep,  that  will  not  pass  away 

From  the  slill  breast ; 
Filled  with  a  tone— oh !  not  for  deathless  fame 
But  a  sweet  haunting  murmur  of  my  name, 

Where  it  would  rest. 

And  Song  made  answer—"  It  is  not  in  me, 
Though  called  immortal ;  though  my  gifts  may  be 

All  but  divine. 
A  place  of  lonely  briglitness  I  can  give ; — 
A  changeless  one,  where  thou  with  Love  wouldst 
live — 

This  is  not  mine  !** 

Death,  Death !  wilt  thou  the  restless  wish  fiilfil  1 
And  Death,  the  Strong  One,  spoke:—"  I  can  bntstill 

Each  vain  regret. 
What  if  forgotten  T— All  thy  soul  would  cravs^ 
Thou  too,  within  the  mantle  of  the  grave, 

Wilt  soon  forget." 

Then  did  my  heart  in  lone  faint  sadness  die, 
As  from  all  nature's  voices  one  reply, 

But  one,  was  given : — 
"  Earth  has  no  heart,  fond  dreamer !  with  a  ton* 
To  send  thee  back  the  spirit  of  thine  < 

Seek  it  in  Heaven.'* 


THE  GRAVES  OF  MARTYRS. 

Tue  kings  of  old  have  shrine  and  tomb, 
In  many  a  minster's  haughty  gloom; 
And  green,  along  the  ocean  side, 
The  mounds  arise  where  heroes  died ; 
But  show  me,  on  thy  flowery  breast, 
Earth !  where  thy  namelcM  martyrs  rest ! 

The  thousands  that,  uncheered  by  praise, 
Have  made  one  offering  of  their  days; 
For  Truth,  for  Heaven,  for  Freedom's  sake, 
Resigned  the  bitter  cup  to  take, 
And  silently,  in  fearlem  faith. 
Bowing  their  noble  souls  to  death. 

Where  sleep  they.  Earth  )— by  no  proud  stone 
Their  narrow  couch  of  rest  is  known; 
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The  itill  lad  glorj  of  their  name, 
Hallows  no  mounUin  onto  Fame ; 
No— not  a  tree  the  record  bears 
Of  their  deep  thoughts  and  lonely  prayen. 

7et  haply  all  around  lie  strewed 

The  ashes  of  tAt  multitade : 

It  may  be  that  each  day  we  tread, 

Where  thus  devoted  hearts  have  bled, 

And  the  young  flowen  our  children  sow, 

Take  root  in  holy  dust  below. 

Oh  !  that  the  many-rustling  leaves, 
Which  round  our  homes  the  summer  weaves, 
Or  that  the  streams,  in  whoso  glad  voice 
Our  own  familiar  paths  rejoice, 
Might  whisper  through  the  starry  sky, 
To  tell  where  those  blest  slumberen  lie  1 

Would  not  our  inmost  hearts  be  stilled, 
With  knowledge  of  their  presence  filled, 
And  by  its  breathings  taught  to  prize 
The  meekness  of  self-sacrifice  1 
— But  the  old  woods  and  sounding  waves 
Are  sileixt  of  those  hidden  graves. 

ITet  what  if  no  light  footstep  there 
In  pilgrim-Jove  and  awe  repair. 
So  let  it  be  I — ^like  him,  whose  clay 
Deep  buried  by  his  Maker  lay, 
They  sleep  in  secret,— but  their  sod, 
Unknown  to  man,  is  marked  of  Qod  1 


DREAMS  OP  HEAVEN.    . 

Dr£am*8T  thou  of  Heaven  T— Whal  dreams  are 
thine? 

Fair  child,  fair  gladsome  child ! 
With  eyes  that  like  the  dcw^lrop  shine, 

And  bounding  footstep  wild. 

Teli  me  what  hues  th'  immortal  shore 

Can  wear,  my  Bird !  to  thee. 
Ere  yet  one  shadow  hath  passed  o'er 

Thy  glance  an  1  spirit  firee  1 


"  Oh !  beautiful  is  heaven,  and  bright 
With  long,  kmg  summer  days  1 

I  see  its  lilies  gleam  in  light, 
Where  many  a  fimntain  plays. 

"  And  there  unchecked,  methinks,  I  nnre 
Seeking  where  young  flowen  lie, 

In  vale  and  goklen-fruited  grove— 
Ftowera  that  are  not  to  die !" 

Thou  Poet  of  the  lonely  thought, 

Sad  heir  of  gifts  divine ! 
Say,  with  what  solemn  glory  fraught 

Is  Hea^n  in  dream  of  thine  1 

Oh  {  where  the  living  waters  flow 

Along  that  radiant  shore, 
My  soul,  a  wanderer  here^  shall  know 

The  exile-thint  no  more  1 

**  The  burden  of  the  stranger's  heart 
Which  here  unknown  I  bear, 

Like  the  night-shadow  shall  depart. 
With  my  firrt  wakening  there. 

And  borne  on  eagles  wings  afar, 
Free  thought  shall  chum  its  dower 
From  every  sphere,  from  every  star, 
Of  glory  and  of  power." 

O,  Woman !  with  the  soft  sad  eye 

Of  spiritual  gleam ! 
Tell  me  of  thoee  bright  realms  on  higl^ 

How  doth  thy  deep  heart  dream  1 

By  thy  sweet  mournful  voice  I  know, 

On  thy  pale  brow  I  see, 
That  thou  hast  loved  in  silent  wo, 

Say,  what  is  Heaven  to  theef 

"  Ob !  Heaven  is  where  no  secret  dread 
May  haunt  Love's  meeting  hour ; 

Where  from  the  past,  no  gloom  is  shed 
O'er  the  heart's  chosen  bower; 

"  Where  every  severed  wreath  is  bound ; 

And  none  have  heard  the  knell 
That  smites  the  soul  in  that  wild  sound— 

Fare  well!  Beloved,  Farewell  f 
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THE  ENGLISH  MARTYR& 

4    ■Cnn    Of    THK    DATS    OF   <IDBN    MART. 


It  dl  at  0000  iprMd  ovar  wilb  a  eafaa 
Von  beaatiral  tban  deep,  or  miitb,  or  Joy. 
I  an  DO  non  dMeonaolito.       .^, 


Seem  in  a  PrtMn, 
Edith  alone. 


Edith.    Morn  onoe  a^ain!  Mom  in  the  lone 
dim  cell. 
The  cayem  of  the  prisoner's  fewer  dream. 
And  mom  on  ail  the  green  rejoicing  hills, 
And  the  hright  waters  round  &e  prisoner's  home, 
Far,  far  awR^!  Now  wakes  the  earlj  bird 
That  in  the  hme*s  transparent  foliage  sings, 
Close  to  my  cottage  lattice— he  awakes. 
To  stir  the  yomig  leaTca  with  his  ffushing  soul. 
And  to  call  forth  rich  answers  of  delight 
From  Toices  bmied  in  a  thousand  trees. 
Through  the  dim  starry  hours.    Now  doth  the 

Darken  and  flash  in  rapid  interchange 
Unto  the  matin  breeze ;  and  the  Uue  mist 
RoUs,  like  a  fhrlin^  banner,  from  the  brows 
Of  the  forth-gleammg  hills  and  woods  that  rise 
As  if  new-bom.    Bright  world !  and  I  am  here ! 
And  thou,  O  thou!  th'  awakening  thought  of 

whom 
Was  more  than  day-spring,  dearer  than  the  sun, 
Herbert !  the  very  glance  of  whose  clear  eye 
Made  my  soul  melt  away  to  one  pure  fount 
Of  tiving,  bounding  gladness ! — ^where  art  thmi  7 
My  friend !  my  only  and  my  blessed  love ! 
Herbert,  my  soul*s  companion ! 

[Goioa,  a  Spanieh  priest,  enten, 
Oomex,  XHinghter,  hail ! 

I  bring  thee  tidings. 

EdWu  Heaven  wiH  aid  my  soul 

Calmly  to  meet  whate*er  thy  lips  announce. 
Gmne*.    Nay,  lift  a  song  of  thanksgiving  to 
Heaven, 
And  bow  thy  knee  down  for  deliTeranoe  won  I 
Hast  thou  not  pray*d  for  life  7  and  wonklst  thou 

not 
Once  more  be  free  7 

Edith.  HaveInotpniy'dfbr]ift7 

f,  that  am  st/  beloved !  that  love  again 
With  such  a  heart  of  tendrilst  Heaven!  thou 
know*st 

3? 


The  gushings  of  my  prayer !    And  would  I  not 
Once  more  be  free  7  I,  that  have  been  a  child 
Of  breezy  bills,  a  playmate  of  the  fiiwn 
In  ancient  woodlands,  from  mine  in&ncy ! 
A  watcher  of  the  ck>uds  and  of  the  stars. 
Beneath  the  adoring  silence  of  the  night; 
And  a  ?]ad  wanderer  with  the  happy  streams. 
Whose  laughter  fills  the  mountains !  Oh !  to  hear 
Their  blessed  sounds  again! 

Oomex.  Rejoice!  rejoice! 

Our  Queen  hath  pity,  maiden,  on  thy  youth ; 
She  wUls  not  thou  shouldst  perisk-^I  am  come 
To  loose  thy  bonds. 

Edith.  And  shall  I  see  Ats  fiuse, 

And  shall  I  listen  to  his  Yoioe  again. 
And  lay  my  head  upon  his  faitl^  breast. 
Weeping  there  in  my  gladness  7  Wi// this  be  7-« 
Blessings  upon  thee,  &ther !  my  ^uick  heart 
Hath  deemed  thee  stem — say,  wilt  thou  not  fiir. 

give 
The  wayward  child,  too  long  in  sunshine  reax'd, 
Too  long  unused   to  chastening  7    Wih   thou 

not7— 

But  Herbert,  Herbert !  Oh,  my  soul  hath  rushM 
On  a  swifl  gust  of  sadden  joy  away, 
Forffettin|r  all  beside  7  Speak,  fiither,  speak ! 
Herbert — ^is  he  too  free  7 

Oomex.  His  freedom  lies 

In  his  own  choice — a  boon  like  thine. 

Edith.  Thy  words 

Fall  changed  and  cold  upon  my  boding  heart 
Leave  not  this  dim  suspense  oVrshadowing  mei 
Let  all  be  told. 

Oomex.  The  monarchs  of  the  earth 

Shower  not  their  mighty  gills  without  a  claim 
Unto  some  token  of  true  vassalage, 
Some  mark  of  homage. 

Edith.  Oh!  unlike  to  Hub^ 

Who  fireely  pours  the  joy  of  sunshine  forth. 
And  the  bright  quickemng  rain,  on  those  who 

serve 
And  those  who  heed  him  not! 

Oomex,  (faying  a  paper  before  her.)  Is  it  so 
much 
That  thine  own  hand  should  set  the  crowning 

seal 
To  thy  deliverance  7    Look,  thy  task  is  here ! 
Sim  but  these  words  for  liberty  and  life ' 

JSiitA,  {exammiiig  and  then  throwing  it  from 
her.) 
Sign  but  these  words!   and  wherefijre   saidn* 

thou  not, 
**Be  but  a  traitor  to  God*s  light  withm  r— 
Crael,  okt  cnwl !  thy  dark  sport  hath  been 
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jTooDg  b(Moixi*s  hope!    FtreweU,  glad 


Briffht  opening  path  to  love  and  home,  ftreweU ! 
And  thou — ^now  leave  me  with  my  God  alone ! 

Chmex.    Doat  thou  reject  Heaven*s  mercy  7 

EdUh.  Heaven*B !  doth  H&nen 

Woo  the  five  vpirit  for  diahonourM  breath 
To  sell  its  birthriffht  7  doth  Heai>en  set  a  price 
On  the  clear  jewel  of  unsoUied  faith, 
And  the  bright  calm  of  conscience  7    Priest, 

away ! 
God  hath  been  with  me  'midst  the  holiness 
Of  England's  moontains — not  in  sport  alooe 
[  trod  their  heath-flowers— but  high  tbonghto 

rose  up 
From  the  broad  shadow  of  the  enduring  rocka, 
And  wander'd'with  me  into  solemn  ^[lena, 
Where  my  soul  felt  the  beauty  of  His  word. 
I  have  heard  voices  of  immortal  truth. 
Blent  with  the  everlasting  torrent-sounds 
That  make  the  deep  hills  tremble— fihall  I  quail  7 
Shall  Enghmd's  daughter  sink 7— Not  He  who 

there 
Spoke  to  my  heart  in  silenod  and  in  stonn. 
Will  not  forsake  his  child  * 

Gomac,  (turning  fnm  her.)  Then  perish!  kiet 
In  thine  own  UindiieM ! 

EdUht  {jnMetdy  tkrming  htndf  at  hit  feet.) 
Father!  heair  me  yet ! 
Qh !  if  the  kimfly  touch  of  human  kyve 
Hath  ever  warm'd  thy  breast 

Oomex,  Away-— «way ! 

I  know  not  love. 

Edith.    Yet  hear!  if  thou  hast  knowB 
The  tender  aweetness  of  a  mother's  voice^ 
If  the  true  vigil  of  aflection's  eye 
Hath  watch'd  thy  chikihood— if  fond  tears  have 

e'er 
Been  shower'd  upon  thy  head — ^if  parting  wordi 
E'er  pisrced  thy  spirit  with  their  tenderness— 
Let  me  but  kx>k  upon  kie  ftoe  once  more, 
Let  me  but  say— Farewell,  my  soul's  bebved! 
And  I  will  bless  thee  stiU! 

Chmex^  (aeide.)  Her  soul  may  yield, 

Beholdine  him  in  fetters ;  woman's  &ith 
Wi'J  bend  to  woman's  kyve— 

Thy  prayer  is  heard; 
Follow,  and  I  will  guide  thee  to  his  ceO. 

Edith.    Oh !  stormy  hour  of  agony  and  joy ! 
But  I  ahail  see  him— I  shall  hearhis  voice ! 

[T^ go  out. 


SCENE  n. 

Another  part  of  the  Pri$on» 

HKaBKET— Eons. 

EdUh.     Herbert,  my  fibrberti  is  it  thue  we 

meet? 
fUrberU    The  T<»oe  of  ny  cam  Edith!    Oan 
such  joy 
Lig^upthisplafieofdeath?   Anddolleel 
Thy  breath  of  love  once  more  upon  my  cheek. 
And  tlie  tA,  floating  of  thy  gleuny  bur, 
MvKessed  £dith7  0H.  Bopalfl!soidiaii|ed! 


My  flower,  my  blighted  flower !  thou  that  ' 

made 

For  the  kind  fostering  of  sweet  summer  airs. 
How  hath  the  storm  been  with  thee ! — Lay  thy 

head 
On  this  true  bnaat  again,  my  gentle  one ! 
And  tell  me  alL 

EdOh,  Yea,  take  me  to  thy  heart, 

For  I  am'  weary,  weary !  Oh!  that  heart! 
The  kind,  the  brave,  th»  tender !— how  my  aoul 
Hath  sicken'd  in  vain  yearnings  flir  the  balm 
Of  reat  on  that  warm  heart!  fill,  deep  repose ! 
One  draught  of  dewy  stiUneas  after  slDrm! 
And  God  hath  pitied  me,  and  I  am  hero- 
Yet  oDoe  before  I  die ! 

HerherL  They  eanmt  alay 

One,  young  and  meek,  and  beautiful  as  thou ! 
My  broken  lily !   Surely  the  long  di^ 
Of  the  dark  cell  have  been  enough  Sattheel 
Oh !  thou  shalt  live»  and  raise  thy  gvaoiot 
Yet  in  calm  sunshine. 

Edith.  Herbert !  I  have  caat 

The  snare  of  profler'd  mercy  from  my  aoul. 
This  very  hour.    God  to  the  weak  hath  given 
Victory  o'er  life  and  death ! — The  tempter's  priee 
Hath  been  rejeetsd— Hei1>eft,  I  must  dia 

Iferhert.  O  Edith!  Edith!  I,  that  led  thee  firM 
From  the  old  path  wherein  thy  ftthers  trod— 
I,  that  received  it  as  an  angel's  task. 
To  pour  the  fresh  light  on  thine  ardent  soul, 
Which  drank  it  as  a  sunflowet^— /  have  been 
Thy  guide  to  death ! 

kdith.  To  Heaven,  my  ruide  to  lIe■vei^ 

My  noble  and  my  bless'd !  Oh !  look  up, 
Be  Strang,  rejoice,  my  Herbert !    But  &r  fAee, 
How  could  my  spirit  have  sprung  up  to  God, 
Through  the  dark  cloud  whieh  o'er  its  riskm 

hung. 
The  night  of  fear  and  error  7  thy  dear  hand 
First  raised  that  veil,  and  ehew'd  the  glorkms 

worid. 
My  heritable  beyond— Friend !  love  and  fHendf 
It  was  as  if  thou  gavest  me  mine  own  soul 
In  those  brigl^  days!    Yes!  a  new  earth  and 

heaven. 
And  a  new  sense  fbr  all  their  sfdendoars  bom. 
These  were  my  gifts !  and  ahall  I  not  rejoice 
To  die,  uphokfing  their  immortal  worth, 
EvenftrlAysake?    Yes,  fiU'd  with  noUcr  life 
By  thy  pure  love,  made  holy  to  the  truth. 
Lay  me  upon  the  altar  of  thy  God, 
The  first  fhiHs  of  thy  ministry  bek>w; 
J^  work,  thine  own ! 

HerherL  My  love,  my  sainted  kf« 

Oh!  I  son  almost  yieki  thee  unto  heaven; 
Earth  wooM  but  sully  thee!   Thou  most  depart 
With  the  rich  crown  of  thy  celestial  gi|/b 
Untainted  by  a  breath!    Andyet,aias! 
Ecfith !  what  dreams  of  hcdy  happiness, 
Even  fbr  ikie  world,  were  ems!  the  bw,  swesC 


The  pastoral  dwelling,  with  its  ivied  porch, 
And  ktdee  gleaming  through  the  leaves— md 

thou, 
Mylife*seempankiB&— Then,  heddemyheulh 
Sitting  with  thy  mock  eyee,  or  greeting  me 
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Back  firom  brief  abmice  with  thy  boundiiif  step, 
In  the  gPDon  meadow  path,  or  by  my  side 
Kneeling^ — thy  eahn  nolifted  &oe  to  mine, 
In  the  sweet  hash  or  prayer!  and  now — <A 

now — 
How  hafe  we  h>Ted--how  ftrvently,  how  hmg! 
And  ait  to  be  the  close! 

Editk,  Oh !  bear  me  op 

Against  the  nnutterable  tenderness 
Ot'  earthly  love,  my  Ood !  in  the  sick  hoar 
Of  dyinf  human  hone,  forsake  me  not ! 
Herbert!  my  Herben!  efen  that  sweet  home 
Where  it  had  been  too  much  of  Paradise 
To  dweH  with  thee— even  thence  the  oppressor's 


Might  soon  have  torn  ns ;  or  the  tooch  of  death 
Might  one  day  tiiere  have  left  a  widow*d  heart, 
Pining  alone.    We  will  go  hence,  beloved ! 
To  the  bright  coontry,  where  the  wieked  cease 
From  tronhlingv  where  the  spoiler  hath  no  sway; 
Whero  no  harsh  Yoioe  of  worldliness  disturbs 
The  Sabbath-peace  of  lore.    We  will  go  hence, 
Together  with  oar  wedded  souls,  to  Heaven : 
No  sotitaxy  lingering,  no  cold  Yoid, 
No  dying  of  the  hewt !   Our  Ihres  have  been 
Lovely  through  fidthfiil  love,  and  in  our  deaths 
We  wiU  not  be  divided. 

NerberL  Ohttiiepeace 

Of  God  b  lying  ftr  within  thine  eyes. 
Far  underneath  the  mist  of  human  tears, 
Lighting  those  blue  still  depths,  and  smking  thence 
On  my  worn  heart  Now  am  I  girt  with  strength, 
Now  I  can  bless  thee,  my  true  oride  for  Heaven ! 

Edith,   AndletmeblessMee,  Herbert!  in  this 


Let  my  soul  bless  thee  with  prevailing  might ! 
Oh  ^'thou  hast  loved  roe  nobly !  thou  didst  take 
An  orphan  to  thy  heart,  a  thing  unprized 
And  (tesolate ;  and  thou  didst  guard  her  there, 
That  kne  and  lowly  creature,  as  a  pearl 
Of  richest  price ;  and  thou  didst  fill  her  soul 
With  the  high  gifts  of  an  immortal  weahlu — 
I  bless,  I  hldBB  thee !  Never  did  thine  eye 
Look  on  me  but  in  glistening  tenderness, 
My  ^tle  Herberts  Never  did  thy  voice 
But  m  aflbetioB*s  deepest  music  speak 
To  thy  poor  Edith!    Never  was  thv  heart 
Aught  but  the  kindliest  sheltering  home  to  mine 
My  fkithful,  generous  Herbert !    Woman's  peace 
Ne*er  on  a  breast  so  tender  and  so  true 
Reposed  beferc^-Alas !  thy  showering  tears 
Fall  fast  upon  my  cheek— forgive,  forgive ! 
I  should  not  melt  thy  strength  away 
In  such  an  hour* 

HerherL  Sweet  Edith,  no !  my  heart 

WiUftilnoniore;  God  bears  me  up  through  thee, 
And,  by  thy  words,  and  by  the  heavenly  hght 
Shining  around  thee,  through  thy  very  tears, 
Willyetsustafaime!    Let  us  call  on  Him! 
Let  us  kneel  down,  as  we  have  knelt  so  oft. 
Thy  pure  cheek  touching  mine,  and  call  en  Him, 
Th*  all^itying  One,  to  aid. 

[T^^ihieel. 
O,  look  on  us, 
*aAer  above!  fai  tender  merey,  look 


On  us,  thy  children !  through  th*  o*ershadowing 

cloud 

Of  sorrow  and  mortality,  send  aid. 
Save  or  we  perish !  we  would  pour  our  lives 
Forth  as  a  joyous  oflfering  to  thy  truth. 
But  we  are  weak — we,  the  bruised  reeds  of  earth, 
Are  sway'd  by  every  gust    Forgive,  O  Grod ! 
The  blindness  of  our  passionate  desires. 
The  fainting  of  our  hearts,  the  lingering  thoughts 
Which  cleave  to  dust !  Forgive  the  stnfe ;  accept 
The  sacrifice,  though  dim  with  mortal  tears. 
From  mortal  pangs  wnmg  forth !  and  if  our  souls 
In  all  the  fervent  dreams,  the  fond  excess. 
Of  their  longH;lbj^>ing  love,  have  wander*d  not. 
Holiest !  from  thee ;  oh !  take  them  to  thyself 
After  the  fiery  trial,  take  them  home 
To  dwell,  in  that  imperishable  bond 
Before  thee  UnkM  for  ever.    Hear,  througn  Him 
Who  meekly  drank  the  cup  of  agony. 
Who  passM  through  death  to  victory,  hear  and 

save! 
Pity  us.  Father !  we  are  girt  vrith  snares; 
Father  in  Heaven !  we  have  Ho  help  but  thee. 

[TheyrUi 
Is  thy  soul  strengthen'd,  my  beloved  one  7 
OEdith!  oouldst  thou  lift  up  thy  sweet  voice, 
And  sing  me  that  old  solemn-breathing  hymn 
We  loved  in  happier  days— the  strain  which  tells 
Of  the  dread  conflict  in  the  dive  shade  7 

[Sh$9ing$ 

He  knelt,  the  Saviour  knelt  and  prayM, 
When  but  his  Father's  eye 

LookM  through  the  lonely  garden's  shade 
On  that  dread  agony ; 

The  Lord  of  All  lUwve,  beneath. 

Was  bow'd  with  sorrow  unto  death. 

The  sun  set  in  a  fearfiil  hour. 
The  stars  might  well  grow  ^m, 

When  this  morality  had  power 
So  to  o'ershadow  Him  ! 

That  He  who  gave  man's  breath,  might  knov^ 
The  very  depths  of  human  woe. 

He  proved  them  all !  the  doubt,  the  strife 

The  feint  perplejiiag  dread. 
The  mists  that  hang  o'er  parting  life,       ^ 

AH  gather'd  round  his  head ; 
And  the  Deliverer  knelt  to  pray — 

Yet  pass'd  it  not,  that  cup,  away ! 

It  pass'd  not— though  the  stormy  wave 

Had  sunk  beneath  his  tread ; 
It  peM*d  not— though  to  him  the  grave 

Had  yielded  up  its  dead. 
But  there  was  sent  from  him  on  high 

A  gift  of  strength  for  man  to  die. 

And  was  the  sinless  thus  beset 

With  anguish  and  dismay  7 
How  may  tee  meet  our  conflict  yet 

In  the  dark  narrow  way  7 
Thro'  Him— Thro'  Him,  that  path  who  tro* 

Save,  or  we  perish.  Son  of  God ! 

Hark !  hark !  the  parting  signal 
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[Frtfon  tOUndanU  enter. 
Fare  thee  well! 
O  thoa  imuttenUy  loved,  Aiewell ! 
Let  our  hearts  bow  to  God ! 

MerberL  One  last  embraos^ 

On  earth  the  last!— We  have  etemitj 
For  lovers  oommmuon  yet ! —  Farewell  i  —  &re. 
weU! 

[SHe  U  led  onl. 
T  is  o*er— the  btttexneaa  of  death  is  pait ! 


FLOWERS  AND  MIJSIC  IN  A  ROOM  OF 
SICKNESS. 


Obm  when  I  kokM  akof  Um  langhioff  Mrth. 
Up  the  bine  beeTen.  and  thfooffh  tbe  middle  air, 
JotMHj  riociiiff  with  the  ekHerk*!  umg, 
Iwept!  and  thoocht  how  nd  for  one  ao  yoniic. 
To  bid  (krewell  to  ao  nach  happioeM. 
Bat  Chrat  hath  eall*d  me  firon  tbia  bwar  worid. 
Delicbtfal  ihoufh  it  be.  _. 


Apartment  in  an  EngUeh  Cottntry-MniM.— Lilian 
reeltfiifi^,  ae  eUtfing  en  a  e4nuSL  Her  Mother 
watching  heeUe  her.  Her  Sister  entere  with 
fiowtf%» 

Mather.    Hiuh,  lightly  tread !  itill  tranquilly 
she  ileepe, 
Aa,  when  a  babe,  I  rockM  her  on  my  heart 
I've  watchM,  suspending  e*en  iny  breath,  in  ibar 
To  brea^  the  heavenly  ipelL    Move  silently ! 
And  oh!  those  flowers!  dear  Jessy,  bear  them 


Dost  thou  forget  the  passion  of  quick  tears 
That  shook  Mr  tremhUng  frame,  when  last  we 

brought 
The  roses  to  her  couch  ?  Dost  thou  not  know 
What  sudden  lonirings  for  the  woods  and  hills, 
Where  once  her  free  steps  moyed  bo  buoyantly, 
These  lesTes  and  odours  with  strange  mfluence 

wake 
In  her  ftst-kindled  loid  7 

Jeeey.  Oh !  she  would  pine. 

Were  the  wild  scents  and  glowing  hoes  withheld. 
Mother !  far  more  than  n9io  her  spirit  yearns 
For  the  Uue  sky,  the  singing  birds  and  brooks 
And  swell  of  oreathing  tur^  whose  lightsome 

spring 
Tlieir  blooms  recall 

Ltitan,  (ratsisig  hereelf.)    Is  that  my  Jessy's 

voice  7 
It  woke  me  not,  sweet  mother !  I  had  loin 
Silently,  visited  by  wakinff  dreams. 
Yet  conscious  of  thy  brooding  watchlulness, 
fiong  ere  I  heard  the  sound.    Hath  she  brought 

flowers  7 
Nay,  fear  not  now  tliy  fend  child's  wajrward- 

ness. 
My  thoughtful  mother  !-»in  her  chasten'd  soul 
The  passion-colour'd  images  of  life, 
Which,  with  their  sudden  startling  flush,  awoke 
6cf  oft  those  burning  tears,  have  died  away ; 


And  night  is  there    still,  soImbd,  Uy  mglit. 
With  a&  her  stars,  and  with  the  gentb  tnae 
Of  many  fountains,  low  and  muMeal, 
By  day  unheard. 

Mother.  And  wherefore  fitgA<,  my  cfaildf 

Thou  art  a  creature  all  ef  lifo  and  daws. 
And  fh>m  thy  couch  of  sickness  vet  shak  rise. 
And  walk  forth  with  the  day-sprmg. 

lAlian.  Hope  it  not! 

Dream  it  no  more,  my  mother !  there  are  thinfs 
Known  but  to  God,  and  to  the  parting  soul. 
Which  feels  his  thrilling  summons. 

But  my  words 
Too  much  o'ershadow  those  kind  kwing  eyes. 
Bring  me  thy  flowers,  dear  Jessy !  Ah !  thy  step 
WeU  do  I  see,  hath  not  akme  cixploied 
The  garden  bowers,  but  freely  visitied 
Our  wilder  haimts.     This  foam-like  meadow 

sweet 

Is  from  the  cool  green  shadowy  river  nook. 
Where  the  stream  chimes  around  th'  old  mosi^ 

stones 
With  sounds  like  childhood's  langhter.    Is  thai 

spot 
Lovelv  as  when  our  gUd  eyes  hail'd  it  first  1 
Still  doth  tho  golden  willow  bend,  and  sweep 
The  clear  brown  wave  with  every  passing  wind? 
And  throtigh  the  shaUower  waters,  whoipe  they 

lie 
Dimpling  in  light,  do  the  vein'd  pebbles  gleam 
Like  bedded  gems?  And  the  white  butterflies, 
From  shade  to  sun-streak  are  they  gkncing  slill 
Among  the  poplar-boughs  7 

Jeeey.  All,  all  is  there 

Which  glad  midstmimer's  wealthiest  hours  can 

bring: 
All,  save  the  eoul  of  all,  thy  lifffateninff  smile ! 
Therefore  I  stood  in  sadness,  Vnidst  the  leaves, 
And  caught  an  nnder-mtisic  of  hunent 
In  the  stream*s  voice;   but  Nature  waitv  thee 

stm. 
And  for  thy  coming  piles  a  foiry  throno 
Of  richest  moss. 

lAUan.  Alas !  it  may  not  be ! 

My  soul  hath  sent  her  forewiU  volcekssly. 
To  all  these  blessed  haunts  of  song  and  thought; 
Yet  not  the  less  I  hive  to  look  on  these, 
Their  dear  memorials:   strew  them   o'er  my 

oouch. 
Tin  it  mw  like  a  forest-bsnk  in  spring. 
All  flusn'd  with  violets  and  anemones. 
Ah !  the  pale  brier  rose !  tooch'd  so  tenderly, 
As  a  pure  ocean  shell,  with  faintest  red| 
Melting  away  to  pearliness! — ^I  know 
How  its  light  festoons  o'erarching  himg 
From  tbe  ^y  rock,  that  rises  altar-like. 
With  its  high  waving  crown  of  mountain  ash, 
'Midst  the  lone  gnmj  dell.  And  this  rich  bough 
Of  honey 'd  woodbine,  tells  me  of  the  oak 
Whose  deep  midsummer  gloom  sleeps^heavily 
Sbeddinr  a  verdurous  twiBjgfht  o'er  the  foce 
Of  the  glade's  pool.    Methinks  I  see  it  now 
I  look  up  through  the  stirring  of  its  leaves 
Unto  the  intense  bltM  crystal  firmament 
The  ringdove's  wing  is  flitting  o'er  my  head* 
Casting  at  times  a  suvery  shadow  down 
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*MidBt  the  km  water-UIios. 

How  beantifuris  all  this  &ir,  free  world 

Under  God*8  open  iky ! 

Marker,  Thoa  art  o'erwnm^ ht 

Once  more,  ray  child !  The  dewy  tiembUng  hght 
Presaging  tenia,  again  is  in  thine  eye. 
C\  huab,  dear  Lilian  I  turn  thee  to  repose. 

Lilian.     Mother,  I  cannot    In  my  soul  the 
thoughts 
Bom  wi(h  too  subtle  and  too  swift  a  fire; 
Importanately  to  my  lips  they  throng, 
And  with  tlieir  earthly  kindred  seek  to  blend 
Ere  the  veil  drop  between.    When  I  am  gone— 
(For  I  mutt  go>---then  the  rememberM  words 
Wherein  theM  wild  imaginings  flow  forth. 
Will  to  thy  ibnd  heart  be  as  amulets 
Held  there  with  life  and  ]o?e.    And  weep  not 

thus! 
Mother !  dear  sister !  kindest,  gentlest  ones  S 
Be  comforted  that  now  /weep  no  more 
For  the  glad  earth  and  all  the  golden  light 
Whence  I  depart 

N> !  God  hath  purified  my  spirit's  eye. 
Aid  in  the  folds  of  this  consummate  rose 
I  vsad  briff ht  prophecies.    I  see  not  there,' 
Dimly  and  mournfiilly,  the  word  **fttrewM** 
On  the  rich  petals  traced: — ^No— in  soft  veins 
And  characters  of  beauty,  I  can  read-^ 
"*  Lotl;  SIX  look  heavenward  P^ 

Blessed  God  of  Love! 
I  thank  thee  for  these  gifts,  the  precious  links 
Wheiebj  my  spirit  unto  thee  is  drawn ! 
I  thank  thee  that  the  loveliness  of  earth 
Higher  than  earth  can  raise  me !  Are  not  these 
But  germs  of  things  unperishing,  that  bkx>m 
Beside  th*  immortal  streams  7    Shall  1  not  find 
Tbe  lily  of  the  field,  the  Saviour*s  flower, 
In  the  serene  and  nevcEpmoaning  air. 
And  the  clear  starry  light  of  angel  eyes, 
A  thousand-fold  more  glorious  7    Richer  for 
Will  not  the  violet's  dusky  purple  gk>w, 
When  it  hath  ne*er  been  piess'd  to  broken  hearts, 
A  record  of  lost  love  7 

Biother,  My  Lilian!  thou 

Surely  in  %  bright  life  hast  little  known 
Of  lost  things  or  of  changed! 

LUian,  Oh!litaeyet, 

For  tAstt  hast  been  my  shield!    But  had  H  been 
My  lot  on  this  world's  billows  to  be  thrown 
Without  thy  lofe^-^  mother !  there  are  hearto 
So  perilously  fiudiion'd,  that  for  them 
God's  touch  alone  had  rentleness  enough 
To  waken,  and  not  break,  their  thrilling  strains! — 
We  will  not  qieak  of  this ! 

By  what  strange  spell 
Is  it,  that  ever,  when  I  gaae  on  flowers, 
I  dream  of  music  7    Something  in  their  hues 
AH  melting  urto  coloor'd  harmonies, 
Wafis  a  swift  thought  of  interwoven  chords, 
Of  Mended  singmg  tones,  that  swell  and  die 
In  tenderest  ftSs  away^^,  bi  ing  thy  harp^ 
Sister !  a  gentle  heaviness  st  last 
Hath  toucE'd my  eyelids:  sing  to  me,  and  sleep 
Will  come  agam. 

Jessy.    Whatwouldsttlioohsar?   Th*  Italian 
PesMni's  Lay, 


npagnann 
With  **Rama^  Roma  r  or  the  Madrigal 
Warbled  on  moonlight  seas  of  Sicily? 
Or  the  old  ditty  lelt  by  Troubadours 
To  girls  of  Languedoc  7 

LUian.  <%,  no !  not  these. 

Jessy.    What  then  7  the  Moorish  melody  still 
known 
Within  the  Alhambra  city  7  or  those  notes 
Born  of  the  Alps,  which  pierce  the  exile's  heart 
Eveh  unto  death  7 

LUian,  No,  sister,  nor  yet  theses— 

Too  much  of  dreamy  love,  of  &int  regret. 
Of  passionately  fond  remembrance,  breathes 
In  tiie  caressing  sweetness  of  their  tones. 
For  one  who  dies: — ^They  would  but  woo  roc 

back 
To  glowing  life  with  those  Arcadian  sounds — 
And  vainly,  vainly — ^No !  a  lofUer  strain, 
A  deeper  music ! — Something  that  may  bear 
The  spirit  up  on  slow  yet  mighty  wings, 
Unsway'd  by  guste  of  earth :  something,  aH  filTd 
With  solemn  adoration,  tearful  prayers- 
Sing  me  that  antique  strain  which  once  Ideem'd 
Almost  too  sternly  simple,  too  austere 
In  ite  grave  majesty !  1  love  it  now — 
JVbto  it  seems  fifaught  with  holiest  power,  to  hush 
All  billows  of  the  soul,  e'en  like  his  voice 
That  said  of  old— ^  Be  still!"  Sing  me  that 


••  The  Saviour's  dying  hour.'* 

[Jksst  nng$  to  tho  Harp. 

O  Son  of  Man ! 
Shadows  of  earth  closed  round  thee  fearfhOy ! 
All  that  on  us  is  laid. 

All  the  deep  gloom. 
The  desolation  and  th'  abandonment, 

The  dark  amaze  of  death ; 

All  upon  thee  too  fell. 

Redeemer!  Son  of  Man! 


But  the  keen  pang 
Wherewith  the  silver  cord 
Of  earth's  affection  firom  the  soul  is  wrung; 
'nie  uptearing  of  those  tendrils  which  .  havs 
gra^n 

Into  the  quick  strong  heart; 
This,  tkii,  the  passion  and  the  agony 
Of  battling  love  and  death. 
Surely  was  not  for  thee^ 
Holy  One!  Son  of  God! 

Yes,  my  Redeemer ! 
E'en  this  cnp  was  thine ! 
Fond  welling  voices  eall'd  thy  spirit  back ; 
E'en  *midst  the  mA||hty  thoughts 
Of  that  last  crownmg  hour 
E'en  on  thine  awfU  way  to  victory. 

Wildly  they  eall'd  thee  baeft ! 
And  weeping  eyes  of  love 
Unto  thy  hurt's  deep  core. 
Pierced  tfaroogh  the  fdds  of  death's  rayvteriooi 
veil 

Sufferer!  thou  Son  of  Man* 
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Mother-taan  were  ming^ 
With  thy  wmOy  tdood-dn^ 
f  n  the  ihidow  of  tiie  atonuif  cro« ; 

And  the  friend,  the  futhful, 
He  that  on  thy  boeom, 
Jlience  imhihuig  heavenlv  love,  had  kdii» 
'   ■adu   "  ■ 


He,  a  pale 

Met  with  looks  of  ang-niah. 
All  the  angfaish  in  thy  bat  meek  glaac^-^ 
Dying  Sen  of  Man ! 

Oh !  therefore  unto  thee. 
Thou  that  haat  known  all  woea 
Bound  in  the  grirdle  of  mortality ! 

Thou  that  wilt  lift  the  reed 
Which  atorma  have  bruiaed. 
To  thee  may  sorrow  through  each  conflict  cry. 
And,  in  that  tempest-hour  when  love  and  Uib 
Mysteriously  must  part. 

When  tearful  eyes 
Are  passionately  bent 
To  drink  earth*s  last  fond  meaning  from  our  gaze. 
Then,  then  forsake  us  not ! 
Shed  on  our  spirits  then 
The  &ith  and  deep  submissiveness  of  thine  I  . 
Thou  that  didst  love. 
Thou  that  didst  weep  and  di»— 
Hkou  that  didst  rise,  a  victor  glorified ! 

Conqueror!  thou  Son  of  God! 


CATHEDRAL  HYMN 


"Thtf  dreamt  not  of  a  perMbable  homa 

Who  Ihna  ooltid  boHd. — Be  mine  in  honn  of  ftar 

Or  giDTelUnf  thMght,  to  aeok  a  ntuf  ban.** 


A  DIM  and  mif  hty  minster  of  old  tfane ! 

A  temple  shaitowy  with  remembrances 

Of  the  maiestio  past !— the  Tery  light 

Streams  with  a  colouring  of  h«oie  days 

Zn  every  rav,  which  leads  through  arch  and  aisle 

A  path  of  dreamy  lustre,  wandering  back 

To  other  years ;  and  the  rich  fretted  roo^ 

And  the  wrought  coronals  of  summer  leaves. 

Ivy  and  vipe,  and  many  a  sculptured  rose— 

The  tendercst  image  of  mortality — 

Binding  the  slender  columns,  whose  light  shafts 

Clnster  like  stems  in  corn-sheaves  —  all  these 

things 
Tell  of  a  race  that  nobly,  fearlessly, 
On  their  heart's  worship  pour*d  a  wealth  of  love ! 
Honour  be  with  the  de^l !— -The  people  kneel 
Under  the  hdma  of  antique  ehivahy, 

nd  in  the  crimaon  gloom  from  bannen  thrown. 
And  'midst  the  formal  in  pale  proud  slumber 

carved, 
Ot  warriors  on  their  tombe«— The  people  kaoel 
Where  raail-olad  chiefr  have  knelt !  where  jewelTd 

crowns 
On  the  flushM  brows  of  eonqoeron  have  been  set ; 
Where  the  hirh  anthems  of  old  victories 
flave  made  tha  dust  give  echoes^ — ^Hcnoe,  vain 

tbtfiKtita 


Memories  of  power  and  pride,  which  lo^g  ago^ 

Like  dim  processions  of  a  dream,  have  sunk 

In  twilight  depths  away  ^—Return,  my  soul ! 

The  cross  reoaBs  thee— -Lo !  the  blessed  cross ! 

High  o*er  the  banners  and  the  crests  of  earth, 

Fiz'd  in  its  meek  and  still  supremacy ! 

And  lo !  the  throng  of  beating  human  hearta,  ' 

WiUi  all  their  secret  scrolls  of  buried  grie^ 

All  their  full  treasures  of  immortal  hope, 

GatherM  before  their  God !  Hark !  how  the  flood 

Of  the  ricii  organ  harmony  bears  up 

Their  voice  on  its  high  waves ! — a  mighty  bunt! 

A  forest4oundmg  music !— every  tone 

Which  the  blasts  call  forth  with  their  harping 

wings 
FVom  gulfs  of  tossing  foliage  fhteare  is  blent : 
And  the  old  minster — ^ferest-like  itself 
With  its  long  aTcnues  of  pilhirM  shade. 
Seems  quivering  all  with  spirit,  as  that  strain 
0*erflows  its  dim  recesses,  leaving  not 
One  tomb  nnthrilTd  by  the  strong  sympathy 
Answering  the  electric  notes.—- Join,  jom,  my 

soul! 
In  thine  own  lowly,  trembling  conscioosnees. 
And  thme  own  solitude,  the  glorious  hymn. 

Rise  like  an  ahar-flre ! 

In  solemn  joy  aspire, 
Deepening  thy  passion  still,  O  choral  stnint 

On  thy  stnmg  rushing  wind 

Bear  up  from  human  kind 
Thanks  and  implorlngs — ^be  they  not  in  vain ! 

Father,  which  art  on  high ! 

Weak  is  the  melody 
Of  harp  or  song  to  reach  thine  awflil  ear, 

Unless  the  heart  be  there. 

Winging  the  words  of  prayer, 
With  its  own  fervent  faith  or  suppliant  ftar. 

Let,  then,  thy  spirit  brood 

Over  the  mmtitiido 
Be  thou  amidst  them  through  that  heavenly  Chwstl 

So  shall  their  cry  mive  power 

To  win  from  thee  a  shower 
Of  healing  gifts  for  every  wounded  bceaaC 

What  griefk  that  make  no  sig&i 

That  aak  no  aid  but  thine» 
Father  of  Mercies !  here  before  thee  sweU» 

As  to  the  open  sky. 

All  their  dark  waters  lie 
To  thee  reveal'd,  m  each  close  boacsae^ 

The  sorrow  for  the  dead. 

Mantling  its  lonely  head 
From  the  world*s  glare,  is,  in  thy  si^^t,  set  free  ; 

And  the  fond,  aching  love. 

Thy  miniFter,  to  move 
AD  the  wrung  spirit,  softening  it  foE  thee. 

And  doth  not  thy  dteod  eye 

Behold  the  agony 
In  that  most  hidden  cbsinber  of  the  heart, 

Where  darkly  sits  remorse, 

Beside  the  secret  source 
Of  fearfVd  visions,  keeping  watch  apaztf 
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Yes!  here  before  thy  throne 

Many — jet  each  al(»e— 
To  thee  that  terrible  onveiliag^  moke : 

And  still  mull  whiepera  elew 

Are  startling  maqy  an  ear, 
Aa  if  a  trumpet  bane  the  dead  awake. 

How  dreadful  i«  thia  place ! 

The  glory  of  thy  &oe 
Filla  it  too  aearchingly  for  mortal  aaght : 

Where  ahall  the  guilty  flee  7 

Over  what  far-off  sea  7 
What  hills,  what  woods,  may  ahroud'him  from 
that  light  7 

Not  to  the  cedar  shade 

Let  hia  vain  flight  be  made ; 
Nor  the  old  mountains,  nor  the  desert  aea ; 

What,  but  the  eross,  can  yield 

The  hope«— the  stay-^he  shietdT 
Thenu  may  the  Atoner  lead  him  up  to  Thee ! 

Be  thou,  be  thou  hiaaid ! 
Oh!  let  thy  love  pervade 
I      The  haunted  cavea  of  selC^acousing  thought ! 
!  There  let  the  living  stone 

Be  clea^-ihe  aeed  be  sown— 
The  song  of  fbuntabs  from  the  silence  brought ! 
&  shall  thy  breath  once  more 
Within  the  soul  restore 
Thine  own  first  image — ^Holiest  and  most  High ! 
As  a  clear  hike  is  flUM 
With  hues  of  Heaven,  instiUM 
Down  to  the  depths  of  its  cahn  purity. 

And  iC  amidst  Ae  throng 

Link*d  by  the  ascending  song, 
rbere  are,  whose  thoughts  in  trambting  rapture 
soar  J 

Thanks,  Father !  that  the  poww 

Of  joy,  man*s  early  dower,. 
Thm^  e*ea  'midst  tears,  can  lervently  adore ! 

Thanks  fyt  each  gift  divine ! 

Eternal  praise  be  thine. 
Blessing  and  love,  O  Thou  that  heortst  prayer ! 

Let  the  hysna  pierce  the  sky, 

And  let  the  tombs  replyJ 
Fiv  feed  that  waits  thy  haTTest4nne,  b  there. 


WOOD  WALK  AND  H7MN. 

Move  along  thaw  ihadca 
laCMrileaMa  of  hMtt;  with  semle  hand 
Toaah    foi  thati  ia  »  spirit  In  the  woad>. 

vr#i'wnt0i*fa< 

f Annen— cRiLfiu 

j         tJhSd.    There  are  the  ospeAs,  with  their  oBvery 

leaves 
T^rombling,  for  ever  trembling !  thmigk  the  Kme 
And  chertnut  boughsi  and  these  long  arthmg 

«prays 


Of  eglantine,  hang  still,  as  if  the  wood 
Were  all  one  picture ! 

Father,  Hast  thou  heard,  my  boj« 

The  peasant's  legend  of  that  quivering  tree  7 

Child,    No,  £thcr;  doth  he  say  the  ftiriet 
dance 
Amidst  the  branches  7 

Faiher.  Oh !  a  cause  more  deep, 

More  solemn  for,  the  rustic  doth  assign 
To  the  Btronge  restlessness  of  those  wan  leaves ! 
Tlie  cross,  he  deems,  the  blessed  cross,  whereon 
The  meek  Redeemer  bow'd  his  head  to  death. 
Was  framed  of  aspen  wood ;  and  since  that  hour 
Through  all  its  race  the  pale  tree  hath  sent  down 
A  thrilling  consciousness,  a  secret  awe, 
MaUng  uem  tremulous,  when  not  a  breexe 
Disturbs  the  airy  thistle  down,  or  shakes 
The  fight  lines  of  the  shining  gossamer. 

Cmi,  (after  a  pause.)    Dost  thou  believe  H, 
flither? 

Father*  Nay,  my  child, 

We  walk  in  clearer  light    But  yet,  even  now, 
With  something  of  a  lingering  love,  I  read 
The  characters,  by  that  mysterious  hovr, 
Stamp'd  on  the  reverentiaf  soul  of  man 
In  visionary  days;  and  thence  thrown  bads 
On  the  fair  forms  of  nature.    Many  a  s|gn 
Of  the  great  sacrifice  which  won  us  Heaven, 
The  woodman  and  the  mountaineer  can  traoe 
On  rook,  on  herb,  and  flower.    And  be  it  so! 
They  do  not  wisely,  that,  with  hurried  hand. 
Would  pluck  these  salutary  fimcies  finth 
From  their  strong  soil  within  the  {peasant's  breos^ 
And  scatter  them — ^far,  far  too  fast  !-»aw^ 
As  worthless  weeds:— Oh !  little  do  we  know 
When  they  have  soothed,  when  0aved ! 

But  come,  dear  bov ! 
My  words  grow  tmged  with  thought  too  deep  tag 

thee. 
Come— let  us  search  for  violets. 

Chud,  Know  yon  not 

More  of  the  legends  which  the  woodmen  tell 
Amidst  the  trees  and  flower»? 

Father,  Wilt  thou  know  more  ■ 

Bring  then  the  folding  leaf,  with  dork  Iffown 

stuns. 
There — by  the  mossy  foots  of  yon  old  beech, 
'Midst  the  ridi  tuft  df  cowslips — see'st  thou  not? 
There  Is  a  spray  of  woodbine  from  the  tree 
Just  bending  o'er  it,  with  a  wild  bee's  weight 

Child,    The  Arum  leaf  7 

Father,        Yes,  tiiese  deep  inwrought  morko. 
The  villapvr  wPl  tell  thee  (and' with  voiee 
Lower'd  m  his  true  heart's  reverent  eamcstneM^ 
Are  the  flower's  portion  from  th*  atoning  blood 
Oh  Odvary  shed.    Beneath  the  cross  it  grew ; 
And,  in  the  vase-fike  hoUow  of  its  leaf, 
Catohhig  from  that  dread  shower  of  agony 
A  fow  mysterious  drops,  transmitted  wus 
Unto  the  groves  and  Mils,  their  seoUng  stoina 
A  heritage,  for  storm  or  vernal  wind 
Never  to  woftaway! 

And  hool  thou  seen 
The  passion-flower  7 — It  grows  not  in  the  mvam. 
But  'midst  the  bright  things  brought  ftoin  ochi^ 
eUmesb 
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ChOd,    What,  the  pale  ■tar.ehaped  flower, 
with  purple  streaka 
And  light  gxeen  tendrilB  7 

Famer.  Thou  hast  marVd  it  welL 

Yea,  a  pale,  stariT,  dreamy-lookiiig  flower. 
As  from  a  land  of  apirita ! — ^To  mine  eye 
Thoee  fidnt  wan  petal*— colourleaa-^and  yet 
Not  white,  hut  ahadowy^^with  the  myatic  linea 
(Aa  lettera  of  aome  inzard  langruage  gone) 
Lito  their  Tapour-hke  tranaparence  wrought. 
Bear  Mmething  of  a  atrange  aolemnity. 
Awfully  Wely !— and  the  Chriatian*8  thought 
Lovea,  in  their  dondy  pencilling,  to  And 
Dread  in^mhob  of  hia  Lord'a  laat  mournful  panga, 
Set  by  God^B  hand^-The  coronal  of  thoma— 
The  croaa    the  wound»— with  other  meaninga 

deep, 
Which  I  will  teach  thee  when  we  meet  agaui 
That  flower,  the  choaen  for  the  martyr'a  wreath. 
The  Saviour'a  holy  flower. 

But  let  ua  panae : 
Now  have  we  reachM  the  very  inmoat  heart 
Of  the  old  wood^— How  the  green  ahadowa  c&oae 
Into  a  rich,  dear,  aummer  dvkneaa  round, 
A  lumiT  of  gloom ! — Scarce  doth  one  ray, 
Even  when  a  aoft  wind  parte  the  foliage,  ateal 
O'er  the  bronxed  piUara  of  tho^  deep  arcadee ; 
Or  if  it  doth,  *tia  with  a  mellow'd  hue 
C^  glow-worm  oolour'd  light 

Here,  in  the  daya 
Of  pagan  riaioDa,  would  have  been  a  place 
For  worahip  of  the  wood  nymj^ !    Through 

theaeoaka 
A  amall,  ftir  gleaming  temple  might  have  thrown 
The  quivering  image  of  ita  Dorian  ahafla 
On  the  Btream*a  boeom ;  or  a  aculptured  fiinn. 
Dryad,  or  fountain-ffoddeaa  of  the  gloom. 
Have  bow*d  iU  head  o*er  that  dark  ciyatal  down. 
Drooping  with  beauty,  aa  a  lily  droopa 
Under  bright  rain  »--but  toe,  my  child,  are  her^ 
With  Go^  our  God,  a  Spirit ;  who  requirea 
Heart-worahip,  given  in  spirit  and  in  truth ; 
And   thb   high   knowledgo-nleepi  rich,   vast 

enough 
To  fin  and  hallow  all  the  aolitnde, 
M akea  oonaecrated  earth  where'er  we  move, 
Without  the  aid  of  ahrinea. 

What!  doat  thou  ftd 
The  adlemn  whiapering  influence  of  the  acene 
Oppreaaing  thy  youn^^  heart,  that  thou  doat  draw 
More  doeely  to  my  aide,  and  daap  my  hand 
Faater  in  tune  7    Nay,  fear  not,  gentle  child ! 
*Tia  love,  not  fear,  whoae  vernal  breath  pervadea 
The  atillneaa  round.    Come,  ait  beaide  me  here, 
Where  brooding  videta  mantle  thia  green  ak)pe 
Witii  dark  exuberance— and  beneath  theae  plumea 
Of  wavy  fern,  look  where  the  cup-moaa  hdda 
In  ita  pure  crimaon  gobleta,  fieah  and  bright. 
The  atarry  dewa  of  morning.    Reat  awhOe, 
And  kst  me  hear  once  more  the  woodland  yerae 
I  taught  Ihee  late— Hwaa  made  for  audi  a  aoene. 

[Child  9p€ak9. 

WOOD  BTMIC 

Biooda  there  aome  apirit  here  7 
rbe  aumMMT  leavea  hang  aiJent  aa  a  dood. 


And  o*er  the  poola,  all  atill  and  darkly  dear, 
The  wild  woodJiyacinth  with  awe  aeema  bow  J 
And  Bomeihing  of  a  tender  cknatral  gU>om 
Deepena  the  videt'a  bloom. 


The  very  liffht  that  atreama 
Through  the  dim  dewy  veil  of  foliage  roond. 
Cornea  tremuloua  with  emcrald-tintM  gleama, 
Aa  if  it  knew  the  ]daoe  were  hdy  ground. 
And  would  not  atartle  with  loo  bright  a  buret, 

Floweia,  all  divinely  nuraea 

Wakes  there  aome  apirit  here  7 
A  awiit  wind  fought  with  change,  cornea  rualw 

ingby, 
And  leavea  and  watera,  in  ita  wild  career. 
Shed  forth  awoet  voioco    each  a  myatery ! 
Surely  aome  awful  influenoe  muat  pervade 

Theae  deptha  of  trembling  ahade ! 

Yea,  lightly,  aofUy  move ! 
There  w  a  power,  a  preaence  in  the  woods ; 
A  yiewleaa  being,  that,  with  life  and  kfve^ 
Informa  the  reverential  aditudea ; 
The  rich  air  knowa  it,  and  the  moaay  aod— 

Thou,  <Aev  art  here,  my  God ! 

And  if  with  awe  we  tread 
The  mineter  floor,  beneath  the  atoried  pane. 
And  *mid8t  the  moulderii^  bannera  of  the  dead. 
Shall  the  green  voiceful  wild  aeem  leu  thy  lane. 
Where  thou  alone  haat  built  7— where  arc'i  anA 
roof 

Are  of  thy  living  woof  7 

TIm  ailence  and  the  aound. 
In  the  lone  placea,  breathe  alike  of  thee ; 
The  temple  twilight  of  the  gloom  proAiina« 
The  dew-cup  of  the  ftnii  anemone. 
The  reed  by  every  wandering  whiaper  thrilPd— 

All,  all  with  thee  aiefiUM! 

Oh !  purify  mine  eyes, 
More  and  yet  more,  by  love  and  lowly  thought, 
Thy  preaence,  holiest  One !  to  reoogniae, 
In  theae  majeatic  aialea  which  thou  hast  wroaghft 
And  ^midat  their  aea4ike  murmura,  teach  mine  eac 

Ever  thy  vdce  to  bear! 

And  aanetiQr  my  heart 
To  meet  the  awful  sweetness  of  that  tone 
With  no  faint  thrill  or  sclf^ccuaing  ataii. 
But  a  deep  joy  the  heavenly  guest  t6  own<— 
Joy,  audi  oa  dwelt  in  Eden'a  gloriooa  bowers 

Bre  am  had  dimmM  the  flowera. 


Let  me  not  know  the  change 
O^er  nature  thrown  by  guilt ! — the  boding  aky. 
The  hollow  leaf  aounda  ominoua  and  rtruige. 
The  weight  wherewith  the  duck  tree  ahadows  he 
Father  I  oh!  keep  my  footstepa  pure  and  free. 

To  walk  the  wooda  with  thee! 
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PRAYER  OF  THE  LONELY  STUDENT. 


fioolofonrioQlp!  Mid 
RMtore  tlMir  laaguid  •piriti. 


ofthewocU* 
liokalhawt. 
■ad  raeall 


ITtnUtPMtft. 


Nravr-^holv  night !— the  time 
For  mind'0  free  breathings  in  a  purer  dime ! 
Night !  when  in  happier  hoar  the  unveiling  sky 

Woke  all  mj  kindied  sool. 
To  neet  its  revelations,  clear  and  high. 
With  the  strong  joy  of  immortality ; 

Now  kath  strange  sadness  wrapt  me— «trange  and 

deep— 
And  my  thoughts  taint,  and  shadows  o*er  them  roll. 
E'en  WMi  I  aeem*d  them  seraph-plumed,  to  sweep 
Far  beyond  earth's  controL 

Wheiefore  is  this? — ^I see  the  stars  returning. 
Firs  dfter  fire  in  Heaven's  rich  temple  burnings 
Fast  thine  they  fivth — my  spirit  friends,  my 

guides, 
Bnghft  rulers  of  my  being's  inmost  tides; 
Thef  shine  —  but  &intly,  through  a  quivering 


Oh!  is  the  dimness  nttfie  which  clouds  those  rays  ? 
They  from  whose  glance  my  childhood  drank  de- 

tight! 
A  joy  unquestioning— a  love  intense— 
Tliey,  that  unfolding  to  more  thoughtful  sight. 
The  harmony  of  their  magnificence, 
I^ew  silently  the  worship  of  my  youth 
To  the  grave  sweetness  on  the  brow  of  truth ! 
Shall  they  shower  blessings,  with  their  beams  di- 

vine, 
Down  to  the  watcher  on  the  stormv  sea. 
And  to  the  pilgrim  toiling  for  his  shrine 
IWougfa  some  wild  pass  of  rocky  Apenniae, 
And  to  the  wanderer  lone 
On  wastes  of  Afiic  thrown. 

And  not  to  m«  7 
Am  I  a  tliinff  forsaken, 
.  And  is  tlie  gfladness  taken 
From  the  bright  piuion'd  nature  which  hath  soar'd 
Vhrough  realms  by  royal  eagle  ne'er  expbred. 
And,  bathing  there  in  streams  of  fiery  tight, 
#tfQnd  strength  to  gaze  upon  the  Lifinite  7 

And  now  an  atien ! — ^Wherefore  must  this  be  7 
How  shall  I  rend  the  chain  7 
How  drink  rich  life  again 

From  those  pure  urns  of  radiance  swelling  free  ? 

Father  of  SpiriU!  let  me  turn  to  thee ! 


'SpiriU! 

Oh !  if  too  much  ezultinff  in  her  dower. 
My  soul  not  yet  to  lowly  thought  subdued. 

Hath  stood  without  thee  on  her  hill  of  power — 
A  fearfid  and  a  dazzling  sotitude ! 

And  therefore  fit>m  that  haughty  summit's  crown. 

To  dim  desertion  is  by  thee  cast  down; 

Behold !  thy  child  submiBsively  hath  bowM— 
l^ine  on  him  through  the  cloud ! 


Ijet  the  now  darken'd  earth  and  cuitainM  heaven 
Back  to  his  vision  with  thy  face  be  given ! 

Bear  him  on  high  once  more, 

But  in  thy  strength  to  soar. 
And  vrrapt  and  still  by  that  o'ershadowing  might, 
Forth  on  the  empyreal  Maze  to  look  with  chasten 
ed  sight 

Or  if  it  be,  that  tike  the  ark's  lone  dove, 
My  thoughts  go  forth,  and  find  no  resting  place, 
No  sheltering  home  of  sympathy  and  k>ve, 
In  the  responsive  bosom  of  my  race. 
And  back  return,  a  darkness,  and  a  weight, 
Till  my  unanswer'd  heart  grows  desolate- 
Yet,  yet  sustain  me,  Hotiest !— I  am  vow'd 

To  solemn  service  hieh  i 
And  shaU  the  spirit,  for  thy  tasks  endow'd. 
Sink  on  the  thieshold  of  the  sanctuary. 
Fainting  beneath  the  burden  of  the  day, 

Because  no  human  tone, 

Unto  the  altar.stone. 
Of  that  pure  spousal  fine  inviolate. 
Where  it  should  make  eternal  truth  its  mate, 
May  cheer  the  sacred  soUtaxy  way  7 

Oh !  be  the  whisper  of  thy  voioe  within 
£hiough  to  strengthen !  Be  the  hope  to  win 
A  more  deep-seeing  homage  for  thy  name, 
Far,  fiir  beyond  the  burning  dream  of  fime ! 
Make  me  thine  only !  let  me  add  but  one 
To  those  ref\ilgent  steps  aU  undefiled. 

Which  glorious  minds  have  piled 
Thro'  briffht  self-offering,  earnest,  childHke,  lone, 

For  mounting  to  thy  throne ! 

And  let  my  soul,  upborne 

On  wings  of  inner  mom. 
Find,  in  iUnmined  secrecy,  the  sense 
Of  that  blest  work,  its  own  high  recompense. 

The  dimness  melts  away. 
That  on  your  glory  lay, 
O  ye  majestic  watchers  of  the  sides ! 
Through  the  dissolving  veil. 
Which  made  each  sspect  pale. 
Your  glad'ning  fires  once  more  I  reoognizi; 
And  once  again  a  shower 
Of  hope,  and  joy,  and  power. 
Streams  on  my  soul  firom  your  immortal  eyes. 
And,  if  that  splendour  to  my  sober'd  sight 
Come  tremulous,  with  more  of  pensive  light- 
Something,  though  beautiful,  yet  deeply  fraught, 
With  more  that  pierces  through  each  fold  of 
thought 
Than  I  was  wont  to  trace 
On  Heaven's  unshadow'd  fkce- 
Be  it  e'eA  so ! — ^be  mine,  though  set  apart 
Unto  a  radiant  ministry,  yet  All 
A  lowly,  fearful,  self-distrusting  heart ; 
Bow'd  before  thee,  O  Mightiest !  whose  blest  will 
All  the  pure  stars  rejoicingly  fulfil 


THE  TRAVELLER'S  EVENING  SONC 

Fathes,  |[uide  me !  Day  declines, 
Hollow  winds  are  in  the  pines 
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Dtfkhr  waves  eieh  giant  bough 
0*er  dbe  iky**  kat  tnmaoa  glow; 
HuflhM  if  now  the  ooDveni*s  bell, 
Wbich  crawhile  with  hreeiy  >wdl 
From  the  porple  monntaina  bora 
Giaetiiig  to  the  ■onaet.ahora. 
Now  the  eailor^s  vesper  hyma 

Diet  away. 
Fatiier!  in  the  forest  dim. 

Be  my  stay ! 

In  the  low  and  shiTering  thriU 
Of  the  leaTeo  that  kte  hmig  still; 
In  the  doU  and  muffled  tone 
Of  the  8es^waTe*8  distant  moan ; 
In  the  deep  tints  of  the  sky. 
Then  are  si^  of  tempest  nigh. 
Ominous,  with  sullen  soond. 
Falls  the  closing  dusk  ammd. 
Father !  through  the  storm  and  shade 

0*er  the  wild. 
Oh!  be  Cftsv  the kne  one's  aid-» 

Sttfethyohiki 

Many  a  swift  and  sounding  pluma 
Homewards,  through  the  boding  gloom, 
.0*er  mT  way  hath  flitted  ftst, 
Sinoe  the  ftnwell  sunbeam  pasB*d 
From  the  chestnnt^s  ruddy  bark, 
And  the  pools,  now  lone  and  dark. 
Where  the  wakening  nighUwinds  sigh 
Through  the  long  reeds  moarnAiUr. 
Homeward,  homeward,  all  things  h&i 

God  of  might! 
Shield  the  homeleas  ^idst  the  waste, 

Be  his  light! 

In  his  distant  cradle  nest, 
Now  my  babe  is  laid  to  rest; 
Beautiful  his  slumber  seems 
With  a  fflow  of  heaTenly  dreams, 
Jleaotifm,  o'er  that  bright  sleep. 
Hang  soft  eyes  of  fimaaess  dM|», 
Where  his  mother  bends  to  pray, 
For  the  loved  and  &r  awar. 
Father !  guard  that  household  bower. 

Hear  that  prayer!' 
Back,  through  thine  aU-guiding  power, 

Lrad  me  there! 


Darker,  wilder,  grows  the  night— 
Not  a  star  sends  quivering  light 
Through  the  massy  aroh  of  shade 
By  the  stem  old  forest  made, 
liiou !  to  whose  unslumbering  eyes 
AS  my  pathway  open  Uos, 
By  thy  Son,  who  knew  distress 
In  the  kmely  wildemees. 
Where  no  roof  to  that  Uest  head 

Shelter  gaT»— 
t*'atber !  through  the  time  of  dread, 

6a;ve,oli!  save! 


BUBIAL  of  an  EMIGRANTS  CHILD  IK 
THE  FORESTS. 

ScEKE,-^Tke  haniU  qf  «  toUtmry  river  ni  on 
Amerietm  fdreet.  A  tent  under  pine-treeg  in 
the  feremund,  Aasn  sitting  before  the  teta 
mik  u  Mild  in  her  arn%Sf  apparently  deeping, 

ilgnss.    Sorely  His   all    a   dream-^a  fever 
dream! 
The  dssolatian  and  the  agony— 
The  strange  red  sunriaa— and  the  gloomy  wooda 
So  terrible  with  their  dark  giant  bouglis, 
And  the  broad  lonely  river !  all  a  dreiun ! 
And  m^  boy^s  voice  will  wake  me,  with  its  dear 
Wild,  singing  tones,  as  they  were  wont  to  come 
Through  the  wreaih*d  sweet-brier  at  my  lattaoa 


In  happy,  happy  England !  Speak  to  me ! 
Speak  to   my  mother,  bright  one!   ahe   hath 

watchVl 
All  the  dread  night  beside  thee,  till  her  brain 
Is  darfcen'd  by  swifl  waves  of  fentasies, 
And  her  soul  faint  with  longing  for  thy  voice. 
Oh !  I  flniMl  wake  him  with  one  gentle  kiss 
On  bis  &ir  brow ! 
{Shuddefingly)    The  strange  damp  thrilling 

touch! 
The  marble  chill !  Now,  now  it  ruriies  back-^ 
Now  I  knowall!— dead— lisMf/— alearfhlwoid! 
My  boy  hath  left  me  in  the  wilderness, 
To  journey  on  without  the  blessed  light 
In  nis  deep  loving  eyes— he  *s  gone—he's  gone ! 
[Her  HusBAif o  enters. 
Hiuiband,    Agnes,my  Agnes!  hast  thou  look'd 

thy  last 
On  our  sweet  slumberor's  free?    The  hour  is 


The  couch  made  ready  &r  his  last  repose. 

Agnee,    Not  yet!  thou  canst  not  take  him 
from  me  yet ! 
If  he  but  left  me  for  a  few  short  days, 
This  were  too  brief  a  gazing  time,  to  draw 
His  angel  image  into  my  ^d  heart. 
And  fix  iti  beauty  there.    And  now — oh!  now, 
Never  again  the  laughter  of  his  eye 
Shall  send  its  gladdening  summor  through  my 

soul. 
Never  on  earth  again.    Yet,  yet  delay ! 
Thou  canst  not  take  him  from  roe. 

Huebund,  My  beloved! 

Is  it  not  God  hath  taken  him?  the  God 
That  took  our  first-bom,  o'er  whose  early  grave 
Thou  didst  bow  down  thy  saint-iike  heed,  and 

« His  will  be  done!" 

Agnee.  Oh!  tliat  near  household  gravv  I 

Under  the  turf  of  England,  eoem'd  not  ha^ 
Not  half  so  rooeh  to  part  me  from  my  child 
As  these  dark  woods.    It  lay  beside  our  homo, 
And  I  could  watch  the  sunshine,  through  iJl 

hours,  ' 

Loving  and  clinging  to  the  grassy  spot, 
And  I  rxjuld  dress  its  greensward  with  fhadi 

flowers — 
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FamilUr,  metdow  flowen.    O'er  tAee,  my  babe, 
llie  prtmroee  will  not  UoHom !    Oh !  that  now, 
Together,  br  thy  &ur  young  sitter'e  fide. 
We  lay  'midst  England's  Yolleys ! 

HuMbani,  Dost  thoa  grieve, 

Agnea!  that  thoa  hast  ibllow'd  o'er  the  da^    . 
An  exile's  fortnnes?    If  it  ihm  can  he, 
Then,  after  many  a  conflict  cheerly  met, 
My  spirit  sinkB  at  last. 

AffM9,  Forgivo,  ibr^ve ! 

My  Edmund,  pardon  me !  Oh !  grief  is  wUd— 
Forget  its  woids,  qoick  spray-drops  from  a  ftumt 
Of  unknown  bitterness !    Than  art  my  home ! 
Mine  only  and  my  blessed  one!  Where'er 
Thy  warm  heart  beats  in  its  tiHe  nobleness. 
There  is  my  country !  there  my  head  shall  rest, 
And  throb  no  more.    Oh!  still,  by  thy  strong 

lo?e. 
Bear  up  the  leeble  reed! 

[Kmeding  wUh  ihe  child  in  ker  arms. 
And  thou,  my  God! 
Hear  my  soul's  cry  from  this  droad  wilderness. 
Oh !  hear,  and  pardon  me!  If  I  have  made 
This  treasure,  sent  from  thee,  too  much  the  ark 
Fhiught  with  mine  earthward^linging  happi- 


Forgetting  Him  who  gave,  and  might  resume, 
Oh,  pardon  me ! 

If  nature  hath  rebell'd. 
And  from  th^  hgbt  tnm'd  wilfully  away, 
Making  a  midnight  of  her  agony, 
When  the  despairing  passion  of  her  clasp 
Was  from  its  idol  stricken  at  one  touch 
Of  thine  ^mighty  hand— oh,  pardon  me! 
By  thy  Son's  anguish,  pardon !    In  the  soul 
Ine  tempests  and  liie  waves  will  know  thy 


Agnee,  My  gentle  son ! 

Th'  affectionate,  the  gifted!— With  what  joy- 
Edmund,  reroemberest  thou  ? — with  what  bright 

joy 
His  baby  brother  ever  to  his  arms 
Would  spring  from  rosy  sleeps  and  playfuUy 
Hide  the  rich  clusters  of  his  gleaming  hair 
In  that  kind  youthful  breast!  — Oh!  now  no 


Father,  say  •*  Peace,  be  stUl!" 

[Giving  the  chUd  to  her  huthtmd. 
Farewell,  my  babe ! 
Go  from  my  bosom  now  to  other  rest ! 
With  this  last  kiss  on  thine  unsullied  brow. 
And  on  tiiy  pale  calm  check  these  contrite  tears, 
I  yield  thee  to  thy  Maker ! 

HuBhand,  Now,  my  wife. 

Thine  own  meek  holiness  beams  forth  once  more 
A  light  upon  my  path.    Now  shall  I  bear. 
From  thy  dear  arms,  the  slumberer  to  repose— 
With  a  cahn,  trustfiil  heart 

Agnes.  My  Edmund !  where— 

Where  wilt  thou  lay  him  7 

Hueband,  Seest  thou  where  the  spire 

Of  yon  dark  cypress  reddens  in  the  sun 
To  burning  gold  7 — ^there — o'er  yon  willow-tuft  7 
Under  that  native  desert  monument 
Lies  his  lone  bed.    Our  Hubert,  since  the  dawn, 
With  the  my  mosses  of  the  wilderness 
Hath  lined  it  closely  through ;  and  there  breathed 

Rirth, 
E'en  from  the  ffaUness  of  his  own  pure  heart, 
A  wild,  sad  forest  hymn— a  song  of  tears, 
Which  thou  wilt  learn  to  love.    I  heard  the  boy 
Chanting  it  o'er  his  solitary  task. 
As  wails  a  wood-bird  to  the  thrilling  leaves. 
Perchance  unconsciously. 


But  strengthen  me,  my  God !  and  melt  my  heart, 
Even  to  a  well-spring  of  adoring  tears. 
For  many  a  blessing  left 

{Bending  eioer  the  Child,)  Once  more  farewell ! 
Oh !  the  pue  piercing  sweetness  of  that  look ! 
How  con  it  be  sustain'd  7   Away,  a^ay  ! 

[After  a  ehori  pmue* 
Edmund,  my  woman's  nature  still  is  weak-^ 
I  cannot  see  thee  render  dust  to  dust ! 
Go  thou,  my  husband,  to  thy  solemn  task ; 
I  vrill  rest  here,  and  still  my  soul  with  prayer 
Till  thy  return. 

Hueiand.     Then  strength  be  with  thy  praver ! 
Peace  with  thy  bosom !  Faith  and  heavemy  hope 
Unto  thy  spirit !    Fare  tliee  well  awhile. 
We  must  be  pilgriim  of  the  woods  again. 
After  this  mouinful  hour. 

[He  goee  out  with  the  child,  Agncs  hneeh  in 
vrayer,  ^  After  a  Hme^  voieeo  vnthoiU  an 
heard  etnging 

THE  WUKOLAL  HTMIC. 

Where  the  lon^  reeds  quiver. 

Where  the  pmes  make  moan. 
By  the  forest  river. 
Sleeps  our  babe  alone ; 
England's  field  flowers  may  not  deck  his  gxwsb 
Cypress  shadows  o'er  him  darkly  wave. 

Woods  unknown  receive  him^ 

'Midst  the  mighty  wild; 
Yet  with  God  we  leave  him, 
Blessed,  blessed  child! 
And  our  tears  gush  o'er  his  lovely  dost, 
Mournfully,  yet  still  firom  hearts  of  trust 

Though  his  eye  hath  brighten'd 


Oft  our  weary  way. 
And  his  dear  laugh  lighten'd 

Half  our  hearts'  diunay ; 
Still  in  hope  we  give  back  what  was  given, 
Yieldmg  up  the  beautiful  to  Heaven. 

And  to  her  who  bore  him. 

Her  who  long  must  weep. 
Yet  shall  Heaven  restore  him 
From  his  pale,  sweet  sleep ! 
Those  blue  eyes  of  love  and  peace  again 
Through  her  soul  will  shine,  undimm'd  by  nam 

Whctc  the  long  reeds  quiver, 

Where  the  pmes  make  moan. 
Leave  we  by  the  river. 
Earth  to  earth  alone ! 
God  and  Father !  may  our  joumcymgs  oc 
Lead  to  where  the  blessed  boy  is  gono  \ 
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From  tho  ezile^s  soirow. 

From  the  wanderer's  drottd 

Of  the  night  and  marrow, 

Early,  brightly  fled; 

Thoa  hast  calrd  him  to  a  tweeter  home 

llian  our  lost  one  o*er  the  ocean's  foam 

Now  let  thought  behold  him 

With  his  angel  look 
Where  thoae  arms  enfi>Id  him, 
Which  benignlj  took 
sracTs  babes  to  their  Grood  Shepherd's  breast. 
When  his  voioe  their  tender  meekness  blest 

Tom  thee  now,  fond  mother, 
From  thy  dead,  oh,  turn ! 
Linger  not,  young  brother. 
Hero  to  dream  and  mourn : 
Only  kneel  once  nr.ore  around  the  sod, 
Kneel,  and  bow  submitted  hearts  to  God ! 


EASTER.DAY 
IN  A  MOUNTAIN  CHURCH-TARD. 


The  radiant  gate  of  Heaven 
Unfiilded — and  the  stern,  dark  shadow  east 
By  death's  o'enweepmg  wing,  from  the  mxik\ 


Tbkrx  b  a  wakening  on  the  mighty  hills, 
A  kindling  with  the  spirit  of  the  mom ! 
Bricrht  gleams  aro  scatter'd  from  the  thousand  rills. 
And  a  soil  visionary  hue  is  born 

On  the  young  foliage,  worn 
Bv  aH  the  emboeom'd  woods — a  silvery  green. 
Made  up  of  spring  and  dew,  harmoniously  se 
rene* 

And  lo !  whera  floating  through  a  glory,  sings 
The  lark,  alone,  amidst  a  crvstal  sky ! 
Lo !  where  the  darlmeas  of  his  buoyant  wings, 
Agamst  a  soft  and  rosy  cloud  on  high. 

Trembles  with  melody ! 
While  the  &r-echoing  solitudes  rejoice 
To  the  rich  laugh  of  music  in  that  voice. 

But  purer  light  than  of  the  eariy  son 
Is  on  you  cut,  O  mountains  of  the  earth ! 
And  for  your  dwellers  nobler  joy  is  won 
Ttian  the  sweet  echoes  of  the  skylark's  mirth 

By  this  glad  morning's  birth  I 
And  gifts  more  precious  by  its  breath  are  shed 
Hian  miisic  on  the  breeze,  dew  on  the  violet's 

head. 

Gifts  for  tlie  toulj  from  whose  illumliled  eye. 
O'er  nature's  face  the  colouring  ^lory  flows ; 
Gifts  fh^m  the  fount  of  immorUhty, 
Which,  fiU'd  with  balm,  unknown  to  human  woes. 

Lay  hush'd  in  dark  repose, 
cm  thou,  bright  dayspring !  mad'st  its  waves  our 

own, 
By  tbine  unsealing  of  the  burial-stone. 

Sing,  then,  with  all  ^our  choral  strains,  ye  hills, 
And  let  a  full  victorious  tone  bo  givon, 
Bf  rock  and  cavern,  to  the  wind  which  fills 
Xfoir  urn-like  depths  witli  sound  *    Tho  tomb  is 


And  you,  ye  graves !  upon  whose  turf  1  standi 
Girt  with  the  slumber  of  the  hamlet's  dead. 
Time  with  a  soft  and  reconciling  hand 
The  covering  mantle  of  bright  moss  hatb  spread 

•   O'er  every  narrow  bed : 
But  not  by  time,  and  not  by  nature  sown 
Was  the  celestial  seed,  whence  round  yoa  peaet 
hath  grown* 

Christ  hath  arisen !  oh !  not  one  cheriah'd  head 
Hath,  'midst  the  flowery  sods,  been  piUow*d  here 
Without  a  hope,  (howe'er  the  heart  hath  bied 
In  its  vain  yeamingi  o'er  the  unconscioos  bier,) 

A  hope,  upspringing  dear 
F^rom  those  majoitic  tidings  of  the  mora. 
Which  lit  the  hving  way  to  all  of  woman  bom. 

Thou  hast  wept  moumfhlly,  O  human  love ! 
E'en  on  tills  greensward ;  night  hath  heard  tiiy 

cry, 
Heart-stncken  one !  thv  precious  dust  above. 
Night,  and  tho  hills,  wnich  sent  forth  no  rep^ 

Unto  thine  agony ! 
But  He  who  wept  like  thee,  thy  Lord,  thy  guides 
Christ  hath  arisen,  O  love,  thy  tean  shaU  all  be 

dried. 

Dark  must  have  been  the  gushing  of  thoso  tean^ 
Heavy  the  unsleeping  phantom  of  the  tomb 
On  thine  impassion'd  soul,  in  elder  years, 
When,  bnrden'd  with  the  mystery  of  its  doom. 

Mortality's  Uiick  gloom 
Hung  o'er  the  sunny  world,  and  with  the  breath 
Of  the  triumphant  rose  came  blending  thoughts 
of  death. 

Bv  thee,  sad  Love,  and  by  thy  sister,  Fear, 
llien,  was  the  ideal  robe  of  beauty  wrought 
To  veil  that  haunting  shadow,  stiU  too  near, 
Still  ruling  secretly  Uie  conqueror's  thought. 
And  where  the  board  was  fraught 
With  wine  and  myrtles  in  the  summer  lK>wcr, 
Felt,  e'en  when  disavow'd,  a  presence  and  « 
power. 

But  that  dark  night  is  closed :  and  o'er  the  dead. 
Here,  where  the  gleamy  primrose  tufls  hav» 

blown. 
And  where  the  mountain  heath  a  couch  has 

spread. 
And,  settling  oft  on  some  gray-letter'd  stone, 

The  red-breast  warbles  lone ; 
And  the  wild  bee's  deep,  drowsy  murmun  pass 
Like  a  low  thrill  of  harp-strings  through  the  | 


Here,  'midst  the  chamben  of  the  Christian's 

sleep, 
We  o'er  death's  gulf  may  look  with  trusting  ey% 
For  hope  sits,  dove-like,  on  the  gloomy  deep, 


I  And  the  green  hills  wherein  these  i 
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Seem  all  one  sanctuary 
Of  holiest  thought — ^nor  needs  there  fresh  bright 

sod, 
tJm,  wreath  or  shrine,  for  tombs  all  dedicate  to 

God. 

Christ  hath  arisen !— O  moontain  peaks !  attest, 
Witness,  resounding  glen  and  torrent-wave. 
The  immortal  courage  in  the  human  breast 
Sprung  from  that  victory — tell  how  oft  tlie  brave 

To  camp  ^midst  rock  and  cave. 
Nerved  by  those  words,  their  struggling  iaith 

have  bcM'ne, 
Planting  the  cross  on  high  above  the  clouds  of 

morn* 

The  Alps  have  heard  sweet  hymnings  for  to-day-^ 
Ay,  and  wild  sounds  of  sterner,  deeper  tone. 
Have  thriird  their  pines,  when  those  that  knelt 

to  pray 
Rose  up  to  arm!  the  pure,  high  snows  have 

known 
A  colouring  not  their  own. 
But  from  true  hearts  which  by  that  crimson  stain 
Gave  token  of  a  trust  that  call*d  no  suffering 


Those  days  are  past — ^the  mountains  wear  no 

more 
The  solemn  splendoor  of  the  martyr's  blood/ 
And  may  that  awful  record,  as  of  yore, 
Never  again  be  known  to  field  or  flood ! 
£*en  though  the  faithful  stood, 
A  noUo  army,  in  ine  exulting  sight 
Of  earth  and  heaven,  which  blest  their  battle  for 

the  right! 

But  many  a  martyrdom  by  hearts  unshaken 
Is  yet  borne  silently  in  homes  obscure ; 
And  many  a  bitter  cup  is  meekly  taken ; 
And,  fyt  the  strength  whereby  the  just  and  pore 

Thus  steadfastly  endure, 
Glory  to  Him  whose  victory  won  that  dower. 
Him,  from  whose  rising  streamM  that  robe  of 
spirit  power. 

Glory  to  Him !  Hope  to  the  suffermff  breast ! 
Light  to  the  nations !  He  hath  rolled  away 
The  mists,  which,  gathering  into  deathlike  rest. 
Between  the  soul  and  Heaven's  calm  ether  lay — 

His  love  hath  made  it  day 
With  those  that  sat  in  darkness^— Earth  and  sea ! 
Lift  up  glad  strains  for  man  by  truth  divine  made 


THE  CHILD  READING  THE  BIBLR 

**  A  daseuiff  almps,  id  imsca  laj. 
To  haoau  to  Mutla.  to  wajrlay. 

•       •       •       «       • 
A  heing  breatbinc  thoucbtfol  bnalh, 
A  tmveUa*  bosweon  lift  tad  death." 

Wonu  wotUL 

4  SAW  him  at  his  sport  erewhilc. 
The  bright  exulting  boy, 
Z  33 


Like  summer*s  lightning  came  the  smile 

Of  his  youner  spirit's  joy  ; 
A  flash  that,  wneresoe*er  it  broke. 
To  lift  undreamt-of  beauty  woke. 

His  fair  locks  waved  in  sunny  play, 

By  a  clear  fountain's  side. 
Where  jewel-colour'd  pebbles  lay     , 

Benea^  the  shallow  tide ;  ' 

And  pearly  spray  at  times  would  meet 
The  gkncing  of  his  fairy  feet 

He  twined  him  wreaths  of  all  spring-flowcrii 
Which  drank  that  streamlet's  dew ; 

He  flung  them  o'er  the  wave  in  showers. 
Till,  gazing,  scarce  I  knew 

Which  seem'd  more  pure,  or  bright,  or  wild 

The  singing  fount  or  laughing  child. 

To  look  on  all  that  joy  and  bloom 

Made  earth  one  festal  scene. 
Where  the  dull  shadow  of  the  tomb 

Seem'd  as  it  ne'er  hod  been. 
How  could  one  image  of  decay, 
Steal  o'er  the  dawn  of  such  dear  day  7 

I  saw  once  more  that  aspect  bright — 
The  boy's  meek  head  was  bow'd 

In  silence  o'er  the  Book  of  Light, 
And  like  a  golden  cloud. 

The  still  cloud  of  a  pictured  sky — 

His  locks  droop'd  round  it  lovingly. 

And  if  my  heajrt  had  deem'd  him  fiuur. 

When  in  the  fountain  glade, 
A  creature  of  the  sky  and  air. 

Almost  on  wings  he  playM ; 
Oh !  how  much  holier  beauty  now 
Lit  the  young  human  being's  brow ! 

The  being  bom  to  toil,  to  die. 

To  break  forth  from  the  tomb, 
Unto  far  nobler  destiny 

Than  waits  the  sky-lark's  piume ! 
I  saw  him,  in  that  thoughtftil  hour. 
Win  the  first  knowledge  of  his  dower 

The  9aul^  the  awakening  wui  I  san. 

My  watching  eye  cotud  trace 
The  shadows  SS  its  new.bom  awe. 

Sweeping  o*er  that  fidr  fiice : 
As  o'er  a  flower  might  jnibs  the  shade 
By  some  dread  angel's  pinion  made ! 

The  sool,  the  mother  of  deep  fears. 

Of  high  hopes  infinite. 
Of  glorious  dreams,  mysterious  tears, 

Cra  sleepless  inner  sight; 
Lovely,  but  solemn,  it  arose. 
Unfolding  what  no  more  might  close. 

The  red-leaved  Ublets,*  undefiled. 

As  jet,  by  evil  thought — 
Oh!  little  dream'd  the  brooding  child, 

Of  what  within  mo  wrought, 

*  **  All  x\m,  and  mora  than  tfiM.  m  vow  eiiRm«td  apM 
rtd-Umti  tablcit  of  ic/  heart.  "•-tf^vo04 
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While  kU  yoang  heart  iint  bom'd  and  rtirr*d« 
And  quivered  to  the  eternal  word. 

And  rererently  my  ■pint  caoght 

The  reverence  of  jCta  gaae ; 
A  bij^ht  with  dew  of  bleann|f  fraught 
.  To  hallow  aiWr-daya ; 
To  make  the  proud  b&irt  meekly  wise, 
By  the  sweet  faith  in  thoee  calm  eyes. 

It  secmM  aa  if  a  temple  roee 

Before  me  brightly  there, 
And  in'  the  doptha  of  ita  repoae 

M^  aoul  o'erflow*d  with  prayer« 
Feehng  a  solemn  presence  nigh — 
The  power  of  infant  aancCity ! 

O  Father !  mould  my  heart  oooe  more. 

By  thy  prevailing  breath ! 
Teach  me,  oh !  teach  me  to  adore 

£*en  with  that  pure  one*,  fiiith ; 
A  fiith,  all  made  of  love  and  light, 
Chikl'like,  and,  therefore,  ftill  of  might! 


A  POBTS  DYING  HTBfN. 


B«  HMttt  wha  win.  wIm  Ml, 
Yell  wiD  prake tbm  with  iatpairioaM  vote! 
Me  didrt  Ihoo  eooMitate  a  vnaH  of  tUoe 
In  tueh  a  iMBple  u  we  now  behold. 
Rear'd  tbr  thy  pf eeeoee ;  fheretbre  am  I  boaed 
Ta  wonUp.  heia  aad  evenrwhere. 


Tm  blue,  deep,  glorioos  heavens  !•— I  lift  mine 
eye, 
And  bless  thee,  O  my  God!  that  I  have  met 
And  ownM  thine  imace  in  the  majesty 

Of  their  calm  temple  still! — that  never  yet 
Tliere  hath  thy  fkoe  been  shrouded  from  mj  sight 
By  noontide  blaze,  or  sweeping  storm  of  night : 
I  bless  thee,  O  my  God! 

That  .low  still  clearer,  from  their  pure  expanse, 
I  see  the  mercy  of  thine  aspect  ahine, 

Tonching  death*a  features  with  a  lovely  glance 
Of  Ugiit,  serenely,  solemnly  divine. 

And  lending  to  each  ho*y  star  a  ray 

As  of  kmd  eyoa,  that  woo  my  soul  away ; 
Iblessthee,Omy  GJod! 

fhat  I  have  heard  thy  voice,  nor  been  afraid. 
In  the  earth's  garden — ^*mid8t  the  mountains 
oU, 

And  the  low  thrilllngs  of  the  forest  shade. 
And  the  wild  sounds  of  waters  uncontroU'd, 

Ano  apon  many  a  desert  plain  and 

KoaoKtode— ^  there  I  ftit  lies  mores 


I  Mess  thee,  O  my  God! 


And  if  thy  spirit  on  thy  child  hath  i^hed 

The  gin,  the  viaion  of  the  uneealM  eye. 
To  pierce  the  mist  o*er  lift's  deep  meaniiigv 
spread. 
To  reach  the  hidden  fountain-ums  that  lie 
Far  in  man's  heart — if  I  have  kept  it  fi^ee 
And  pure    a  eonsecration  unto  thee : 

Iblessthee,OmyGod! 

If  mj  soul's  utterance  hath  by  thee  been  fraught 
With  an  awakening  powei^-4f  thou  hast  mwle 
Like  the  wing'd  amd,  the  breathings  of  my 
thought. 
And  by  the  swift  winds  bid  them  be  eonvcy'd 
To  lands  of  other  lays,  and  there  become 
Native  as  early  melodies  of  home : 

I  bless  thee,  O  my  God! 

Not  for  the  brightness  of  a  mortal  wreath. 
Not  for  a  place  'midst  kingly  minstrels  dead. 

But  that,  perchance,  a  fidnt  gale  of  thy  breath, 
A  still  amall  whisper  in  my  sonf,  bath  led 

One  struggling  spirit  upwards  to  uy  throne. 

Or  but  one  hope,  one  prayer — ^for  tliis  alone 
I  bless  thee,  O  my  (iod! 

That  I  have  loved — that  I  have  known  the  love 
Which  troubles  in  the  soul  the  tearful  apringa^ 

Yet,  with  a  colouring  halo  from  above. 
Tinges  and  glorifies  all  earthly  things 

Whate'er.its  anguish  or  its  woe  may  be. 

Still  weaving  links  for  intercourse  with  thee: 
I  bless  thee,  O  my  God! 

That  by  the  paasion  of  its  deep  distress, 

And  by  the  o'crflowm^  of  its  mighty  prayer. 

And  by  the  yearning  of  its  tendemesa, 
Too  full  for  words  upon  their  stream  to4iear, 

I  have  been  drawn  still  closer  to  thy  shrine, 

WeQ-apring  of  love,  the  unfathom'd,  the  divine: 
Iblossthee,OmyGod! 

That  hope  hath  ne'er  my  heart  or  song  fonakeo. 
High  hope,  which  even  from  mystery,  dodi^ 
or  dread. 
Calmly,  rejoicingly,  the  things  hath  taken. 

Whereby  its  torchlight  for  the  race  vras  fed; 
That  patting  storms  have  only  fann'd  the  fire. 
Which  pier^  them  still  with  its  triumphal  spire, 
I  bless  thee,  O  my  God! 

Now  art  thou  calling  mc  in  every  gale. 

Each  sound  and  token  of  the  dying  day; 
Thou  leavest  mc  not,  though  early  life  growu 
paks 
I  am  not  darkly  sinking  to  decay; 
But,  lumr  by  hour,  my  aoul'i»  dissohring  i 
Melts  off  to  radiance,  as  a  silveiy  doud. 

I  blett  thee,  6  my  God! 

And  if  this  earth,  with  all  its  choral  streams. 
And  crowning  woods,  and  aoft  or 
skies. 

And  mountain  sanctuaries  for  poet's 
Be  lovely  still  in  my  departing 
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Tis  not  that  fondly  I  would  lingw  beroi 
But  that  thy  foot-lirints  on  its  dost  appear; 
IUeMtbw,OinyGod! 

And  UuA  the  tender  shadowing  I  behold. 
The  traisery  yetning  every  leaf  and  flower, 

Of  elortee  east  in  more  consummate  mould, 
No  kmger  vasnls  to  the  changeful  hour; 

Tliat  lift*B  last  roses  to  my  thoughts  can  bring 

Rich  Tistons  of  imperishable  sprmg: 

IbIessthee,Omy  God! 

Yss!  tho  young  vernal  voices  in  the  skies 
Woo  me  not  back,  but,  wandering  past  mine 
ear. 
Seem  heralds  of  th*  eternal  melodies, 

Tbo  spiritjnusic,  imperturbM  and  clear; 
The  full  of  soul,  yet  passionate  no  more- 
Let  me  UXH  joining  those  pure  strains,  adore ! 
I  bless  thee,  O  my  God! 

Now  aid,  sustam  me  still ! — to  thee  I  come 
Make  thou  my  dwelling  where  thy  children 
are! 
And  for  the  hope  of  that  immortal  home. 

And  for  thy  Son,  the  bright  and  morning  star. 
The  sufferer  and  the  victor-kinff  of  death, 
I  bless  thee  with  my  glad  song's  dying  breath ! 
IUe88thee,OmyGod! 


FUNERAL  DAT  OF  SIR  WALTER  SCOTT. 


If ar  ««il  ttM  disHSiiif  of  mr  riiwiBg  nar. 

A  GLORIOUS  voide  hath  ceased ! 
Mournfully,  reverently>«-the  funeral  chant 
Breathe  reverently ! — ^There  is  a  dreamy  sound, 
A  hollow  murmur  of  the  dying  jrear. 
In  the  deep  woods: — ^Let  it  be  wild  and  sad ! 
A  more  ^lian  melancholv  tone 
Than  ever  vraiTd  o'er  bright  things  perishing! 
For  thai  u  passing  from  me  darken'd  land. 
Which  the  green  summer  will  not  bring  us  boek — 
Though  all  her  songs  retom^-— The  fmieral  chant 
Breathe  reverently !— They  bear  the  miffhty  forth, 
The  kingly  ruler  in  the  realms  of  mino — 
Tliey  bear  him  through  the  household  paths,  the 


Where  every  tree  had  music  of  its  own: 
To  his  quick  ear  of  knowled^  taught  by  love-* 
And  he  is  silent! — Past  the  hving  stream 
Tboj  bear  him  now ;  the  stream,  whose  Undly 

voice 
On  alien  shores  his  true  heart  bum*d  to  hear— 
And  he  is  silent    0*er  the  heathery  hills, 
Which  his  own  soul  had  mantled  with  a  light 
RkJber  than  autumn's  purple,  now  they  move— 
And  he  is  silent! — he,  whdse  flexile  lips 
Wet«  but  unseal'd,  anid,  lo!  a  thousand  forme, 
From  fivoy  pastoral  glen  and  fbrn-dad  height, 


In  glowing  life  upsprang :— Vassal  and  chiefs 
Rider  and  steed,  with  shout  and  bugle-peal. 
Fast  rushing  through  the  brightly  troubled  air, 
like  the  wild  huntsman's  band.    And  still  they 

live. 
To  those  fkir  scenes  imperishably  bound. 
And,  from  the  mountain  mist  stiU  flashing  by. 
Startle  the  wanderer  who  hath  listen'd  there 
To  the  seer's  voice :  phantoms  of  colour'd  thought. 
Surviving  him  who  raised— O  eloquence ! 
O  power,  whose  breathings  thus  could  wake  the 

dead! 
Who  shall  wake  theef  hxdof  the  buried  past! 
And  art  thou  tikere— to  those  dim  nations  join'd. 
Thy  subject  host  so  long  7— the  wand  is  dropp'd. 
The  bright  lamp  broken  which  the  gifted  hand 
Touch'd  and  the  genii  came !— Sing  reverently 
The  funeral  chant ! — ^The  mighty  is  borne  hom&— 
And  who  shall  be  his  mourners  7 — ^Youth  and  age, 
For  each  hath  felt  his  ma^io — ^love  and  grieC 
For  he  hath  communed  with  the  heart  of  each ; 
Yes— the  free  spirit  of  humanity 
May  join  the  august  procession,  for  to  him 
Its  mysteries  have  been  tributary  thinffs. 
And  all  its  accents  known : — From  fi^d  orwave^ 
Never  was  conqueror  on  hia  battle  bier. 
By  the  vail'd  banner  and  the  muffled  drum 
Ajid  the  proud  drooping  of  the  crested  head. 
More  nobly  follow'd  homcw — ^The  last  abode. 
The  voiceless  dwelling  of  the  bard  is  reach'd : 
A  still  maicstic  spot !  nrt  solemnly 
With  all  th'  imploring  beauty  of  decay: 
A  stately  couch  'midst  ruins !  meet  for  him 
With  his  bright  fame  to  rest  in,  as  a  king 
Of  other  days,  laid  lonely  with  his  sword 
Beneath  his  head.    Sing  reverently  the  chant 
0*er  the  honour'd  gr^ve ! — the  grai>e  ! — oh,  say 
Rather  the  shrine ! — en  altar  for  the  love. 
The  light,  soft  pilgrim  steps,  tho  votive  wreatlis 
Of  years  unburn — a  place  where  leaf  and  flower 
By  that  which  dies  not  of  the  sovereign  dead. 
Shall  be  made  holy  things — ^whcre  every  weed 
Shall  have  its  portion  of  th'  inspiring  gift 
From  buried  glory  breathed.    And  now,  what 

strain. 
Making  victorious  melody  ascend 
High  i3)ove  sorrow's  dirge,  befits  the  tomb 
Where  he  that  sway'd  this  nations  thus  is  laid  ■ 
The  crown'd  of  men  7 

A  lowly,  lowly  i 

Lowly  and  selemnbe 
Thy  children's  cry  to  thee. 

Father  divine ! 
A  hymn  of  suppliant  breath, 
Owning  that  life  and  death 

Alike  are  tUime ! 

A  spirit  on  its  wa>. 
Sceptred  the  earth  to  sway. 

From  thee  was  sent: 
Now  call'st  thou  back  thine  own 
Hence  is  that  radiance  flow»^ 

To  earth  but  lent 

Watching  in  breathless  awe. 
The  bright  head  bow'd  we  saw 
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Beneath  thy  hand! 
FilVd  by  one  hope,  one  fter. 
Now  o'er  a  brother*!  bier. 

Weeping  we  etand. 

How  hath  he  peM*d!-4he  lord 
Of  each  deep  bosom  chord. 

To  meet  thy  mght^ 
Unmantled  and  alone, 
On  %r  blest  mercy  thrown, 

O  Infinite! 

So,  from  hu  harvest  home. 
Must  the  tired  peasant  oome  x 

80,  in  one  trust. 
Leader  and  kini^  must  yield 
The  naked  sool,  reveal'd 

Tothee,AUJast! 

The  sword  of  many  a  fiffht— 
What  then  shaU  be  iU  might? 

The  loilf  lay. 
That  roshM  on  eagle  wing|— 
What  shall  its  memory  bring  7 

What  hope,  what  sUy  7 

O  Father !  in  that  hour. 

When  earth  all  succouring  power 
Shalldisayow; 

When  spear,  and  field  and  crown. 

In  fiiintness  are  cast  down- 
Sustain  us.  Thou  I 

By  Him  who  bowM  to  take 
The  death-cup  fixr  our  sake* 

The  thorn,  the  rod ; 
From  whom  the  last  dismay 
Was  not  to  pass  aifi^y — 

Aid  us,  O  God ! 

Tremblers  beside  the  grave, 
We  call  on  thee  to  save, 

Father,  divine ! 
Hear,  hear  our  suppliant  breath. 
Keep  us,  in  life  and  death. 

Thine,  only  thine  I 


THE  PRAYER  IN  THE  WILDERNE8& 

Soffgailad  by  1  pietora  of  Con«tio*t. 


In  the  deep  wilderness  mseen  she  prayed, 

The  daughter  of  Jerusalem ;  akne. 

With  all  the  still  small  whispers  of  the  night. 

And  with  the  searching  glances  of  the  stars, 

And  with  her  God,  akme^-ehe  lifted  up 

Her  sweet,  sad  voice,  and  trembUng  o*er  her  head. 

The  dark  leaves  thrill'd  with  prayer— the  tearfiii 

prayer 
Df  woman  s  quenchless,  yet  repentant  'bve. 

Father  of  Spirits,  hear ! 
Look  on  the  inmost  heart  to  be  reveal'd, 
Ciook  on  the  fimntain  of  the  boming  tear. 
Before  tl^y  sight  in  soUtade  unseal*d ! 


Hear,  Father !  hear  and  aid  * 
If  I  have  loved  too  well,  if  I  have  shed. 
In  my  vain  fondness,  o*er  a  mortal  bead, 
Gifb  on  thy  shrine,  my  God!  more  fitly  laid. 

If  I  have  sought  to  live 
But  in  one  light,  and  made  a  human  eye 
The  lonely  star  of  mine  idolatry, 
Thou  that  art  Love !  oh  !  pity  and  (brgive ! 

Chasten'd  and  schodM  at  last, 
No  more,  no  more  my  struggling  spirit  burns. 
But  fix*d  on  thee,  from  that  wild  worship  turns-* 
What  have  I  said  7— the  deep  dream  is  nol  past! 

Yet  hear!  if  sfiZI  I  love. 
Oh !  still  too  fondly — ^if,  for  ever  seen. 
An  earthly  image  comes,  my  heart  betwem. 
And  thy  calm  gioiy.  Father !  throned  above ! 

If  still  a  voice  is  near, 
(E'en  while  I  strive  these  wanderings  to  control,) 
An  earthly  voice,  disquieting  my  soul 
With  its  deep  music,  too  intensely  dear. 

0  Father,  draw  to  thee 

My  lost  affections  back ! — the  dreaming  eyes 
dear  from  their  mist— eustain  the  heart  that  dies, 
Give  the  worn  soul  once  more  its  pinions  free ! 

1  must  love  on,  O  God ! 

This  bosom-  must  love  on !  but  let  thy  breath 
Touch  and  make  pure  the  flame  that  knows  no 

death. 
Bearing  it  up  to  Heaven ! — ^Love's  own  abode ! 

Ages  and  ages  pass'd,  the  wilderness, 
With  its  dark  cedars  and  the  thrilling  night. 
With  her  clear  stars,  and  the  mysterious  winds. 
That  waft  all  sound,  were  conscious  of  those 

prayers. 
How  many  such  hath  woman's  bursting  heart 
iSin^e  then,  in  silence  and  in  darkness  Ineathed, 
Like  the  dim  night-flower's  odour,  up  to  God  7 


PRISONERS'  EVENING  SERVICE.' 

A  iOBOB  or  THS  nUlCH  ISVOLUnON. 

FVoB  their  iphorai 
The  ilara  of  human  glorr  are  eaat  down ; 
Periafa  Um  roaea  and  the  flowaia  of  kinsa, 
Priooaa  and  eaperoia,  and  the  erown  and  pslm 
Of  aU  the  nisfaUr.  wttber'd  and  conanmed ; 
Nor  ia  power  ffiran  to  lowUaituiooGeooe 
Loof  to  protect  her  own.  ._    , 

irarteMrO. 

SoKMX — Pri$on  of  Me  Luxemhomrg,  tn  Paru^ 
during  the  Reign  of  Terror, 

D'AuBiONK,  an  aged  JZoyoZtst-r'BLANCHE,  hie 
Daughter,  a  young  girl 

Blaneke,   What  was  our  doom,  my  &ther  7 — In 
thine  arms 
I  lay  unconsciously  through  that  dread  hour. 


*The  teat  dan  of  two  priaonera  in  the  Luxeroboorf ,  Sillerf 
and  La  Sonree,  10  aflaetfaiffly  deaetibed  br  Helen  Marin  WO- 
Hama,  in  her  leltera  ftom  Finnee,  gavo  riae  to  thia  Ihtla  aeaan 
Tbaaa  two  vintiiaa  had  eonpoaed  a  aiasple  hraan.  whieh  ikor 
erary  aicht  auns  tos«lher  in  a  low  and  raatraudad  Toiea. 
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Tell  me  the  sentence !— could  oar  judges  look. 
Without  relenting,  on  thy  ulvery  hair? 
Was  therto  not  mercy,  &tber  1 — ^Will  they  not 
/2c8tore  ns  to  our  home. 

D^Aubigni.  Ye«,  my  poor  child ! 

Tliey  send  ub  home. 

Blanche,  Oh!  shall  we  gaze  again 

On  the  bright  Loire  ?>-WUl  the  old  hamlet  ipire 
And  the  gray  turret  of  our  own  chiteau. 
Look  forUi  to  greet  us  through  the  dusky  elms  7 
Will  the  kind  voices  of  our  villagers, 
The  loving  laughter  in  their  children's  eves, 
Welcome  us  back  at  last  ? — But  how  is  this  7-~ 
Father !  thy  glance  is  clouded-H}n  thy  brow 
There  sits  no  joy  I 

D'AMgfU.    Upon  my  brow,  dear  girl. 
There  sits,  I  trust,  such  deep  and  solemn  peace 
As  may  befit  the  Christian,  who  receives 
And  recognizes,  in  submissive  awe, 
The  ^ummons  of  his  God. 

Blanche,  Thou  dost  not  mean — 

No,  no !  it  cannot  be ! — Didst  thou  not  say 
They  send  us  home  7 

lyAvbignL        Where  is  the  spirits  home  7 — 
Oh !  most  of  all,  in  these  dark  evU  days. 
Where  should  it  be? — but  in  that  world  serene. 
Beyond  the  sword's  reach,  and  the  tempest's 

power — 
Where,  but  in  Heaven  7 
Blanche,  My  Father !    ' 

D'Aubigni,  We  mutt  die. 

We  must  look  up  to  God,  and  calmly  die. — 
Come  to  my  heart,  and  weep  there !  for  awhile — 
Give  Nature's  passion  way,  then  brightly  rise 
In  tlie  still  courage  of  a  woman's  heart ! 
Do  I  not  know  thee  7 — Do  I  ask  too  much 
From  mine  own  noble  Blanche  7 

Blanche^  (Jailing  on  hi$  booom,)  Oh !  clasp 
me  fast! 
Thy  trembling  child ! — ^Hide,  hide  me  in  thine 


Father! 

jyAuhignS,,  Alas!  my  flower,  thou*rt  young 
to  go- 
young,  and  so  fair ! — ^Yet  were  it  worse  methinks, 
To  leave  thee  where  the  gentle  and  the  brave, 
llie  loval-hearted  and  the  chivalrous, 
And   they  that  loved  their  God,  have  all  been 

swept, 
Like  the  sere  leaves,  away. — For  them  no  hearth 
Through  the  wide  land  was  left  inviolate. 
No  altar  holy;  therefore  did  they  fall. 
Rejoicing  to  depart— The  soil  is  steep'd 
In  noble  Uood  !  the  temples  are  gone  down; 
The  voice  of  prayer  is  hush'd,  or  fearfully 
Mtttter'd,  like  sounds  of  guilt— Why,  who  would 

live? 
Who  hath  not  panted  as  a  dov^,  to  flee, 
To  quit  for  ever  the  dishonour'd  soil. 
The  burden'd  air  7— Our  God  upon  tlie 
Oar  king  upon  the  scaffold*— let  us  think 

*A  French  royaliit  ofBoer.  dyinc  upon  a  field  of  batU«,  and 

aearinff  toaie  one  oecr  him  atterini  the  moet  plaintJTe  lament- 

eatloiM.  Uiiaad  towsrda  the  •ufieiw,  and  thoa  addrand  Mat : 

*  My  flVieod.  wboaver  yoa  nar  be,  reaaoibar  that  yoor  God 

aspired  apoa  the  eruea-your  kinf  upoo  I 
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Of  these — and  fold  endnranoe  to  our  bearta^ 
And  bravely  die ! 

Blanche.  A  dark  and  fearful  way ! 

An  evil  doom  &r  tliy  dear  honour'd  head ! 
Oh !  thou,  the  kind,  the  gracious !-— whom  all  eyes 
Bless'd  as  they  look'd  upon ! — Speak  yet  again— 
Say,  will  they  part  us  7 

D*Aubigni,  No,  my  Blanche ;  in  death 

We  shall  not  be  divided. 

Blanche,  Thanks  to  God ! 

He,  by  thy  glance,  will  aid  me — I  shall  see 
His  light  b^ve  mc  to  the  last — And  when— 
Oh  !  pardon  these  weak  shrir  kings  of  thy  child — 
When  shall  the  hour  befall? 

D*Aubigni.  Oh  !  swiftly  now. 

And  suddenly,  with  brief  dread  interval. 
Comes  down  the  mortal  stroke. — But  of  that  hoar 
As  yet  I  know  not — Each  low  throbbing  pulse 
Of  the  quick  pendulum  may  usher  in 
Eternity ! 

Blanche,  {kneeling  he/bre  him,)  My  &ther !  lay 
thy  hand 
On  thy  poor  Blanche's  head,  and  once  again 
Bless  her  with  thy  deep  voice  of  tendemesa,        ' 
Thus  breathing  saintly  courage  through  her  souli 
Ere  we  are  caU'd. 

D^Aubign6,    If  1  may  speak  through  team  !— 
Well  may  I  bless  thee,  fondly,  fervcntty, 
Child  of  my  heart ! — ^thou  who  dost  look  on  me 
With  thy  lost  mother's  angel  eyes  of  love ! 
Thou  that  hast  been  a  brightness  in  my  path, 
A  guest  of  Heaven  unto  my  lonely  soul, 
A  stainless  lily  in  my  widow'd  house. 
There  springing  up— with  soft  light  round  thee 

died — 
For  immortality  !— Meek  cliiki  of  God ! 
I  bless  thee— He  willibless  thee !— In  his  lore 
He  calls  thee  now  from  this  rude  stormy  world 
To  thy  Redeemer's  breast— And  thou  wilt  die ! 
Aa  thou  hast  lived — my  duteous,  holy  ftlin'Th** ! 
In  trusting  and  serene  submissiveness, 
Humble,  yet  full  of  Heaven. 

Blanche,  {rising.)  Now  is  there  strength 

Infused  through  all  my  spirits — I  can  rise 
And  say,  «  Thy  will  be  done." 

D'Atiigni,  (pointing  upvoards,)    See'st  thou, 
my  child. 
Yon  ftint  light  in  the  west  7    The  signal  star 
Of  our  due  vesper  service,  gleaming  m 
Through  the  close  dungeon  mting !  MoumfuUy 
It  seems  to  quiver ;  yet  shall  this  night  pass, 
This  night  alone,  without  the  lifted  voice 
Of  adoration  in  our  narrow  cell, 
Aa  if  unworthy  Fear  or  wavering  Faith 
Silenced  the  strain  7— No !  kt  it  waft  to  HaaiWi 
The  prayer,  the  hope  of  poor  mortality, 
In  its  dark  hour  once  more !— And  we  will  sleep-^ 
Yes — calmly  sleep,  when  our  last  rite  is  dosed.   / 
[They  sing  togetnor 

FEXSOMnfl*  EVENIKO  HYMN. 

We  see  no  more  in  thy  pure  skies, 
How  sofl,  O  God !  the  sunset  dies: 


who  BOW  ipeaki  to  fds  haa  had  hit  limba  ^hoC  ftorn  vtdtttms 
MaaC  romr  iaiaaa  baoMma  a  nuu* 
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How  every  ookMir'd  hill  and  wood 
Seem*  melting  in  the  golden  flood : 
Yet,  by  the  precious  memories  won 
From  bright  hoars  now  fi>r  e?er  gone. 
Father !  o*er  all  thy  works,  we  know, 
ThoQ  still  art  shedding  boaoty's  glow ; 
Still  tonehing  ereiy  cJoud  and  tree 
With  gkiry,  ek)quent  of  Thee ; 
Still  feeding  all  thy  flowers  with  Kght, 
Though  man  hath  barr*d  it  from  our  sight 

We  know  Thou  reign*st,  the  Unchanging  One, 

th*  All  Just! 
And  bless  thee  still  with  free  and  boandkss  trust ! 

We  read  no  more,  O  God!  thy  ways 

On  earth,  in  these  wild  evil  days, 

The  red  sword  in  th*  oppressor's  hand 

Is  ruler  of  the  weeping  land ; 

Fallen  are  the  faithful  and  the  pure. 

No  shrine  is  spared,  no  hearth  secure. 

Yet,  by  the  doiep  voice  from  the  past. 

Which  tells  us  these  things  cannot  ~ 

And  by  the  hope  which  tmds  no  ark. 

Save  in  thy  brmst,  when  storms  grow  dark-— 

We  trust  thee!— -As  the  sailor  uiows 

That  in  its  [4ace  of  bright  repose 

His  pole-star  bums,  though  mist  and  dottd 

May  veil  it  with  a  midnight  shroud. 

We  know  thou  reign^st !— AU  Holy  One,  AH  Just ! 

And  bless  thee  stiU  with  bve*s  own  boundless 
trust 

We  ibd  no  more  that  aid  is  nigh, 
When  our  fiunt  hearts  within  us  die. 
We  suffer — and  we  know  our  doom 
Must  be  one  suffering  till  the  tomb. 
Yet,  by  the  anguish  of  thy  Son 
When  his  last  hour  came  darkly  on^ 
By  his  dread'cry,  the  air  which  rent 
In  terror  of  abandonment — 
And  by  his  parting  word,  which  rose 
Through  fliith  victorious  o*er  all  woes— 
We  know  that  Thou  mayst  wound,  mayst 

break 
The  spiiit,  but  wilt  ne*er  forsake ! 
Sad  sui«pliantB  whom  our  brethren  spurn, 
.  In  our  deep  meed  to  Thee  we  turn! 

To  whom  but  Thee?— All  Merciful,  all  Just ! 

In  life,  in  death,  we  yield  thee  boundless  trust 


PRAYER  AT  SEA  AFTER  VICTORY. 

Tba  land  ahftll  Mrer  nM. 
So  Cof  laud  to  hanelf  lo  proro  bat  tnio. 

Theoogr  evening's  bright  repose 
A  voice  of  prayer  arose. 

When  the  sea*fiff ht  was  done : 
The  sons  of  England  knelt, 
With  hearts  that  now  could  melt, 
F<ir  on  the  wave  her  battle  had  been  won. 


Round  their  toll  ship,  the  main 
Heaved  with  a  dark  red  stain. 

Caught  not  from  sunset's  doud : 
While  with  the  tide  swept  past 
Pennon  and  shiver'd  mast. 
Which  to  the  Ocean-Queen  that  day  had  bow*4. 

But  firee  and  &ir  on  high, 
A  native  of  the  sky. 

Her  streamer  met  the  brocae; 
It  flow'd  o'er  fearless  men, 
"niouirh  hush'd  and  child-liko  then, 
Before  their  God  they  gatfacr'd  on  the   - 


Oh !  did  not  thoughts  of  homo 
O'er  each  bold  spurit  oome 

As  fhun  the  land,  sweet  galoeT 
In  every  word  of  prayer 
Hath  not  some  hearth  a  share, 
Some  bower,  inviolate  'midst  England's  vales  T 

Yes!  bright  green  spots  that  lay 
In  beauty  far  away. 

Hearing  no  biUows  roar; 
Safer  fit>m  touch  of  spoil. 
For  that  day's  fiery  toil. 
Rose  on  high  hearti,  that  now  with  love  gnah*d 
o'er. 

A  sdemn  scene,  and  dread ! 
The  victors  and  the  dead. 

The  breathless  burning  sky! 
And,  passing  with  the  race 
Of  waves,  that  keep  no  trace. 
The  wild,  brief  sounds  of  human  victory! 

A  stem,  yet  holy  scene ! 
Billows  where  strife  hath  boon. 

Sinking  to  awfiil  sleep: 
And  words  that  breathe  the  sense 
Of  God's  omnipotence, 
Making  a  minster  of  that  silent  deep. 

Bome  through  such  hours  afar, 
Thy  flag  hath  been  a  star, 

Where  eagle's  wing  ne'er  flew: — 
England !  the  unpro&ned. 
Those  of  the  hearths  unstain'd. 
Oh !  to  the  banner  and  the  shrine  be  true! 


EVENING  SONG  OF  THE  WEARY 

Fatrkr  of  Heaven  and  Earth ! 
I  bless  tlieo^fbr  the  night. 
The  soft,  Btill  night! 
The  holy  pause  of  care  and  mirth. 
Of  sound  and  light! 

Now  far  m  glade  and  dell, 
Flower-oup,  and  bud,  and  bell. 
Have  shut  around  the  sleeping  woodlark^ 

The  bee's  long  murmuring  toils  are  dono. 
And  I,  the  o'erwearicd  one. 
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0  erwouied  and  o'orwroQght, 

BleM  thee,  O  God,  O  Father  of  tlie  oppce«*d. 
With  my  lut  waking  thoi;^ht» 
In  the  still  night! 

Yea,  ere  I  sing  to  rest, 

By  the  fire's  dying  light, 

Thou  Lord  of  Earth  and  Heaven! 

1  bless  thee,  who  hast  given 

0nto  Ufe*s  fiiinting  travellers,  the  nigh^ 
The  soft,  stilC  holy  night! 


THE  INDIAN'S  REVENGE. 

•CSRI  m  THS  LOS  or  A  MOftATIAM   MliUONAmT.^ 

Bat  by  my  wfost*  and  by  my  wiaH^ 
Tt*-mcrrow  ArMMaki't  iMrMth 
That  firaa  yuo  ilMveo  with.«onM  of  dttib, 
SlwU  ittidf  m«  ki  th«  fte! 

JMiaa  Song  m  **  Otrtrnde  ^  Wptmrng,** 


SdifB— TAc  thort  uf  a  lake  turrounded  by  deep 
tDoode,  A  $olitary  cabin  on  if  banlaf^  over- 
thadowed  by  maple  and  eyeamore  treee,  Hbrr- 
MANN,  the  mieeianary,  seated  alone  before  the 
cabin.     The  hour  is  evening  twilig/U. 

HemnoML    Was  that  the  light  firom  some 

lone  Bwifl  canoe 
Shooting  across  the  vraters  7 — ^No,  a  flash 
From  the  nirht's  first  quick  firefly,  lost  again 
In  the  deep  bay  of  cedars.    Not  a  bark 
Is  on  the  wave ;  no  rustle  of  a  breeze 
Comes  through  the  forest    In  this  new,  strange 

world. 
Oh !  how  mysterious,  how  eternal,  seems 
The  mighty  melancholy  of  the  woods! 
The  dosen's  own  |frcat  spirit,  infinite ! 
Little  they  know,  in  mine  own  &ther-land. 
Along  the  castled  Rhine,  or  e*en  amidst 
The  wild  Harz  mountains,  or  the  sylvan  glades 
Deep  in  the  Odonwald,  they  little  know 
Of  what  is  solitude !    In  hours  like  this. 
There,   firom    a  thousand    nooks,  the    cottage 

hearths 
Pour  forth  red  light  through  vine-hung  lattices. 
To  guide  the  peasant,  singing  cheerily. 
On  the  home  path ;  while  round  his  lowly  porch. 
With  eager  eyes  awaiting  his  return. 
The  clusterM  faces  of  his  children  shine 
To  the  clear  harvest  moon.  Be  still,  fond  thoughts ! 
Melting  my  spirit's  grasp  fi^m  heavenly  hope 
By  your  vain  earthward  yearnings.    O  my  God ! 
Draw  me  still  nearer,  ckieer  unto  thee. 
Till  all  the  hollow  of  these  doep  desires 
May  with  thyself  be  fillM !— Be  it  enough 
At  <moe  to  jj^ladden  and  to  sdemniae 
My  lonely  hfc,  if  {<x  thine  altar  here 
f  n  this  dread  temple  of  the  wilderness. 
By  prayer,  and  toil,  and  watching,  I  may  win 


nihr  to  tboM  on  whieb  tbw  peooo  ii 
fooodod.  mm  raeonled  in  Canw's  Narntivo  of  tb«  Mnravum 
Missiona  in  Qraeoland.  and  save  riie  to  iJia  diaaalic  akatcb. 


The  offering  of  one  heart,  one  human  heai^ 
Bleeding,  repenting,  loving ! 

/  Hark!  a  step. 

An  Indian  tread !  I  know  the  stealthy  sound — 
*T  is  on  some  quest  of  evil,  through  the  grass 
Gliding  ao  serpent-Uke. 

[He  cornea  forward^  and  meeta  an  Indian 
vxirrior  armed, 

Enonio,  is  it  thou  7  I  see  thy  form 
Tower  stately  through  the  dusk,  yet  scarce  mine 

eye 
I>iscemsthy  &ce. 

Enonio,  My  father  speaks  my  name. 

Herrmann,    Are  not  the   hunters  from  the 
chase  retum*d  7 
The  nigfat^fires  lit  7    Why  is  my  son  abroad  T 

£fiomo.    The  warrior's  arrow  knows  of  nobler 
prey 
Than  elk  or  deer.    Now  let  my  fiOher  leave 
The  lone  path  free. 

Herrmann.  The  forest  way  is  long 

From  the  red  chicilain*s  home.    Rest  thee  awbils 
Beneath  my  sycamore,  and  we  will  speak 
Of  these  things  further. 

Efumio.  Tell  me  not  of  rest ! 

My  heart  is  sleepless,  and  the  dark  night  swifts— 
I  must  begone. 

Herrmann,  (ooUmidy,)  No,  warrior,  thou  must 
stay! 
Tlie  Mighty  One  hath  given  me  power  to  search 
Thy  soul  with  piercing  words — imd^thou  must 

stay. 
And  hear  me,  and  arive  answer !  If  thy  heart 
Be  grown  thus  rcsUcss,  is  it  not  because 
WiUiin  its  dark  folds  thou  hast  mantled  up 
Some  bumin|r  thought  of  ill  7 — 

Enonio,  (toitheiiddenimpetuoeity,)  How  should 
I  rest  7— 
Last  night  the  spirit  of  my  brother  came. 
An  angry  shadow  in  the  moonlight  streak. 
And  said,  **  Avenge  meT — In  the  clouds  thb 

mom, 
I  saw  the  frowning  colour  of  his  blood— 
And  that,  too,  had  a  voice. — I  lay  at  noon 
Alone  beside  the  sounding  water&ll. 
And  through  its  thundcr-music  spake  a  tone-* 
A  low  tone  piercing  all  the  roll  of  waves— 
And    said,  *^  Avenge  nuT — ^Therefore  have  I 

raised 

The  tomahawk,  and  strung  the  bow  again. 
That  I  may  send  the  shadow  from  my  couch. 
And  take  the  strange  sound  from  the  cataract, 
And  sleep  once  more. 

Herrmann,  A  better  path,  my  son. 

Unto  the  still  and  dewy  land  of  sleeps 
My  hand  in  peace  can  guide  thee— e*en  the  way 
Thy  dying  brother  trod. — Say,  didst  thou  love 
That  lost  one  well  7 

Enonio,  Know'st  thou  not  we  grew  up 

Even  as  twin  roes  amidst  the  wilderness  7 
Unto  the  chase  we  journcy*d  in  one  path « 
We  stemm'd  the  lake  in  one  canoe ;  we  lay 
Beneath  one  oak  to  rest — ^When  fever  hung 
Upon  my  burning  lips,  ray  brother's  hand 
Was  still  beneath  my  head;  my  brother's  rf  lis 
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Cover'd  my  bosom  firom  the  chiU  ni^lit  air. 
Our  lives  were  girdled  by  one  bek  of  love, 
Until  he  tiim'd  him  firom  his  father's  gkda. 
And  then  my  sool  fell  from  him — then  the  grass 
Grew  in  the  way  between  our  parted  homes, 
And  whercsoc*er  I  wandcr*d,  then  it  seem*d 
That  all  the  woods  were  silent^ — I  went  ibrtb— 
1  joamey*d,  with  my  lonely  heart,  afar. 
And  so  retum*d — and  where  was  he  ?— -the  earth 
Own*d  him  no  more. 

Herrmann.  But  thou  thyself;  since  then. 

Hast  tum*d  thee  firom  the  idols  of  thy  tribe, 
And,  like  thy  brother,  bowM  the  suppliant  knee 
To  the  one  God. 

Enonio,  Yes,  I  have  leam*d  to  pray 

With  my  white  father's  words,  yet  all  the  more 
My  heart,  that  shut  against  my  brother's  lore. 
Hath  been  within  me  as  an  arrowy  fire. 
Burning  my  sleep  away. — In  the  night  hush, 
'Midst  the  strange  wluspers  and  (hm  shadowy 

things 
Of  the  groat  forests,  I  have  call'd  aloud, 
**  Brother  I  forgive,  forgive !" — He  snswer'd 
His  deep  voice,  rising  from  the  land  of  souls. 
Cries  but  **  Avenge  me  /" — ^And  I  go  forth  now 
To  slay  his  murderer,  that  when  next  his  eyes 
Glesm  on  me  moumfUly  from  that  pale  shore, 
I  may  look  up,  and  meet  their  glance,  and  say, 
**I  have  avenged  thee." 

Herrmann.  Oh !  that  human  love 

Should  be  the  root  of  this  dread  bitterness. 
Till  heaven  through  all  the  fevcr'd  being  pours 
Transmuting  balsam ! — Stay,  Enonio,  stay ! 
Thy  brother  calls  thee  not ! — ^The  spirit  world. 
Where  the  departed  go,  sends  back  to  earth 
No  visitants  for  evil. — *Tis  the  might 
Of  the  strong  passion,  the  remorseful  g^cf 
At  work  in  thine  own  breast,  which  lends  the 

voice 
Unto  the  forest  and  the  cataract. 
The  angry  colour  to  the  clouds  of  mom. 
The  shadow  to  the  moonlight — Stay,  my  son! 
Thy  brother  is  at  peace. — Beside  his  couch. 
When  of  the  murderer's  poison'd  shaft  he  died, 
I  knelt  and  pray'd  ;  he  named  his  Saviour's  name. 
Meekly,  beseechingly ;  he  spoke  of  thee 
In  pity  and  in  love. 

Enonio^  {hurriedly,)  Did  he  not  say  t 

My  arrow  should  avenge  him  7 

Herrmann.  His  last  words 

Were  all  forgiveness. 

Enonio,  What !  and  shall  the  man 

Who  pierced  him  with  the  shaft  of  treachery. 
Walk  fearless  forth  in  joy  ? 

Herrmann.  Was  he  not  once 

Tliy  brother's  friend  ? — Oh !  trust  me,  not  in  joy 
He  walks  the  frowning  forest     Did  keen  love, 
Too  late  repentant  of  its  heart  estranged. 
Wake  in  thy  haunted  bosom,  witjj  its  train 
Of  sounds  and  shadows — and  shall  he  escape  ? 
Enonio,  dream  it  not! — Our  God,  the  All  Just, 
Unt#»  himself  reserves  this  royalty — 
Tne  secret  chastening  of  tlie  guilty  heart. 
The  fiery  touch,  tlie  scourge  that  purifies. 
Leave  i;  with  him ! — ^Yet  make  it  not  thy  hope — 


For  that  strong  heart  of  thine— *oh !  lisfecn  yct^ 
Must,  in  its  depths,  o'ercome  the  very  wish 
For  death  or  torture  to  the  guilty  one, 
Ere  it  can  sleep  again. 

fnofiio.  M^  father  •peaks 

Of  change,  for  man  too  mighty. 

Herrmann.  I  but  speak 

Of  that  which  hath  been,  and  again  must  be, 
If  thou  wouldst  join  thy  brother,  in  the  life 
Of  the  bright  country,  where,  I  well  believe, 
Hii  soul  rejoices^ — He  had  known  such  change 
He  died  in  peace.  He,  whom  his  tribe  once  named 
The  Avenging  Eagle,  took  to  hia  meek  heart. 
In  its  last  pangs,  the  spirit  of  those  words 
Which,  from  thft  Saviour's  cross,  went  op  to 

heaven — 
**  Forgive  lAsm,  for  they  know  not  what  thty  da, 
Father,  forgive  /" — ^And  o'er  the  eternal  bounds 
Of  that  celestial  kingdom,  undcfiled, 
Where  evil  may  hot  enter,  he,  I  deem. 
Hath  to  his  Master  pass'd. — He  waits  thee  ther&— 
For  love,  we  trust,  springs,  heaven  ward  from  the 

grave. 
Immoral  in  its  holiness^ — He  calls 
His  brother  to  the  land  of  golden  light 
And  evcr.living  fbuntains^-couldst  thou  bear 
His  voice  o'er  those  bright  waters,  it  would  say, 
**  My  brother!  oh !  be  pure,  be  merciful ! 
That  we  may  meet  again." 

J^nonio,  (hesitating.)  Can  I  return 

Unto  my  tribe,  and  unavenged  7 

Herrmann.  To  Him, 

To  Him  return,  from  whom  thino  erring  steps 
Have  wander'd  far  and  long ! — Return,  my  son. 
To  thy  Redeemer  !~<]ied  he  not  in  love— 
The  sinless,  the  divine,  the  Son  of  God- 
Breathing  forgiveness  'midst  all  agonies. 
And  we,  dare  we  be  ruthless  7 — By  Hb  aid 
Shalt  thou  be  guided  to  thy  brother's  pboe 
*Midst  the  pure  spirits. — Oh !  retrace  the  way 
Back  to  thy  Saviour  !  he  rejects  no  heart 
ETen  with  tlie  dark  stains  on  it,  if  true  tears 
Be  o'er  them  showcr'd. — ^Ay,  weep,  thou  Indian 

chief! 

For  by  tlie  kindling  moonlight,  I  behold 
Thy  proud  lip's  working — weep,  relieve  thy  sovil ! 
Tears  will  not  shame  thy  manhood,  in  the  hour 
Of  its  great  conflict 

Enonio,  {giving  vp  his  weapons  to  Herrmann.) 
Father,  take  the  bow. 
Keep  the  sharp  arrows  till  tlie  hunters  call 
Fortli  to  the  chase  once  more. — And  let  me  dwell 
A  little  while,  my  father !  by  thy  side. 
That  I  may  hear  the  blessed  words  again—- 
Like  water-brooks  amidst  the  summer  hill»^ 
From  thy  true  lips  flow  forth ;  for  in  my  heart 
The  music  and  tlie  memory  of  their  sound 
Too  long  have  died  away. 

Herrmann.  O,  welcome  back. 

Friend,  rescued  one! — ^YeB,thou  shalt  be  my  guest. 
And  we  will  pray  beneath  my  sycamore 
Together,  morn  and  eve ;  and  I  will  spread 
Thy  couch  beside  my  fire,  and  sleep  at  last- 
After  the  visiting  of  holjjr  thoughts — 
With  dewy  wing  shall  sink  upon  thin6  < 
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Enter  my  home,  and  weloome,  welcome  back 
To  peace,  to  God,  thoa  lost  and  fomid  again ! 

[They  go  into  the  edbin  together— -Hekk- 
MANN,  lingering  for  a  moment  on  the 
threshold,  looke  up  to  the  starry  ekies. 

Father !  that  fix»m  amidst  yon  glorious  worlds 
Now  look*st  on  us,  thy  children  I  make  this  hour 
Blessed  for  ever  1  Maj  it  see  tiie  birth 
Of  thine  own  image  m  the  unlathomM  deep 
Of  an  immortal  soul;— a  thing  to  name 
With  reverential  thought,  a  solemn  world ! 
To  Thee  more  precious  than  those  thousand  stars 
Burning  on  high  in  thy  majestic  Heaven ! 


THE  DAY  OF  FLOWERS. 

A   lfOtBKR*S  WALK  WITH  REE  CHILD. 


Om  spirit— Hb 
yi^  WOTS  tbe  platted  thorn  with  bleediiig  brows. 
Rttles  naiversal  natare.— Not  a  flowor 
Bat  shows  sonM  tooeh.  is  freckle,  froak.  or  siaki, 
or  bis  onriTaU*d  panoiL  He  inspires 
Their  balmjr  odours,  and  imparts  their  hoes. 
And  bathes  iheir  eyes  with  nectar.— 
Happy  who  walU  with  hhn.         _ 

Cntptt. 

Come  to  the  woods,  my  boy! 
CSome  to  the  streams  and  bowery  dingfes  ibrtfai 
My  happy  child !  The  spirit  of  bright  hours 
Wooes  us  in  every  wind ;  fresh  wild-leaf  scents 
From  thickets  where  the  lonely  stock-dove  broods. 
Enter  our  lattice ;  fitful  songs  of  joy 
Float  in  with  each  soft  current  of  the  air; 
And  we  will  hear  their  summons;  we  will  give 
One  day  to  flowers,  and  sunshine,  and  glad 

thoughts, 
And  thou.shalt  revel  'midst  free  nature's  wealth, 
And,  &a  thy  mother,  twine  wild  wreaths;  while 

she 
From  thy  delight,  wins  to  her  own  fond  heart 
The  vernal  ecstasy  of  childhood  back  :— 
Come  to  the  woods,  my  boy ! 
What!  wouldst  thou  lead  alraady  to  the  path 
Along  the  copsewood  brook?  Come  then !  in  truth 
Meet  playmate  for  a  child,  a  blessed  child. 
Is  a  p^lad  singing  stream,  heard,  or  unheard, 
Bin^mg  its  melMy  of  happiness 
Amidst  the  reeds,  and  bounding  in  free  gnLoe 
To  that  sweet  chime^ — ^With  what  a  sparkling  life 
It  fiUs  the  shadowy  dingle!  now  the  wing 
Of  some  low-skimming  swallow  shakes  bright 

spray 
Forth  to  the  sunshine  from  its  dimpled  wave ; 
Now,  from  some  pool  of  crystal  darkness  deep, 
Thd  trout  springs  upward,  with  a  showery  gleam. 
And  plashing  sound  of  waters.  What  swift  rings 
Of  mazy  insects  o'er  the  shallow  tide 
Seem,  as  they  glance,  to  scatter  sparks  of  light 
From  bumish'd  films !  And  mark  yon  silvery  line 
Of  gossamer,  so  tremulously  hung 
Across  the  narrow  current,  from  the  tuft 
Of  hazels  to  the  hoary  popkur's  bough ! 
See,  in  the  air'*  transparence,  how  it  w 


Quivering  and  glistening  with  each  fiiiniest  gale^ 
Yet  breaking  not — a  bridge  for  fiury  shapes. 
How  delicate,  how  wondrous ! 

Yes !  my  boy ! 
Well  ma^  we  take  the  stream's  bright  winding 

vem 
Our  woodland  guide,  lor  He  who  made  the  stream 
Made  it  a  clue  to  haunts  of  loveliness. 
For  ever  deepening.    O,  forget  him  not, 
Dear  child !  that  airy  gladness  which  thou  ieel'i# 
Wafting  thee  after  bird  end  butterfly. 
As  't  were  a  breeze  within  thee,  is  not  less 
Hi8  gift,  his  Messing  on  thy  spring.time  hours, 
Than  this  rich  outward  sunshine,  mantling  all 
The  leaves,  and  grass,  and  mossy  tinted  stones 
With  summer  glory.    Stay  thy  bounding  step, 
My  merry  wanderer !  let  us  rest  awhilo 
By  this  clear  pool,  .where,  in  the  shadow  flung 
from  alder  bouglis  and  osiers  o'er  its  breast, 
The  soft  red  of  the  flowering  willow-herb 
So  vividly  is  pictured.    Seems  it  not 
E'en  melting  to  a  more  transparent  glow 
In  that  pure  glass?    Oh!  beautiful  are  streams! 
And,  through  all  ages,  human  hearts  have  loved 
Their  music,  still  accordant  with  each  mood 
Of  sadness  or  of  joy.    And  love  hath  grown 
Into  vain  worship,  which  hath  left  its  trace 
On  sculptured  urn  and  altar,  gleaming  stifl 
Beneath  dim  olive-boughs,  by  many  a  fount 
Of  Italy  and  Greece.    But  we  will  take 
Our  lesson  e'en  from  erring  hearts,  which  bless'd 
The  river  Deities  or  fbtmtam  Nymphs 
For  the  cool  breeze,  and  for  the  freshening  shade, 
And  the  sweet  water's  tune.    The  One  supreme, 
The  all-sustaining,  ever-present  God, 
Who  dower'd  the  soul  with  immortality, 
Gave  also  the$e  delights,  to  cheer  on  earth 
Its  fleeting  passaf  e ;  therefore  let  us  greet 
ESach  wandering  flower-scent  as  a  boon  from  Him, 
Each  bird-note,  quivering  'midst  light  summer 

leaves. 
And  every  rich  celestial  tint  unnamed. 
Wherewith  transpierced,  the  clouds  of  mom  and 

eve 
Kindle  and  melt  away ! 

And  now^  in  love. 
In  gratefhl  thoughts  rejoicing,  let  us  bend 
Our  footsteps  onward  to  the  dell  of  flowers 
Around  the  ruin'd  mansion.    Thou,  my  boy. 
Not  yet,  I  deem,  hast  visited  that  lorn 
But  wvely  spot,  whose  loveliness  for  thee 
Will  wear  no  shadow  of  subduing  thoughtp— 
No  colouring  from  the  past.    This  way  our  path 
Winds  through  the  hazels ;— mark  how  brightly 

shoots 
The  dragon-fly  along  the  sunbeam's  line. 
Crossing  the  leafy  gloom.    How  fiiU  of  life. 
The  life  of  song,  and  breezes,  and  free  winga. 
Is  all  the  njurmuring  shade !  and  thine,  O  thim$ 
Of  all  the  brightest  and  the  happiest  here, 
My  blessed  child !  my  gift  of  God !  that  m«k'st 
My  heart  o'erflow  with  summer ! 
V  Hast  thou  twined 

Thy  wreath  so  soon !  yet  will  we  loiter  not. 
Though  here  the  bluebell  wave,  and  gorgeously 
Round  the  brown  twisted  roots  of  von  s'lathed  nas 
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heath-flower  epreeil  its  poipie. 
leare 

The  copec,  and  throof  h  yoD  Inroken  aveniie» 
SIiadowM  by  droopiDg  walnut  fcliage,  reach 
The  ruin'*  f  lade. 

And,  lo !  before  na,  &mt^ 
Yet  deaolate,  amidst  the  golden  day, 
It  atands,  that  house  of  ailenoe !  wedded  now 
To  verdant  nature  by  the  o'ermantliny  growth 
Of  lc«f  and  tendril,  which  food  woman's  hands 
Once  loved  to  train.    How  the  rich  wall-flower 


From  every  niche  and  mossy  cornice  floats, 
Embalming  its  deoa^ !  the  bee  alone 
Is  mormunng  from  its  casement,  whence  no  more 
Shall  the  sweet  eyes  of  laoffhing  children  shine, 
Watching  some  homeward  footstep.    See!   on- 
bound 
From  the  old  fretted  stone-work,  what  thick 

wreaths 
Of  jasmine,  borne  by  waste  exuberance  down. 
Trail  through  the  grass  their  gleaming  stars,  and 

load 
The  air  with  mournful  fi'agrance,  for  it  speaks 
Of  life  gon^e  hence ;  and  the  fiunt  southern  breath 
Of  myrtle  leaves  fhmi  yon  forsaken  porch. 
Startles  the  soul  with  sweetness !  yet  rich  knots 
Of  garden  flowers,  ftr  wandering,  and  self-sown 
Through  all  the  sunny  hoUow,  spread  around 
A  flush  of  youth  and  joy,  free  nature's  joy, 
Undimm'd  oy  human  chan^    How  kindly  here 
With  the  low  thyme  and  daisies,  they  have  blent ! 
And,  under  arches  of  wild  eglantine. 
Drooping  from  this  tall  elm,  how  strangely  seems 
The  frail  gumcistus  o*er  the  turf  to  snow 
Its  pearly  flower-leaves  down !— Go,  happy  boy ! 
Rove  thou  at  will  amidst  these  roving  sweeti. 
Whilst  I,  beside  this  fallen  diaUtone, 
Under  the  tall  moss-rose  tree,  long  unpruned. 
Rest  where  thick  clustering  pansies  weave  around 
Their  many-tinged  mosaic,  'midst  dark  grass. 
Bedded  like  jewels. 

He  hath  bounded  on. 
Wild  with  delight ! — ^The  crimson  on  his  cheek 
Purer  and  richer  e'en  than  that  which  lies 
In  this  deep-hearted  rose-cup !— Bright  moss-rose ! 
Though  not  so  lorn,  ^ct  surely,  gracious  tree ! 
Once  thou  wert  cherish'd !  and,  by  human  love, 
Tlirough  many  a  summer  duly  visited 
For  thy  bloom-offiurings,  which,  oW  ftstal  board. 
And  youthful  brow,  and  e'en  the  shaded  couch 
Of  long  secluded  sickness,  may  have  shed 
A  joy,  now  lost 

Yet  shall  there  still  be  joy, 
Where  God  hatu  pour'd  forth  beauty,  and  the  voice 
Of  human  love  shall  still  be  heard  in  praise 
Over  his  glorious  gifts ! — O  Father,  Lord! 
The  All-Beneficent !  I  bless  thy  name, 
That  thou  hast  mantled  the  green  earth  with 

flowers, 
Linking  our  hearts  to  nature!  By  the  love 
Of  their  wild  blosscmis,  our  young  footsteps  first 
Into  her  deep  recesses  are  beguiled. 
Her  minster  cells ;  dark  glen  and  fiirest  bower, 
WHiere,  thrilling  with  its  earliest  sense  of  thee, 
Ainidst  the  low  religious  wbispenngB 


And  shivery  leaf«sounds  of  the  solitude 
The  spirit  wakes  to  worshipb  and  is  made 
Tby  bving  temple.    Bj  the  breath  of  flowen. 
Thou  callest  us  from  city  tlirongs  and  cares, 
Back  to  the  woods,  the  birds,  the  mountaia 

streams, 
That  sing  of  Thee!  back  to  free  childhood's  heart 
Fresh  with  the  dews  of  tenderness !— Thou  biddV 
The  lilies  of  the  field  with  placid  smile 
Reprove  man's  feverish  strivings,  and  infuse 
Through  his  worn  soul  a  more  unworldly  lift, 
With  Uieir  soft  holy  brtath.  Thou  hast  not  left 
His  purer  nature,  with  its  fine  desires, 
Uncared  fiir  in  this  universe  of  thine ! 
The  glowing  rose  attests  it,  the  beloved 
Of  poet  hearts,  touch'd  by  their  fervent  dreams 
With  spiritual  light,  and  made  a  source 
Of  heaven-ascending  thoughts.    E'en  to  fiunt  age 
Thou  lend'st  the  vernal  bliss :— The  old  roan's  eye 
Falls  on  the  kindling  blossoms,  and  his  soul 
Remembers  youth  and  love,  and  hopefully 
Turns  unto  thee,  who  call'st  earth's  buricid  genne 
From  dust  to  splendour ;  as  the  mortal  seed 
Shall,  at  thy  summons,  from  the  grave  spring  up 
To  put  on  glory,  to  be  girt  with  power. 
And  fill'd  with  immortality.    Receive 
Thanks,  blessings,  love,  for  tliese,  thy  lavish  boons^ 
And,  most  of  aU,  their  heavenward  influenoes, 
O  Thou  that  gav'st  us  flowers ! 

Return,  my  boy. 
With  an  thy  chaplets  and  bright  bands,  return! 
See,  with  how  deep  a  crimson  eve  hath  toueh'd 
And  glorified  the  ruin !  glow-worm  light      i 
Will  twinkle  on  the  dew-drops,  ere  we  reach 
Our  home  again.    Come,  with  thy  last  sweet 

prayer 
At  thy  bless'd  mother's  knee,  to-night  shall  thanks 
Unto  our  Father  in  his  Heaven  arise. 
For  all  the  gladness,  all  the  beauty  shod 
O'er  one  ridi  day  of  flowers ! 


HYfifN  OF  THE  TRAVELLER'S  HOUSEHOLD 
ON  HIS  RETURN. 

IN  THK  OLDEN    TIMS. 


Jot  !  the  lost  one  is  restored! 
Sunshine  comes  to  hearth  and  boards 
From  the  far-off'  countries  old 
Of  the  diamond  and  red  gold : 
From  the  dusky  archer  Mnds, 
Reamers  of  the  fiery  sands ; 
From  the  desert  winds,  whose  breath 
Smites  with  sudden  silent  death; 
He  hath  reach'd  his  home  again. 

Where  we  sing 
In  thy  praise  a  fervent  strain, 

God  our  King! 

Mightiest!  unto  Thee  be  tum'd. 
When  the  noon-day  fiercest  burn*ds 
When  the  fountain  springs  wero  &r, 
And  the  sounds  of  Arab  war 
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Sweird  QfMn  the  raltry  blut, 
And  the  tandy  oolumna  net, 
Unto  Thee  he  cried!  and  Thou, 
Mereifhl!  didst  hear  hb  tow ! 
Therefore  unto  Thee  again 

Joy  shall  sinr. 
Many  a  sweet  and  thankful  stzmin, 

God  our  King! 

Thou  wert  with  him  on  the  main. 
And  the  snowy  mountain-chain, 
And  the  rivers,  dark  and  wide. 
Which  through  Indian  feieets  glide, 
Thou  didst  guard  him  from  the  wrath 
Of  the  Uon  m  his  path. 
And  the  arrows  on  the  breeie, 
And  the  dropping  poison-trecs ; 
Therefore  from  our  household  tniB 

Ott  shall  spring 
Unto  Thee  a  blessing  strain, 

God  our  King! 

Thou  to  his  lone  watching  wife 
Hast  brought  back  the  light  of  lifb! 
Thou  hast  spared  his  loving  child 
Home  to  greet  him  from  the  wikL 
Though  the  sons  of  eastern  skies 
On  his  cheek  have  set  their  dyes, 
Thouj^h  long  toils  and  skwpless  cares 
On  his  brow  have  blanch*d  the  hairs, 
Yet  the  night  of  fbar  is  flown. 
He  is  living  and  our  oivn ! — 
Brethren !  spread  his  festal  board. 
Hang  his  mantle  and  his  sword 
With  the  armour  on  the  wall. 
While  this  long,  kmg  siknt  hall 
Joyfblljr  doth  hear  again 

Voioe  and  string 
Swell  to  Thee  the  exulting  strain, 

Godour  King! 


A  PRAYER  OF  AFFECTION. 

BussiNos,  O  Father,  shower  !^ 
Father  of  mercies !  round  his  precious  head ! 
On  his  lone  walks  and  on  his  tnoughtfol  hour. 
And  the  pure  visions  of  his  midnight  bed. 

Blessings  be  shed ! 

Father !  I  pray  Thee  not 
For  earthly  treasure  to  that  most  beloved, 
Fame,  fortune,  powir}-*oh !  be  his  spirit  proved 
By  these,  or  by  their  absence,  at  Thy  will ! 
But  let  thy  peece  be  wedded  to  his  lot, 
Guarding  his  inner  life  from  touch  of  ill, 

Wiu  its  dove-pinion  stUl ! 

Let  such  a  sense  of  7*hee, 
Thy  watching  prcwenoo,  thy  sustaining  loVe, 
His  bosom  guest  inalienably  be. 

That  wheresoe*er  he  move, 

A  heavenly  light  serene 

Upon  his  heaxt  and  mien 


May  sit  undimmM !  a  gladness  rest  his  own, 
Unspeakable,  and  to  the  world  unknown ! 
Such  as  from  childhood's  morning  land  of 

RememberM  faintly,  gleams. 
Faintly  remember'd,  and  too  swiftly  flown ! 

So  let  him  walk  with  Thee, 

Made  by  Thy  spirit  free ; 
And  when  thou  cail*st  him  from  his  mortal  place 
To  his  last  hour  be  still  that  sweetness  given. 
That  joyful  trust !  and  brightly  let  him  part. 
With  lamp  dear  burning,  and  unlingering  hoarti 

Mature  to  meet  in  hoaven 

His  Saviour's  fkoe ! 


THE  PAINTER'S  LAST  WORK.* 


ClwpnM  a1i( 

or  hfr,  while  I  eu  fcel  tbf  d^r  earaa; 

And  whea  ihii  hewt  haUi  «MMd  to  bMl,  okl  ihUk. 

And  let  it  militate  thy  wue*e  eieeM, 

That  thou  hast  bceo  to  me  all  tandernea. 

And  frieofl  lo  mora  than  human  Trieiidihip  Joit— 

Oh !  by  that  ratroipeot  of  happioMa, 

And  hy  the  hope  vt  aa  immottal  irual, 

God  ahaJI  aMiage  thy  paoga  wheo  1  am  bid  ia  dual! 


The  tune  is  in  an  English  cottage.    The  hUiee 
opene  upon  a  iandeeape  at  euneeL 

EUGKNB— TkrKSA. 

7tfr€fa.    The  fever's  hue  hath  lefl  thy  cheek, 

beloved, 
Thine  eyes,  that  make  the  day^pring  in  my 

heart. 
Are  dear  and  still  once  more ! — ^wilt  thou  look 

forth? 
Now,  while  the  sunset,  with  low-strcaming  lighV— 
The  light  thou  lovcst — ^hath  made  tho  dm-wood 

stems 
An  burning  bronxe,  the  river  molten  gold ! 
Wilt  thou  be  raised  upon  thy  couch,  to  meet 
The  rich  air  fill'd  with  wandering  scents  and 

sounds? 
Or  shall  I  lay  thy  dear,  dear  head  once  more 
On  this  true  bosom,  lulling  thee  to  rest 
With  our  own  evening  hymn  Y 

Eugene.  Not  now,  deai  !ove^ 

My  soul  is  wakeful — ^linffering  to  look  forth. 
Not  on  the  sun,  but  thecl — Doth  the  light  sleep 
On  the  stream  tenderly  ? — and  are  the  stems 
Of  our  own  dm  trees,  by  its  alchemy. 
So  richly  changed  7  and  is  the  sweet-brier  scent 
Floating  around  7 — But  I  have  said  farcwdl. 
Farewell  to  earth,  Teresa ! — ^not  to  thee ; 
Nor  yet  to  our  deep  love,  nor  yet  awhile 
Unto  the  spirit  of  mine  art,  which  flows 
Back  on  my  soul  in  mastery^-One  last  work ! 
And  I  will  shrine  my  wealth  of  glowing  thoughts. 
Clinging  affections,  and  undying  ht.pcs, 
All,  all  m  that  memorial ! 


*Bugge»led  by  tho  clo*iiiir  Kane  in  the  Hie  of  the 

Bhke.  which  te  beauliruUy  raialed  hy  Allan  Uuooinshan 
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Tsremt.  Oh,  what  dream 

la  thia,  mine  own  Eogene  7— Waate  thou  notthua 
Xhy  acaree  Tetunuiig  atrength;  keep  thy  rich 

thoughu 
For  hafvpier  daya!  they  wiU  not  malt  awa^^ 
Like  paasinf  music  from  the  lute — dear  finend! 
Dearest  of  S'iends !  thoa  eanat  win  back  at  wiJl 
The  |^loriou3  visiona. 

Eugene,  Yea!  the  onaeen  land 

Of  glorioua  yiaiona  hath  aent  forth  a  ▼oice 
To  call  me  hence— Oh !  be  thou  not  deoeiTed! 
Bind  tcf  thy  heart  no  earthly  hope,  Tereia ! 
I  must,  muet  leave  thee !— i  et  bo  atrong,  my  love, 
As  thou  haat  still  been  gentle. 

Teresa.  O  Eugene ! 

What  will  this  dim  world  be  to  me,  Eugene ! 
When  wanting  thy  brisfht  soul,  the  life  of  all? 
My  only  sunshine  I — How  can  I  bear  on  ? 
How  eon  we  part?   We  that  have  loved  ao  well, 
With  clasping  spirits  link'd  so  long  by  grief^ 
By  tears,  by  prayer  ? 

Eugene.  E*cn  therefore  we  can  part 

With  an  immortal  trust  that  auch  high  lovo 
la  not  of  things  to  perish. 

Let  me  leave 
One  record  still  of  its  ethereal  flame 
Brightening  through  death's  cold  ahadow.   Once 

a^ain. 
Stand  with  thy  meek  handa  folded  on  thy  breast. 
And  eyes  half  veiled,  in  thine  own  aoul  absorb'd 
As  in  thy  watchings,  ere  I  sink  to  sleep ; 
And  I  will  give  the  bending  flowor-like  grace 
Of  that  soft  form,  and  the  still  sweetness  throned 
On  that  pale  brow,  and  in  that  Quivering  amila 
Of  voiceless  love,  a  life  that  shall  outlast 
Their  delicate  earthly  being.    There!  thy  head 
BowM  down  with  beauty,  and  witli  tenderness^ 
And  lowly  thought— even  thus — my  own  Teresa  1 
Oh!  the  quick  glancing  radiance  and  bright 

bloom 
That  once  around  thee  hung,  have  melted  now 
Into  more  solemn  li?ht — ^but  holier  far, 
And  dearer  and  yet  lovelier  in  mine  eyes. 
Than  all  that  summer  flush !    For  by  my  couch. 
In  patient  and  serene  dcvotedness. 
Thou  hast  made  those  rich  hues  and  sunny  smiles 
Thine  oficririg  unto  me.    Oh!  I  may  give 
Those  pensive  lips,  that  clear  Madonna  brow, 
And  the  sweet  earnestness  of  that  dark  eye, 
Unto  the  canvas ;— I  may  catch  the  flow 
Of  all  those  drooping  locks,  and  glonfy 
With  a  soft  halo  what  is  imaged  thus — 
But  how  much  rests  unbreathed!  my  faithful  one. 
What  thou  hast  been  to  me !    This'  bitter  world. 
This  cold  unanswerin^  wo^'^d,  that  hath  no  voice 
To  greet  the  gentle  spirit  that  drives  back 
All  birds  of  Eden,  which  would  sojourn  here 
A  little  while — how  have  I  tum*d  away 
From  its  keen  soulless  air,  and  in  thy  heart 
Found  ever  the  sweet  fountain  of  response, 
To  quench  my  thirst  for  homo ! 

The  dear  work  grows 
lieneatn  my  hand, — the  last ! 

TeretOf  (falling  on  hie  neck  in  teare.) 

Eugene,  Eugene ! 

Hrtak  not  my  heart  with  thine  excess  of  love ! — 


Oh !  must  I  lose  thee--4hon  that  haat  been  itill 
The  tenderest — ^besl^— 

Eugene.    Weep,  weep  not  thus,  beloved ! 
Let  my  true  heart  o*er  thine  retain  its  power 
Of  soothing  to  the  last!— Mine  own  Teren! 
Take  strength  from  strong  afiBection !— Let  our 

•ouia. 
Ere  this  brief  parting,  mingle  in  one  atnui 
Of  deep,  full  thanksgiving,  for  God*s  rich  boon— 
Our  perfect  lave  I — Oh !  blessed  have  we  been 
In  that  high  gift !  Thonsands  o'er  earth  may  pan 
With  hearts  unfreshen'd  by  the  heavenly  dew. 
Which  halh  kept  osrs  from  withering. — Kneel, 

true  wife! 
And  lay  thy  hands  in  mine.*- 

[She  Jhweb  betide  the  couch ;  he  prays. 
O,  thus  receive 
Thy  childMn's  thanks.  Creator !  for  the  love 
Which  thou  hast  granted,  through  all  earthly 

woes, 
To  spread  heaven's  peace  aroond  them;  whieh 

halh  bound 
Their  spirits  to  each  other  and  to  thee, 
With   lidks   whereoii   nnkindnesa   ne*er  halh 

iHvathed, 
Nor  wandering  thought  We  thank  thee,  gracioaa 

God! 
For  all  its  tnasored  memories!  tender  cares, 
Fond  worda,  bright,  bright  soataining  look%  aw 

changed 
Through  tearaand  j^.    O  Father !  most  of  all 
We  thank,  we  bless  Thee,  for  the  priceless  tmat 
Through  Thy  redeeming  Son  vouchsafed,  to  thoaa 
That  love  in  Thee,  of  union,  in  Thy  sifht, 
And  in  Thy  heaven's,  immortal! — Hear  our 

prayer ! 
Take  home  our  fond  afiectiona,  purified 
To  spirit-radiance  from  all  eartiily  stain ; 
Exalted,  solenmized,  made  fit  to  dwell. 
Father !  where  all  things  that  are  lovely  meet 
And  all  things  that  are  pnro— ^flxr  evermore, 
With  Thee  and  Thine  I 


MOTHER'S  LITANY  BY  THE  SICK-BED 
OF  A  CHILD. 


Saviocii  that  of  woman  bom, 
Mother-sorrow  didst  not  scorn. 
Thou  witli  whose  last  ansiiish  strove 
One  dear  thought  of  oar&ly  love; 
Hear  and  aid ! 

Low  he  lies,  my  precious  chiki. 
With  his  spirit  wandering  wild 
From  its  gladsome  tasks  and  play. 
And  its  bright  thoughts  far  away :— • 
Saviour,  aid ! 

Pam  sits  heavy  on  his  brow,   . 
E'en  though  slumber  seal  it  now ; 
Round  his  lip  is  quivering  strife, 
In  his  hand  unquiet  life ; 

Aid,  oh!  aid! 
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Savioar!  looie  the  bnnuDg  chtin 
From  hii  fever'd  heart  ^d  brain, 
Give,  oh !  give  his  young  tool  back 
Into  its  own  ckmdless  track ! 

Hear  and  aid ! 

Thou  that  said'st,  *^  awake,  ttri$e  T 
E*en  when  death  had  qoencb'd  the  eyes, 
In  this  hour  of  griePs  deep  sighing. 
When  o'erweahed  hope  i>  dying ! 
Hear  and  aid ! 

Yet,  nh  I  make  him  thine,  all  thine, 
Saviour !  whether  I>eath'a  or  mine  I 
Yet,  oh !  pour  on  human  love, 
Strength,  trust,  patience,  from  above  t 
Hear  and  aid ! 


NIGHT  HYMN  AT  SEA- 

;  WOUM  WRITTKIC    lOR  A   MELOOT  BT  FELTON, 

NwHT  sinks  on  the  wave. 

Hollow  gusbi  are  sighing, 
Soapbirds  to  their  cave 

Through  the  gloom  are  flying. 
Oh !  should  storms  come  sweepmg 
Thoo,  in  Heaven  unsleeping. 
O'er  thy  children  vigil  keepmg. 

Hear,  hear,  and  save! 

Stars  look  o*er  the  sea,  » 

Few,  and  sad,  and  shrouded ! 
Faith  our  light  must  be. 

When  all  else  is  ckNided. 
Thou,  whose  voice  came  thrilling. 
Wind  and  billow  stilling. 
Speak  once  more !  our  prayer  fulfilling*- 

Power  dwells  with  Thee ! 


FEMALE  CHARACTERS  OF  SCRIPTURE. 
A  BBRIE8  OF  SONNETS. 


Yoor  tent!  are  deiolata ;  your  ilatalr  ttapi, 
or  all  Ihair  ehorai  daneca,  have  not  laft 
Ona  tra«e  baaida  Um  foantalM't  fotu  rnU  ««p 
or  f  ladaaaa  and  or  tmnbliaf  ,  aaek  aliU 
li  brokeo :  yet  amidat  undyiof  thinsa. 
Tha  nlnd  aiill  kaepa  your  lovalioaaa,  and  atiU 
All  tha  ftaab  gloriaa  or  tbo  aariy  world 
Hans  roDod  you  in  tha  apiril'a  pictorad  htlli 


L 

nrvocATioff. 
As  the  tired  voyager  on  stormy  seas 

Invokes  the  coming  of  bright  birds  from  shore, 
To  vyafl  him  tidings  with  the  gentler  breeze, 

Of  dim  sweet  woods  that  hear  no  billows*  roar ; 

So  from  the  depths  of  days,  when  earth  yet 

84 


Her  solemn  beauty  and  primeval  dew, 

I  call  you, gracious  Forms !  Oh!  come,  restoM 
Awhile  that  holy  freshness,  and  renew 
Life's  momm^  dreams.    Come  wiUi  the  voic% 
the  lyre. 
Daughters  of  Judah!  with  the  timbrel  rise! 
Ye  of  the  dark  prophetic  eastern  eyes, 
Imperial  in  their  visionary  fire ; 
Oh !  steep  my  soul  in  that  old  glorious  time. 
When  God*8  own  whisper  ahSok  the  cedars  of 
your  clime ! 

II. 

OrVOCATION    OONTINUXO. 

And  come,  ye  fiuthfiil!  round  Messiah  seen. 
With  a  soft  harmony  of  toars  and  li^ht 

Streaming  through  all  your  spiritual  mien. 
As  in  calm  clouds  of  pearly  stillness  bright. 
Showers  weave  with  sunshine,  and  transpieroB 
their  slight 

Ethereal  cradle. — From  your  heart  subdued 
All  haughty  dreams  of  power  had  wing*d  their 
flight. 

And  left  high  place  for  martvr  fortitude. 

True  fiiith,  long  suffering  love.~-Come  to  me, 
come! 
And  as  the  seas  beneath  your  master's  tread 
Fell  into  crystal  smoothness,  round  him  spread 

Like  the  dear  pavement  of  his  heavenly  home ; 
So  in  your  presence,  let  the  soul's  great  deep 
Sink  to  the  gentleness  of  infant  sleep. 

in. 

THE  BONO  or  MIRIAll. 

A  song  lor  Israel's  God! — Spear,  crest,  and  helm, 

Lay  by  the  billows  of  the  old  Red  Sea« 
When  Miriam's  voice  o'er  that  sopulch  al  realm 

Sent  on  the  blast  a  hynm  of  jubilee ; 
With  her  lit  eye,  and  long  hair  floating  firee. 

Queen-like  she  stood,  and  glorious  was  tht 
strain. 
E'en  IB  instinct  with  the  tempestnous  glee 

Of  the  dark  v^aters,  tossing  o'er  the  slain. 
A  song  for  Grod's  own  victory ! — O,  thy  lays,  • 

Bright  Poesy !  wore  holy  in  their  birth  i~^ 
How  hath  it  died,  thy  seraph  note  of  praise. 

In  the  bewildering  melodies  of  earth ! 
Return  from  troubling  bitter  founts — ^return, 
Back  to  the  lifo-springs  of  thy  native  um ! 

IV. 


The  plume-Uke  swaying  of  the  anbum  com. 
By  soft  winds  to  a  dreamy  inoti<m  frnu'd. 

Still  brings  me  back  thine  image— Oh !  forloni« 
Yet  not  forsaken,  Ruth !— I  see  thee  stand 
Lone,  'midst  the  gUidness  of  the  harvest  band 

Lone  as  a  wood-bird  on  the  ocean's  foam, 
Fall'n  in  its  weariness.    Thy  ftther-land 

Smiles  for  away!  yet  to  the  sense  of  home. 
That  finest,  purest,  which  can  recogniie 
Home  in  affection's  glance,  for  ever  true 

Beats  thy  calm  heart;  and  if  thy  gentle  eyos 
Gleam  tremulous  throu^jh  tears,'!  is  not  to  ma 
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ThoM  words,  immortal  in  their  doep  Lofo't  tone« 
•  Thy  people  mudtkyChd  ehaU  he  mku  monr 


rsiM  TioiL  or  eupab. 

**  And  RovAh.  tte  davfhiw  of  Awk.  kMk  nckdolk,  ■ad 

«Mf«Ml  It  fiir  har  Bpon  the  raek.  firon  Um  batimiMC  oT  karv«ft 
voUl  water  dropped  apoo  them  oot  oT  heaTea;  ud  luffcrad 
MithM  the  birde  of  the  lir  to  reA  m  item  bf  day.  oor  Um 
beaMsef  the  Aald  by  ■ichL**-«  Sem.  uL  Mk 

\Vbo  watches  on  the  monntain  with  the  dead. 
Alone  before  the  awfUneea  of  night  7 — 
A  Boer  awaiting  the  deep  rairit'a  might? 
A  warrior  guarding  some  dark  pass  of  dread  7 
No,  a  lorn  woman! — On  her  drooping  head, 
Onoe  proadlj  graoefiil,  heavy  beats  the  rain : 
She  recks  not — ^Uving  (or  the  imburied  slain. 
Only  to  scare  the  vulture  from  their  bed 
80,  night  by  night,  her  vigil  bath  she  kept 
With  the  pale  stars,  and  with  the  dews  hatli 
wept;— 
Oh !  surely  some  bright  Presence  from  above 
On  those  wild  rocks  the  lonely  one  must  aid ! — 
R*en  so;  a  strengthener  through  all  storm  and 


Th*  unconquerable  Angel,  mightieet  Love! 

VL 

THC  acTLT  or  Tm  sauifAiirnB  womam. 

**Aad  ahe  aoiwerad.  IdwsO  soMMf  sloa  ova  pvipla.**- 

"  I  dwell  among  mine  own.** — Oh!  happy  thou ! 

Not  for  the  simny  clusters  of  the  vine. 
Nor  for  the  olives  on  the  moimtain's  brow ; 
Nor  the  flocks  wandering  by  the  flowery  line 
Of  streams,  that  make  Uie  green  land  where 
they  shine 
Laugh  to  the  light  of  watera—not  fiir  these, 
Nor  the  soft  shadow  of  ancestral  trees. 
Whose  kindly  whisper  floats  o*er  thee  and 
thinfr— 
Oh'  not  for  tkeee  I  call  thee  richly  blest. 
But  for  the  meekness  of  thy  woman*s  breast. 
Where  tliat  sweet  depth  of  still  contentment 
lies; 
And  tor  thy  holy  household  love,  which  dings 
Unto  all  ancient  and  fluniliar  things. 
Weaving  from  each  some  link  for  liome*s  dear 
dtarities. 

VIL 
m  ANinnfciATioii* 

Lowliest  of  women,  and  most  glorified! 

In  thy  still  beauty  sitting  calm  and  lone, 
A  brightness  round  thee  grew-— and  by  thy  side 

Kindling  the  air,  a  form  ethereal  slrane, 

Solemn,  yet  breathing  ^tdnem*    From  her 
throne 
A  queen  liad  risen  with  more  Imperial  eye, 
A  stately  prophetess  of  victory^ 

From  her  proud  lyre  had  stmek  a  tempest's 


for  sueh  high  tidings  as  to  thee  wore  bmghl, 
aiosen  of  Ilcaven!  thai  hov:-— baft  tbeu^O 


thou! 


E*en  as  a  flower  «rith  gracious  rains  o*erftnngfat 
Thy  virgin  head  beneath  its  crown  didst  bow 
And  take  to  thy  mbek  breast  th*  all  holy  word« 
And  own  thysdf  the  hrnndmrnid  ef  ihe  Lord, 

VIIL 
rsiM  soNO  or  tbs  tiboim. 
Yet  as  a  sun-burst  flushing  mountain  snow, 

Fell  the  celestial  touch  of  fire.cre  tong 
On  the  pole  stillness  of  thy  thou^htflil  brow. 

And  thy  calm  spirit  ligntenM  mto  song. 

Unconsciously  perchance,  yet  free  and  ^troag 
Flow'd  the  majestic  joy  of  tuneful  words, 

Which  living   harps  the  choin   of  Hearen 
among 
Might  well  have  link*d  with  then  divinest  chords 
FuD  many  a  strain,  borne  far  on  glory's  blast. 
Shall  leave,  where  once  its  haughty  music  pass'd. 

No  more  to  memory  than  a  reed*B  fidnt  sigh ; 
While  thine,  O  childlike  virgin !  through  all  time 
Shall  send  its  fervent  breath  o*er  every  dime, 

Being  of  God,  and  therefore  not  to  die. 

IX. 

TBI  FDniSNT  ANOINTINO  CHaXBT*S  nVT. 

There  was  a  moumflilness  in  angd  eyes. 

That  saw  thee,  woman !  bright  in  this  worlds 
train. 
Moving  to  pleasure's  airy  melodies. 

Thyself  the  idol  of  the  enchanted  strain. 

But  from  thy  beauty's  garhnd,  brief  and  vain. 
When  one  by  one  the  rose-leaves  had  been  torn. 

When  thy  heart's  core  had  quiver'd  to  the  pain 
Throujfh  every  life-nerve  sent  by  arrowy  scorn ; 
When  thou  didst  kneel  to  poor  sweet  odours  forth 

On  the  Redeemer's  foot,  with  many  a  sigh. 
And  showering  tear-drop,  of  yet  richer  worth 

Than  all  those  costly  balms  of  Araby ; 
Then  was  there  joy,  a  song  of  joy  in  Heaven, 
For  thee,  the  child  won  £u:k,  the  penitent  fot- 
givon! 

X. 

MAtLY  AT  TBI  PER  OT  CHRIST. 

Oh!  blest  beyond  all  daughters  of  tho  earth! 

What  were  the  Orient's  thrones  to  that  low  seat 
Where  thy  hush'd  spirit  drew  cdestial  birth  7 

Maij !  moek  listener  at  the  Saviour's  feet! 

No  ttverish  cares  to  that  divine  retreat 
Thv  woman's  heart  of  silent  worship  broughti 

But  a  fi«sh  chiklhood,  heavenly  truUi  to  meet 
With  love,  and  wonder,  and  submissive  thought 
Oh!  for  the  holy  ouietof  thy  breast, 

'Midst  the  world's  eager  tones  and  footsteps 
flying! 

Then,  whose  calm  soul  was  like  a  weQ-spring 
lymp 
80  deep  and  still  in  its  transparent  rest. 
That  e*ea  when  noontide  burns  upon  the  hills, 
Some  one  bright  solemn  star  aU  its  knM  mitror  filU 

XL 

OF  BnvANT  Arm  Tint  ifuiv  4V 

iJkZABUS. 

One  grid;  one  foith,  O  sisters  of  the  dee4! 
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WiB  in  TOUT  bojomi    thou,  wbosa  fteps,  made 
fleet 
By  keen  hope  fluttering  in  the  heart  which  bled. 

Bore  thee  as  winga,  the  I^ord  of  Life  to  greet ; 

And  thou,  that  duteoiu  in  thy  atill  retreat 
Didst  wait  his  summons  then  with  reverent  lore 

Fall  weepinff  at  the  blest  Deliverer's  feet. 
Whom  e'en  to  neavenly  tears  th^  woe  coold  move. 
And  which  to  Him,  ihd  All  Seemg  and  All  Just, 
Was  loveliest,  that  quick  aeal,  or  lowli^  trust? 
Oh !  question  not,  and  let  no  law  be  given 

To  those  unveiling  of  its  deepest  shrine. 

By  the  wrong  spirit  made  in  outward  sign : 
Free  service  frran  the  heart  is  all  in  all  to  Heaven. 

^    .      XIL 

TBB  MZMOaiAL  OF  MAftT. 
"Verilr  I  Mf  unto  you.  wlMmoevw  tUi  gocpd  riitO  M 


wooian  haih  doM.  be  told  for  a  oMowrid  of  hm***^M&ttktm, 
uTi.  13.— 8ae  aho  Jakn,  au  3. 

Thou  hast  thy  record  in  the  monarch's  hall; 

And  on  the  waters  of  the  ftr  mid  sea ; 
And  where  the  miffhty  moontain-ehadows  fijl. 

The  Alpine  hanuet  keeps  a  thought  of  thee : 

Where'er,  beneath  some  Oriental  tree, 
Tlie  Christian  traveUer  rests — where'er  the  child 

Looks  upward  from  the  English  mother's  knee. 
With  earnest  eyes  in  wondering  reverence  mild. 
There  art  thou  known— where'er  the  Book  of 

Light 
Dears  hope  and  healing,  there,  beyond  all  Uight, 

Is  borne  thy  memory,  and  all  praise  above ; 
Oh !  say  what  deed  so  lifted  thy  sweet  name, 
Mary!  to  that  pore  silent  ]Jace  of  ftme T 

One  lowly  offering  of  exceeding  love. 

XIIL 

TBX  WOMCC  or  JKRUSAUCM  AT  THK  CBOSI. 

Like  those  pale  stars  of  tempest  honn,  wboae 
gleam 
Waves  calm  and  constant  on  the  rocking  mast. 
Such  by  the  Cross  doth  your  bright  lingering 

Daughters  of  Zion!  faithful  to  the  last ! 

Ye,  through  the  darkness  o'er  the  wide  earth 
east 
By  the  death-cloud  within  the  Savioor^s  eve, 

E'en  till  away  the  heavenly  spirit  paas'd. 
Stood  in  the  shadow  of  his  agony.  "^ 

O  blessed  &ith  I  a  guiding  hunp,  that  hour. 
Was  lit  for  woman's  heart ;  to  her,  whose  dower 

Is  all  of  love  and  sufl^ing  from  her  birth ; 
Still  hath  ^our  act  a  voice— through  fear,  through 

Bidding  her  bind  each  tendril  of  her  life, 
To  that  ^eh  her  deep  soul  bath  profed  of  holiest 
worth* 

XIV. 

■AftV  HAOnAUENB  AT  THK  tKnUMMM, 

Weejpor !  to  thee  how  bright  a  mom  was  given 
After  thy  lonr,  long  vigil  of  despair, 

'When  thn  high  voice  which  burial  rocks  had 
riven, 
Thiifl*d  with  immortal  toDea  the  silent  air ! 


Never  did  clarion's  royal  blast  declare 
Such  tale  of  victory  to  a  breathless  crowd, 

.  As  the  deep  sweetness  of  one  word  could  bear. 
Into  thy  heart  of  hearts,  O  woman !  bow'd 
By  strong  afiection's  anguish !— one  low  word— 
''JlliBry.''*^and  all  £e  triumph  wnmg  fhmi 
death 

Was  thus  revoal'd !  and  thou,  that  so  hadst  err'd, 
So  wept  and  been  forgiven,  in  trembling  ikith 
Didst  cast  thee  down  before  th'  all-oonqucring 
Son, 
Awed  by  the  mighty  gift  tliy  tears  and  love  had 
won! 

XV. 

MART  MAODALENS  BKARINO  TIDINOS  OT  TVB 
RBBUHKBCTION. 

"Then  was  a  task  of  glory  all  thine  own. 

Nobler  than  e'er  the  still  small  voice  assign'd 
To  lips  in  awful  music  making  known 
The  stormy  splendours  of  some  prophet's  mind. 
**  Christ  is  ansen !"  by  thee  to  wake  mankind. 
First   from   the   sepulchre   thoee  words  were 
brought! 
Thou  wert  to  send  the  mighty  rushing  wind 
First  on  its  way,  with  those  high  tidings  £augfat— 
**  Chritt  hat  arisen  P* — Thou,  lAeu,  the  sin  en 

thrall'd. 
Earth's  outcast,  Heaven's  own  ransom'd  one,  wert 

call'd 
In  human  hearts  to  give  that  rapture  birth ; 
Oh!  raised  firom  shame  to  brightness! — them 

doth  lie 
The  tenderest  meaning  of  Hts  ministry. 
Whose  undespairing  love  still  own'd  the  spirits 
worth. 


THE  TWO  MONUMENTS. 


Oh!  Mart  are  ther  wIk>  Uto  and  die  Uk«  "hko.** 
LoTid  with  wch  lovo,  asd  with  weh  lonow  nw 


Bannirs  hung  drooping  fimn  on  high 
In  a  dim  cathedral's  nave, 

Making  a  gorgeous  canopy 
O'er  a  noUe,  noUe  grave ! 

And  a  marble  warrior's  form  beneath. 
With  helm  and  crest  array'd. 

As  on  his  battle  bed  of  death. 
Lay  in  their  crimson  shade. 

Triumph  yet  linger'd  in  his  eye, 
Ere  by  the  dark  night  seal'd. 

And  his  head  was  pillow'd  haughtily 
On  standard  and  on  shield. 

And  shadowing  that  proud  trophy  pile 
With  the  glory  of  his  wing. 

An  eagle  8at^->yet  secm'd  tiM  while 
Fanting  through  Heaven  to  spring. 
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He  sat  apon  a  shiver'd  lance. 

There  by  the  sculptor  bound; 
But  in  the  light  of  his  lifted  glance 

Was  that  which  soomM  the  grouuL 

And  a  burning  flood  of  gem-like  hoes 

From  a  storied  window  pour*d. 
There  fcU,  there  centred,  to  sofiiisa 

The  conqueror  and  his  sword. 

A  flood  of  hues! — ^but  one  rich  dye 

0*er  all  supremely  spread, 
With  a  purple  robe  of  royalty 

Mantling  the  mighty  dead. 

Meet  was  that  robe  far  kim  whose  name 

Was  a  trumpet  note  in  war. 
His  pathway  still  the  march  of  ftme, 

His  eye  the  battle  star. 

Rut  faintly,  tenderly  was  thrown 
From  the  colour*d  light  one  .ray, 
here  a  low  and  pale  memorial  stone 
By  the  couch  of  glory  lay. 

/sw  were  the  fond  words  chiseUM  thert^ 

Mourning  for  parted  worth ; 
But  the  yery  heart  of  love  and  prayer 

Had  giyen  their  sweetness  fivth. 

They  spoke  of  one  whose  life  had  been 

As  a  hidden  streamlet's  course, 
Bearing  on  health  and  joy  unseen. 

From  its  clear  mountain  source ; 

Whose  young  pure  memory,  lying  deep, 

*Midst  rock,  and  wood,  and  hill. 
Dwelt  in  the  homes  where  poor  men  sleeps* 

A  soft  light  meek  and  still : 

Whose  gentle  yoioe,  too  early  oaII*d 

Unto  Music^s  land  away, 
Had  won  for  God  the  earth's  enthralled. 

By  words  of  silvery  sway. 

These  were  hia  yictories— yet  enroU'd 

In  no  high  song  of  ftme, 
The  pastor  of  the  mountain^fbld 

Left  but  to  Heaven  his  name. 

To  Heaven  and  to  the  peasant's  hearth, 

A  blessed  household  sound — 
And  finding  lowly  love  on  earth. 

Enough,  enough  hefouid! 


THE  MEMORY  OF  THE  DEAD 


Bright  and  more  bright  beifara 

That  sainted  image  still; 
Till  one  sweet  moonlight  memo 

The  regal  fime  to  fiH 

Oh !  how  my  silent  spirit  tomM 
From  those  proud  trophies  nigh; 

How  mj  full  heart  withm  me  buni*d 
Like  Hhn  to  live  and  die ! 


me  g]eam*d 
'd 


FoaoET  them  not !  thongh  now  their 

Be  but  a  mournful  sound. 
Though  by  the  hearth  its  utterance  daim 

A  stillness  round : 

Though  ibr  tkcir  sake  this  earth  no  mora 

As  it  hath  been,  may  be, 
And  shadows,  never  mark*d  before, 

Brood  o'er  each  tree : 

And  though  their  image  dim  the  sky. 

Yet,  yet,  forget  them  not ! 
Nor,  where  their  love  and  life  went  by, 

Forsake  the  spot ! 

They  have  a  breathing  influence  tharo^ 
A  charm  not  elsewhere  found; 

8ad---yet  it  sanctifies  the  air, 
The  stream,  the  ground. 

Then,  though  the  wind  an  alter*d  tone 
Through  the  young  foliage  bear. 

Though  every  flower,  of  something  goiM, 
A  tinge  may  wear : 

Ob,  fly  it  not! — no/mttfest  grief 

Thus  in  their  presence  folt, 
A  record  links  to  every  leaf, 

There,  where  they  dwdt 

Still  trace  the  path  which  knew  their  tread, 
Still  tend  their  garden  bower. 

Still  commune  with  the  holy  dead, 
In  each  lone  hour. 

The  holy  dead !— oh !  blest  we  are, 

Tm,  we  may  call  them  so. 
And  to  their  image  look  afar. 

Through  all  our  woe! 

Blest  that  the  thiflgs  they  loved  on  earth 

As  relics  we  may  hold. 
That  wake  sweet  thoughts  of  parted  Ivorth 

By  springs  untold ! 

Blest,  that  a  deep  and  chastening  power 
Thus  o*cr  our  souls  is  given. 

If  but  to  bird,  or  song,  or  flower. 
Yet,  all  for  Heaven. 


*T^5t  had  be  Mm  in  hutt  where  poor  men  lie. 


ANGEL  VISITS. 

Mo  SMrooT  Ulk  whore  Odd  or  aiifel  gusil 
With  naa.  aa  with  hie  frieod,  fusUiar  eaad 
To  tit  iiiduli6at,  aod  with  btm  paitaha 
Boral  repeat. 

Are  ye  for  over  to  your  skies  departed? 

Oh!  will  ye  visit  this  dim  world  no  moraT 
Ye,  whose  brie^ht  wings  a  solemn  splendour  darted 

"niough  Eden's  fr^  end  flowering  sliades  of 
yore? 
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Now  are  the  feimtaiiifl  dried  on  that  sweet  spot, 
And  ye-— our  faded  earth  beholds  jou  not ! 

Yet,  by  your  shining  eyes  not  all  forsaken^ 
Man  wandor'd  from  nis  Paradise  away ; 

Ve,  from,  fbr^tfulness  his  heart  to  waken. 
Came  down,  high  guests  I  in  many  a  later  day, 

^\nd  with  the  Patriarchs,  under  vine  or  oak, 

'Midst  noontide  calm  or  hush  of  eyening,  spoke. 

Fr  im  you,  the  Teil  of  midnight  darkness  rending. 
Came  the  rich  mysteries  to  the  Sleeper's  eye. 

That  saw  your  hosts  ascending  and  descending 
On  those  bright  steps  between  the  earth  and 
sky; 

Trembling  he  woke,  and  bow'd  o'er  glory's  trace. 

And  worshipp'd,  awe-etruck,  in  that  rearful  place. 

By  Chebar's*  brook  ye  pass'd,  such  radiance 
wearing 

As  mortal  vision  mi^ht  but  ill  endure ; 
Along  Uie  stream  the  hving  chariot  bearing. 

With  its  high  crystal  arch,  intensely  pure  I 
And  the  dread  rushing  of  your  winpps  that  hour, 
Was  like  the  noise  of  waters  in  their  power. 

But  in  the  Olive  mount,  by  night  appearing, 
'Midst  the  dim  leaves,  your  hohest  work  was 
done! 
Whose  was  the  voice  that  came  divinely  cheering. 
Fraught  with  the  breath  of  God,  to  aid  his 
Son?— 
Haply  of  those  that,  on  the  moon-lit  plains, 
Walled  good  tidings  unto  Syrian  swains. 

Yet  one  more  task  was  yours !  your  heavenly 
dwelling 
Ye  left,  and  by  th'  unseal'd  sepulchral  stone. 
In  glorious  raiment,  sat ;  tho  weepers  telling. 
That  He  they  sought  had  triumph'd,  and  was 
gone! 
Now  have  ye  left  us  for  the  brighter  shore. 
Your  presence  lights  the  lonely  groves  no  more. 

But  may  ye  not,  unseen,  around  us  hover, 
Witli  gentle  promptings  and  sweet  influence 
yet. 
Though  the  fr^sh  glory  of  those  days  be  over. 
When,  'midst  the  palm-trees,  man  your  foot- 
steps met  7 
Are  ye  not  near  when  faith  and  hope  rise  high. 
When  love,  by  strength,  o'ermasters  agony  7 

Are  ^e  not  near  when  sorrow,  unrepining, 
Yields  up  life's  treasures  unto  Him  who  gave  7 

When  martyrs,  all  things  fi)r  his  sake  resigning. 
Lead  on  the  march  of  death,  serenely  brave  7 

Dreams ! — ^but  a  deeper  thought  our  souls  may 

One,  One  is  near—a  spirit  holier  still ! 


9A 


•EwkM.Rhap 
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A  PENITENT'S  RETURN. 


Can  guiH  or  mknnr  ever  eoter  here  1 
Ah !  DO,  thetpirit  of  doroeatie  peace, 
Tbongb  calm  and  gentle  aa  the  broodinr  dove 
And  ever  mannuriDf  forth  a  quiet  ■oos. 
Gaarda,  powerfal  as  the  iword  of  Cherubim, 
The  haliowM  Porch.   She  bath  a  heavenly  amiie, 
That  itaka  into  the  raUen  aoul  of  vice. 
And  wine  him  o'er  to  virtue. 


Mr  father's  house  once  more 
In  its  own  moonlight  beauty !    Yet  around, 
Something  amidst  the  dewy  calm  profound, 

Broods,  never  markM  before  I 

Is  it  the  brooding  night. 
Is  it  the  shivery  creeping  on  the  air. 
That  makes  the  home,  so  tranquil  and  so  &ir, 

O'erwhelming  to  my  sight  7 

All  solemnized  it  seems. 
And  still,  and  darkcn'd  in  each  time-worn  hue, 
Since  the  rich  clustering  roses  met  my  view, 

As  now,  by  star^  gleams. 

And  this  high  elm,  where  last 
I  stood  and  linger'd — where  my  sisters  made 
Our  mother's  bower — I  deem'ci  not  that  it  cast 

So  far  and  dark  a  shade ! 

How  spirit-like  a  tone 
Sighs  through  yon  tree !    My  fiither*s  place  was 

there. 
At  evening  hours,  while  soft  winds  waved  his  haii , 

Now  those  gray  locks  are  gone ! 

My  soul  grows  fainj  with  fear ; 
Even  ss  if  angel  steps  had  mark'd  the  sod. 
I  tremble  where  I  move — ^the  voice  of  God 

Is  in  the  foliage  here ! 

Is  it  indeed  the  night 
That  makes  my  home  so  awful?    Faitlilesi- 

.   hearted! 
'T  is  that  from  thine  own  bosom  hath  departed 

The  inborn  gladd'uing  light ! 

No  outward  thing  is  changed; 
Only  the  joy  of  purity  is  fled, 
And,  long  from  nature's  melodies  estranged. 

Thou  hear'st  their  tones  witli  dread. 

Tlierefbre,  the  calm  abode. 
By  thy  dark  spirit,  is  o'erhung  with  shade  • 
And,  therefore,  in  the  leaves,  the  voice  of  God, 

Makes  thy  sick  heart  afraid ! 

The  night-flowers  round  that  door 
Still  breathe  pure  firagrance  on  the  untamlcd  aa 
Thou,  thou  alone  art  worthy  now  no  moro 

To  pass,  and  rest  thee  there 
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And  must  I  turn  away? — 
Hark,  hark ! — ^it  is  mj  mother^s  voice  1  hear — 
Sadder  than  once  it  Boem*d — yet  soft  and  dear- 
Doth  ihe  not  Mem  to  pray  7 

My  name ! — I  caught  the  sound ! 
9h .  blessed  tone  of  lore — ^the  deep,  the  mild — 
Motlier,  my  mother !  now  receive  thy  child, 

Take  back  the  lost  and  found ! 


A  THOUGHT  OF  PARADISE. 


We  receive  but  what  we  fire. 
And  in  oar  lift  elooe  does  nature  live ; 
Oun  ia  Iter  woddiof  RamwDt.  oura  lier  ahroud. 
And  wrould  we  auitht  beliokl  of  hif  her  worth 
Than  that  inanimate  cold  world  allow'd 
To  the  poor,  loveie«,  ever-anxious  crowd ; 
Ah !  from  the  wnt  itself  mast  isaue  forth 
A  light,  A  glory,  a  fiur  luminoua  dond. 

Enveloping  the  earth— 
And  from  the  aoul  itself  must  there  be  sent 
A  sweet  and  potent  voice  of  ii«  own  birth. 
Of  all  sweet  sounds  the  lift  and  elemeoL 

CnUriif. 

GaKKN  spot  of  holy  ground  I 

If  thou  oouldst  yet  be  found. 
Far  in  deep  woods,  with  all  thy  starry  flowers ; 

If  not  one  sullyingr  breath 

Of  time,  or  change,  or  death. 
Had  touchM  the  vernal  glory  of  thy  bowers; 

Might  our  tired  pilgrim-feet, 

Worn  by  the  desert^s  heal, 
( hi  the  bright  freshness  of  thy  turf  repose  T 

Might  our  eyes  wander  there 

Through  heaven's  transparent  air. 
And  rest  on  clours  of  the  immortal  rose  7 

Say,  would  thy  balmy  skies 

And  foimtain-ifielodies 
Our  heritage  of  lost  delight  restore? 

Coidd  thy  soft  honey-dews 

Through  all  our  veins  diffuse 
1  ho  early,  child-like,  trustful  sleep  once  more  7 

And  might  we,  in  the  shade 

By  tliy  tall  cedars  made, 
With  angel  voioes  liigh  communion  hold  7 

Would  their  sweet  solemn  tone 

Give  back  the  music  gone, 
Our  Being's  harmohy,  so  jarr*d  of  old  7 

Oh !  no— tliy  sunny  hours 

Might  come  with  blossom  showers. 
All  thy  young  leaves  to  spirit  lyres  might  thrill; 

Bat  t0e-~sliould  we  not  bring 

Into  thy  realms  of  spring 
The  shadows  of  our  souls  to  haunt  us  sUll? 

What  could  thy  flowers  and  airs 

Do  for  our  earth-bom  cares  7 
Would  the  world's  chain  melt  off  and  leave  ns 
fide  7 

No  1— past  each  living  stream. 

Still  would  some  fever  dream 
TVac^  the  lorn  wanderers,  meet  no  more  ibr  thee ! 


Should  we  not  shrink  with  fear. 

If  angel  steps  were  near, 
Feeling  our  burden'd  soub  within  us  die? 

thaw  might  our  passions  brook 

The  still  and  searching  look, 
The  star-like  glance  of  seraph  purity  1 

Thy  golden-fruited  grove 

Was  not  for  pining  love ; 
Vain  sadness  would  but  dim  thy  crystal  skies! 

Oh!  Tkou  wert  but  a  part 

Of  what  man's  exiled  heart 
Hath  lost— the  dower  of  inborn  Paradise ! 


LET  US  DEPART. 

It  la  mentitRiod  hj  Josephus,  that  a  short  timepiwIoiiaUr  fa 
the  destruetioa  of  Jerusalem  by  the  Ronuna,  the  pricata,  goiiw 
by  night  into  the  inner  court  of  the  temple  to  perform  their 
sacred  mimstiatioQe  at  the  feaat  of  Pentfecost.  ftH  a  quakinf, 
and  heard  a  niahing  noise,  and,  after  that,  a  aound  as  of  s 
great  multitude  sajriog,  "  Let  os  depart  benee.*' 

NiOHT  hung  on  Salem's  towers, 

And  a  brooding  hush  profound 
Lay  where  the  Roman  eagle  shone, 

High  o'er  the  tents  around. 

The  tents  that  rose  by  thousands 
In  the  moonlight  flrlimmering  pale; 

Like  white  waves  of  a  frozen  sea. 
Filling  an  Alpine  vale. 

And  the  temple's  massy  shadow 

Fell  broad,  and  dark,  and  still. 
In  peace,  as  if  the  Holy  Oiie 

Yet  watch'd  his  chosen  hilL 

But  a  fearfhl  sound  vtras  heard 

In  that  old  fane's  deepest  heart, 
As  if  mighty  wings  rush'd  by, 

And  a  dread  voice  raised  the  cry, 
** Let  us  depart!" 

Within  the  feted  city 

E'en  then  fierce  discord  raved. 
Though  o'er  night's  heaven  the  comet  sword 

Its  vengeful  token  waved. 

Tliero  were  shouts  of  kindred  warfare 
.  llirough  tlie  dark  streets  ringing  hifh. 
Though  every  sign  was  foil  which  told 
Of  the  bloody  vintage  nigh. 

Though  the  wild  red  spears  and  arrows 

Of  many  a  meteor  host. 
Went  flashing  o'er  the  holy  stars. 

In  the  sky  now  seen,  now  lost 

And  that  fearful  sound  was  heard 

In  the  Temple's  deepest  heart. 
As  if  mighty  wings  rush'd  by. 

And  a  voice  cried  moumfiUly 
•*  Let  us  depart  !*• 
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But  within  the  fatod  citj 
There  was  revelry  that  lAght ; 

The  wine-cup  and  the  timbrel  note, 
And  the  blaze  of  banquet  light 

The  fiwtstcps  of  the  dancer 

Went  bounding  through  the  hall, 

And  the  music  of  tlie  dulcimer 
Summoned  to  festival. 

While  the  claah  of  brother  weapona 
Made  lightning  in  the  air, 

And  the  dying  at  the  palace  gates 
Lay  down  in  their  despair. 

And  that  fearful  sound  was  heard 
At  the  Temple*8  thrilling  heart. 

As  if  mighty  wings  rushM  by, 
And  a  dread  voice  raised  the  cry, 
*^  Let  tt9  depart  r 


ON  A  PICTURI:   OF  CHRIST  BEARING 
THECROSS» 

PAINTED    BT  VCLASaUSZ.* 


By  the  dark  stillness  broodii^  in  the  sky, 
Holiest  of  sufferers !  nmnd  thy  path  of  woe, 

And  bv  the  weight  of  mortal  agony 
Laid  on  thy  drooping  form  and  pale  meek 
brow. 

My  heart  was  awed :  the  harden  of  tiiy  pain 

Sank  on  me  with  s  mystery  and  a  chauL 

I  look*d  once  more,  and,  as  the  virtue  shed 
Forth  from  thy  robe  of  old,  so  fell  a  ray 

Of  victory  from  tliy  mien !  and  round  thy  head. 
The  halo,  melting  spiriUlike  away, 

SeemM  of  the  very  soul's  bright  rising  bom. 

To  glorify  all  sorrow,  shame,  and  scorn. 

And   upwards,   through  transparent  darkness 
gleaming, 
Gazed,  in  mute  reverence,  woman's  earnest  eye, 
Lit,  as  a  vase  whence  inward  light  is  streaming. 

With  quenchless  fkith,  and  deep  love's  fervency ; 
Gathering,  like  incense  round  some  dim-veifd 

shrine. 
About  the  Form,  so  moumfblly  divine ! 

Oh !  let  thine  image,  as  e'en  then  it  rose, 
Live  in  my  soul  for  ever,  calm  and  cleat* 

Making  itself  a  temple  of  repose, 
Beyond  the  breath  of  famnan  hope  or  fear ! 

A  hoi^  place,  where  through  all  storms  may  lie 

One  Uving  beam  of  day^pring  from  on  hign. 

•ThM  picture  it  in  the  pomtmma  oT  Yinoant  HfeiftoriM. 
Menoa  ggnsre,  Dublia 


COMMUNINGS  WITH  THOUGHT. 


Could  we  but  keep  our  ■piriti  to  that  height. 
We  nufht  be  heppr  ;  but  ihie  cley  will  uok 
Iteeperk  immorteL 

Bifretu 


Retoic?!,  my  thonglitB,  come  home ! 
Ye  wild  and  wing'd!  what  do  ye  o'er  the  deep? 
And  wherefore  thus  th'  abyss  of  time  o'erswocp, 

As  birds  the  ocean  foam  7 

Swifler  than  shooting  star, 
Swifter  than  glances  of  the  northern  light, 
Upspringing  through  the  purple  heaven  of  night. 

Hath  ^n  your  course  aiar ! 

Through  the  bright  battle-dime. 
Where  laurel    boughs  make  dim  the  Giedaii 

streams, 
And  reeds  are  whispering  of  heroic  theme. 

By  temples  of  old  time : 

Through  the  north's  andient  halls. 
Where  banners   thrill'd   of  yore,  where  harp- 
strings  ning. 
But  grass  waves  now  o'er  those  that  fbuglit  and 

Hearth-light  hath  left  their  v^alls. 

Through  forests  old  and  dim. 
Where  o'er  tlic  Icav^  dread  magio  seems  to 

brood. 
And  sometimes  on  the  haimtcd  solitude 

Rises  the  pilgrim's  hymn : 

Or  where  some  fountaiir  lies, 
With  lotus-cups    through    orient   spice-woods 

gleaming ! 
There  have  ye  been,  ye  wanderers !  idly  dreaming 

Of  man's  lost  paradise  ! 

Return,  my  thoughts,  return ! 
Cares  Wait  your  presence  in  life's  daily  track. 
And  voices,  not  of  music,  call  you  back^ 

Harsii  voices,  cold  and  stem  I 

I 

Oh !  no,  return  ye  not ! 
Still  farther^  lofUer,  let  your  eoartngs  be ! 
Go,  bring  me  strength  from  jofumeyings  bright 
and  free 

O'er  many  a  hannted  spot 

Go,  seek  the  martyr's  grave, 
'Midst  the  okl  mountains,  and  the  deseHs  vast; 
Or,  through  the  ruin'd  cities  of  the  past. 

Follow  the  wise  an^  bHve! 

Go,' visit  tell  and  sbriiio 
Whidie  woman  faath  endoi^  .^^fhroligh  wrong 

through  scorn, 
Uncheer'd  by  &me,  yet  silently  wfitotnt 

By  ptompiings  more  divivte ! 
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Go,  Bhoot  the'giilf  of  death ! 
Track  the  pare  spirit  where  no  chain  can  bind, 
Where  the  heart's  boundless  love  its  rest  maj  find, 

Where  the  storm  sends  no  breath ! 

Higher,  and  jet  more  high ! 
Ahake  off  the  cumbering  chain  which  earth 

would  lay 
On  your  victorious  wings — amount,  mount ! — ^Your 
way 
Is  through  eternity ! 


SONNETS, 

D£VOTIONAL  AND  MEMORIAL. 


L 

THE  SACKED  HARP. 

How  shall  the  Harp  of  poesy  regain. 
That  old  victorious  tone  of  prophet-years, 
A  spell  divine  o'er  guilt's  perturbing  fears. 
And  all  the  hovering  shadows  of  the  brain  7 
Dark  evU  wings  took  flight  before  the  strain, 
And  showers  of  holy  quiet,  with  its  fhll. 
Sank  on  the  soul  :--Oh !  who  may  now  recall 
The  mighty  music's  consecrated  reign  7 — 
Spirit  ot  God !  whose  glory  once  o'erhung 
A  throne,  the  Ark's  dread  cherubim  between. 
So  let  thy  presence  brood,  though  now  unseen, 
O'er  those  two  powers  by  whom  the  harp  is 

strung-- 
Feeling  and  Thought !-— till  the  rekindled  chords 
Give  the  long-buried  tone  back  to  immortal  words ! 

II. 

TO  A  FAMILY  BIBLE. 

What  household  thoughts  around  thee,  as  their 

shrine, 
Qing  reverently !  of  anxious  looks  beguiled. 
My  mother's  eyes,  upon  thy  page  divine. 
Each  day  were  bent : — her  accents,  gravely  mild, 
fireathed  out  thy  lore :  whilst  I,  a  <&eamy  child, 
Wander'd  on  breeze-like  fimcies  oil  away, 
To  some  lone  tuft  of  gleaming  spring-flowers 

wild. 
Some  fresh  discover'd  nook  for  woodland  play. 
Some  secret  nest : — ^^et  would  the  solemn  Word 
At  times,  with  kindlmgs  of  young  wonder  heard, 

Fall  on  my  waken'd  spirit,  there  to  be 
A  seed  not  lost ; — for  which,  in  darker  years, 
O  Book  of  Heaven  \  I  pour,  with  grateful  tears. 

Heart  blessings  on  the  holy  dead  and  thee ! 

III. 

REfOOE  OF   A  HOLT  FAMILY. 
From  an  old  luliaa  Pictiirs. 
under  a  palm-tree,  by  the  green  old  Nile, 

Lull'd  on  his  mothor's  breast,  the  fair  child  lies, 
With  dove-like  breathings,  and  a  tender  smile. 

Brooding  above  the  slumber  of  his  eyes. 
While,  through  the  stilbiess  of  the  burning  skies. 


Lo !  the  dread  works  of  Egypt's  buried  kings 
Temple  and  pyramid  beyond  him  rise, 

Regal  and  still  as  everlasting  things ! — 
Vain  pomps  \  from  Him,  with  that  pore  floirery 
cheek. 

Soft  shadow'd  by  his  mother's  drooping  head, 
A  new-bom  Spirit^  mighty,  and  yet  meek. 

O'er  the '  whole  world  like  vernal  air  shafi 
spread! 
And  bid  all  earthly  grandeurs  cost  the  crown. 
Before  the  suffering  and  the  lowly,  down. 

IV. 

PICTURE  OF  THE  IfCFANT  CU&IST   WITH  FL0WEB8. 

All  the  bright  hues  from  eastern  garlands  glow 

Round  the  young  Child  luxuriantly  are  spread ; 
Gifts,  fairer  fiir  Sum  Magian  kings,  bestowing. 
In  adoration,  o'er  his  cradle  shed. 
Roses,  deep-fill'd  with  rich  midsummer's  red, 
Circle  his  hands ;  but  in  his  grave  sweet  ejre. 
Thought  seems  e'en  now  to  wake,  and  prophecy 
Of  ruder  coronals  for  that  meek  head. 
And  thus  it  was !  a  diadem  of  thorn 
Earth  gave  to  Him  who  mantled  her  with 

flowers, 
To  Him  who  pour'd  forth  blessings  in  soft 

showers. 
O'er  all  her  paths,  a  cup  of  bitter  scorn ! 
And  we  repine,  for  whom  that  cup  He  took 
O'er  blooms  that  mock'd  our  hope,  o'er  idols  that 

forsook ! 

V. 

ON  A  REMEMBERED  PICTURE  OF  CHRIST. 

An  EoM  Homo,  by  Leoaardo  da  ViaoL 

I  met  that  image  on  a  mirthful  day 

Of  youth,  and  sinking  with  a  stiH'd  surprise. 
The  pride  of  life  before  thoee  holy  eyes. 
In  mj  quick  heart  died  thoughtffally  away, 
Abash'd  to  mute  confossions  of  a  sway. 
Awful,  though  meek ;  and  now,  that  from  the 

strings 
Of  my  soul*s  lyre,  the  tempest's  mighty  wings 
Have  struck  forth  tones  which  then  awaken'd  lay ; 
Now,  that  around  the  deep  life  of  my  mind, 
Affections,  deathless  as  itself,  have  twined. 

Oft  does  the  pale  bright  vision  still  float  by ; 
But  more  divmcl^  sweet,  and  speaking  tioio 
Of  One  whose  pity,  throned  on  that  sad  brow. 
Sounded  all  depths  of  love,  grief^  death,  hu- 
manity ' 

VI. 

THE  CHILDREN   WHOM  JESCS  BLEST. 

Happy  were  they,  the  mothers,  in  whose  sight 
Ye  grew,  fliir  children !  haUow'd  from  that  hour 
By  your  Lord's  blessing!    surely  thence    a 
shower 

Of  heavenly  beauty,  a  transmitted  light. 

Hung  on  your  brows  and  eyelids,  roeeUy  l>right. 
Through  all  the  afier  years,  which  saw  ye  mofve 

Lowly,  yet  slill  maieslic  in  the  might. 
The  canscioas  gkcy  of  the  Saviour's  love ! 
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And  faoBoarM  be  all  childhood,  for  the  sake 
or  that  high  love !  let  reverential  care 

Wateh  to  behold  the  immortal  spirit  wake. 
And  shield  its  first  bloom  from  miholy  air ; 

Owning  in  each  young  suppliant  glance,  the  sign 

Of  claims  upon  a  heritage  divine. 

VII. 

MOUNTAIN    BANCTUARUa. 
**  He  wem  Dp  to  a  moontain  apart  to  prar  .'* 
A  child  *midst  ancient  mountains  I  have  stood, 

AVhere  the  wild  falcons  make  their  lordly  nest 
On  high.    The  spirit  of  the  solitude 

Fell  solemnly  upon  my  infant  breast, 
Though  that  I  pray'd  not;  but  deep  thoughts 
have  pressed 
Into  my  being  since  it  breathed  that  air. 
Nor  could  I  now  one  moment  live  the  guest 
Of  such  dread  scenes,  without  the  springs  of 
prayer 
O'erflowing  all  my  souL    No  minsters  rise 
Like  them  in  pure  communion  with  the  skies, 
Vast,  silent,  open  unto  night  and  day ; 

So  might  the  o*erburden'd  Son  of  man  have  felt. 
When,  turning  where  inviolate  stillness  dwelt. 
He  sought  high  mountains,  there  apart  to  pray. 

VIIL 

THB  HUES  OF  THX  FIKLD. 
'*  Conader  the  Uliei  of  Uie  fleM." 

Flowers !  when  the  Saviour's  calm  benignant  eye 
Fell  on  your  gentle  beauty — when  firom  you 
That  heavenly  lesson  from  all  hearts  he  drew. 

Eternal,  universal,  as  the  sky — 

Then,  in  the  bosom  of  your  purity, 
A  voice  He  set,  as  in  a  temple-shrine. 

That  life's  quick  travellers  ne'er  misht  pass  you  by 
Unwam'd  of  that  sweet  oracle  divine. 

And  though  too  ofl  its  low,  celestial  sound, 

By  the  hvsh  notes  of  work-day  Care,  is  drown'd. 

And  the  loud  steps  of  vain  unlistening  Haste, 
Yet,  the  great  ocean  hath  no  tone  of  power 
Mightier  to  reach  the  soul,  in  thought's  hush'd 
hour. 

Than  yours,  ye  Lilies!  chosen  thus  and  graced! 

IX. 

Tin   BIRDS  OF    THK  ADU 
*'  And  behold  the  birdi  of  the  air.** 
Ye  too,  the  fVee  and  fearless  Birds  of  air. 

Were  charged  that  hour,  on  missionary  wing, 
The  same  bright  lesson  o'er  tlie  seas  to  bear, 

Heaven-guided  wanderers  with  the  winds  of 
spring ! 
BuDg  on,  before  the  storm  and  after,  sing ! 
And  call  us  to  your  echoing  woods  away 
From  worldly  cares ;  and  bid  our  spirits  bring 

Faith  to  imbibe  deep  wisdom  fh>m  your  lay. 
So  may  those  blessed  vernal  strains  renew 
Childhood,  a  cliihlhood  yet  more  pure  and  true 

Fen  than  the  first,  within  th'  awaken'd  mind ; 
While  sweetly,  joyously,  they  tell  of  life. 
That  knows  no  doubts,  no  questionings,  no  strife, 

Bat  hangs  upon  its  God,  unconsciously  resign'd. 


TBE  KAIBING  OF  TUX  WUOW'S  SON. 

"And  he  that  wag  dead  sat  op  and  begoD  to  apeak.** 

He  that  voas  dead  rose  up  and  spoke — He  spoke ! 

Was  it  of  that  majestic  world  unknown  7 
Those  words,  wlxich  first  the  bier's  dread  silence 
broke, 
Came  they  with  revelation  in  each  tone? 
Were  the  far  cities  of  the  nations  gone. 

The  solemn  halls  of  consciousness  or  sleep, 
For  man  uncurtain'd  by  that  spirit  lone. 

Back  from  their  portal  summon 'd  o'er  the  deepi 
Be  hush'd,  my  soul!  the  veil  of  darkness  lay 
Still  drawn: — thy  Lord  call'd  back  the  voice 

departed. 
To  spread  his  truth,  to  comfort  his  weak-hearted, 
Not  to  reveal  the  mysteries  of  its  way. 
Oh !  take  tliat  lesson  home  in  silent  faith. 
Put  on  submissive  strength  to  meet,  not  question 
death! 

XL 

THE  OLIVK  TREE. 

The  Pahn-^the  Vine— the  Cedar— each  hath 

power 
To  bid  fidr  Oriental  shapes  glance  by. 
And  each  quick  glistening  of  the  Laurel  bower 
Wafls  Grecian  images  o'er  fancy's  eye. 
But  thou,  pale  Olive ! — in  thy  branches  lie 
Far  deeper  spells  than  prophet-grove  of  old 
Might  e'er  enshrine : — I  could  not  hear  thee  sigh 
To  the  wind's  faintest  whisper,  nor  behold 
One  shiver  of  thy  leaves'  dim  silvery  green. 
Without  high  thoughts  and  solemn,  of  that  scene 
When,  in  the  garden,  the  Redeemer  pray'd — 
When  pale  stars  look'd  upon  his  fainting  head, 
And  angels,  ministering  in  silent  dread, 
I'rembled,  perchance,  within  thy  trembling  shade 

XII. 

THE  DARKNESS  OF  THB  CRUCIFIXION. 

On  Judali's  hills  a  weight  of  darkness  hung. 
Felt  shudderingly  at  noon :'— the  land  had  £iven 
A  Guest  divine  back  to  the  gates  of  Heaven, 
A  li&,  whence  all  pure  founts  of  healing  spnmei 
All  grace,  all  trutli :  —  and,  when  to  anguish 

wrung. 
From  the  sharp  cross  th'  enlightening  spirit  fled, 
O'er  the  forsaken  earth  a  pall  of  dread 
By  the  great  shadow  of  that  death  was  Aung. 
O  Saviour !  O  Atoner !  thou  that  fain 
Wouldst  make  thy  temple  in  each  human  breast, 
licave  not  such  darkness  in  my  soul  to  reign. 
Ne'er  may  thy  presence  firom  its  depths  depart^ 
Chased  thence  by  guilt ! — Oh !  turn  not  thou  away 
The  bright  and  morning  star,  my  guide  to  perf(.ct 

day! 

XIII 

PLACES    OF    WORSHIF. 
**  God  ia  a  Spirit.** 
Spirit !  whose  life-sustaining  presence  fifl.« 
Air,  ocean,  central  depths,  Itr  -nin  untried 
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Thou  for  thy  worahippen  hast  sanctified 
AH  place,  aU  time !    The  ailenoe  of  the  hilla 
Breathes  veneration :— Ibunts  and  choral  riUs 
Of  thee  are  murmuring : — ^to  its  inmost  glade 
The  living  forest  with  thy  whisper  thrills, 
And  there  is  holiness  on  every  shade. 
Yet  must  the  thoughtful  soul  of  man  invest 
With  dearer  consecration  those  pure  fanes. 
Which,  sever'd  from  all  sound  of  eartfa*s  unrest. 
Hear  naught  but  suppliant  or  adoring  strains 
Rise  heavenward. — ^Ne^er  may  rock  or  cave  possess 
Their  chiim  on  human  hearts  to  solemn  tender- 


XIV. 

OLD  CHURCH  IN    AN    ENGLISH   TAMK, 

Crowning  a  flowery  slope,  it  stood  alone 
In  gracious  sanctity.    A  bright  rill  wound, 
Caressingly,  about  the  holy  ground ; 
And  warbled,  with  a  never-dying  tone, 
Amidst  the  tombs.    A  hue  of  ages  gone 
Seem*d,  from  that  ivied  porch,  that  solemn  gleam 
Of  tower  and  cross,  pale  quivering  on  the  stream, 
0*er  all  th*  ancestral  woodlands  to  be  thrown. 
And  something  yet  more  deep.    The  air  was 

fraught 
With  noble  memories,  whispering  many  a  thought 
Of  England's  fiithers;  loBily  serene. 
They  that  had  toiPd,  watch'd,  struggled  to  secure, 
Within  such  fidnics,  wortdiip  free  and  pure, 
Reign'd  there,  the  o*ershadowing  spirits  of  the 


Piercing  some  dark  ravine :  and  many  a  dell 
Knew,  through  its  ancient  rock-recesses,  well. 
Thy  gentle  presence,  .which  hath  made  them 

bright 
Oft  in  mid<stonns;  oh !  not  with  beauty's  eye. 
Nor  the  proud  flanoe  of  genius  keenly  burning 
No !  pilgrim  of  unwearying  charity ! 
Thy  spdl  was  kve-'^e  mountain  deserts  turning 
To  blessed  reahns,  where  stream  and  rock  rejoice. 
When  the  gUul  human  soul  lifts  a  thanksgiving 

voice! 

XVII. 

TO  THK  SAME. 

For  thou,  a  holj  shepherdess  and  kind. 
Through  the  pmc  forests  by  the  upland  rills, 
Didst  roam  to  seek  the  children  of  the  lulls, 
A  wild  neglected  flock !  to  seek,  and  find. 
And  meekly  win !  there  feeding  each  young  mind 
With  balms  of  heavenly  eloquence:  not  thine. 
Daughter  of  Christ !  but  his,  whose  love  divine. 
Its  own  clear  spirit  in  thy  breast  had  shrined, 
A  burning  light !  Oh !  beautiful,  in  truth. 
Upon  the  mountains  are  the  feet  of  those 
Who  bear  his  tidings !   From  thy  mom  of  youth, 
For  this  were  all  thy  joumeyings,  and  the  close 
Of  that  long  path.  Heaven's  own  bright  sabbath« 

rest. 
Must  wait  thee,  wandeocr!   on  thy  Saviour's 

breast 


XV. 

A  CHURCH  IN  NORTH  WALES. 

Blessings  be  round  it  still !  that  gleaming  lane, 
Low  in  its  mountain  glen!  old  mossy  trees 
Mellow  the  sunshine  through  the  untinted  pane, 
And  oft,  borne  in  upon  some  fitful  breeze, 
The  deep  sound  of  the  ever-pealing  seas. 
Filling  the  hollows  with  its  antheni-tone. 
There  meets  the  voice  of  psalms ! — ^yet  not  alone. 
For  memories  lulling  to  the  heart  os  these, 
I  bless  thee,  'midst  thy  rocks,  gray  house  of 

prayer ! 
But  for  thetr  sakes  who  unto  thee  repair 
From  the  hiU-cabms  and  the  ocean-shore. 
Oh !  may  the  fisher  and  the  mountameert 
Words  to  sustain  earth's  toiling  children  bear, 
Witiiin  thy  lowly  walls  for  evermore ! 

XVI. 

L0UI3E  8CHEPLXR. 

Msoin  Bchepler  was  the  futhToI  ■errant  and  friond  of  tha  pas- 
tor Oberlin.  Tbo  laat  lettar  a<MreHod  by  him  to  bm  ebildieo 
for  then-  peruiuJ  aAer  hn  deceaae.  afiectingly  commemoralaa 
her  unwearied  seaJ  ia  Tiiitiof  and  iutrnoUnf  the  childreo  or 
Am  mountain  hamletc,  through  all  aaaaooi,  and  in  all  eireum- 
•tanofM  of  difficulty  and  danger. 

A  fearless  joumeyer  o'eT  the  mountain  snow 
Wert  thou,  Louise  !  the  sun's  decaying  light, 
Oft,  with  its  latest  melancholy  glow, 
Heddeii'd  thy  steep  wild  way :  the  starry  night 
I  Ift  met  tliee,  crossing  some  lone  eagle's  height. 


TtiE   PALMER. 

Tha  faded  palm-branch  in  hie  hand, 
Bhow'd  pilsrim  of  the  Holy  Land. 


St§U. 


Art  thou  come  fi'om  the  fiur-oif  land  at  last ! 

Thou  that  hast  wander'd  long ! 
Thou  art  come  to  a  home  whence  the  smile  Iiath 
pass'd, 

With  the  merry  voice  of  song. 

For  the  sunny  glance  and  the  bounding  heart 

Thou  wilt  seek — but  all  are  gone ; 
They  are  parted  e'en  as  waters  part. 

To  meet  in  the  deep  alone ! 

And  thou — firora  Uiy  lip  is  fled  the  glow. 
From  thine  eye  the  light  of  mom; 

And  the  shades  of  thought  o'erhang  thy  brow, 
And  tiiy  cheek  wiUi  life  is  worn. 

Say  what  hast  thou  brought  from  the  distant 
shore 

For  thy  wasted  youth  to  pay  ? 
Hast  thou  treasure  to  win  thee  ioys  onee  mon  7 

Hast  thou  vassals  to  smooth  uiy  way  7 

•*  I  have  brought  but  the  palm  branch  in  .my  hand, 
Yet  I  call  not  my  bright  youth  lost ! 

I  have  won  but  high  thought  in  the  Holy  Land* 
Yet  I  count  not  too  dear  the  co«t ! 
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'  I  look  on  the  leaYM  of  the  deathless  tree— 

These  records  of  my  traok ; 
And  better  than  youth  in  its  flush  of  glee, 

Are  the  memories  thej  give  me  back  I 

**  They  speak  of  toil,  and  of  high  emprise, 

As  m  words  of  soJemn  cheer, 
They  speak  of  lonely  victories 

O'er  pain,  and  doubt,  and  fear. 

**  They  speak  of  scenes  which  have  now  become 

Bright  pictures  in  my  breast ; 
Where  my  spirit  finds  a  glorious  home, 

And  the  love  of  my  heart  can  rest 

**■  The  colours  ^ass  not  fi^m  tk$9e  away. 

Like  tints  ot  shower  or  sun ; 
Oh !  beyond  all'treasurea  that  know  decay, 

Is  the  wealth  my  soul  hath  wod  ! 

**  A  rich  light  (hence  o*cr  my  life's  decline. 

An  inboTQ  lie  ht  is  cast ; 
For  the  sake  of  the  palm  fix>m  the  holy  shrine, 

I  bewail  not  my  bright  days  past  !** 


LINES 
TO  A  BUTTERFLY  RESTING  ON  A  SKULL 


Crkaturb  of  air  and  light ! 
Emblem  of  that  which  will  not  fade  or  die ! 

Wilt  thou  not  speed  thy  flight, 
To  chase  the  south  wind  through  the  glewing  sky? 

What  lures  thee  thus  to  stay. 

With  silence  and  decay, 
Fiz*d  on  the  wreck  of  cold  mortality  ? 

The  thoughts,  once  chamberM  there, 
Uavo  gather*d  up  their  treasures,  and  are  gone ; — 

Will  the  dost  tell  thee  where 
That  which  hath  burst  the  prison-house  is  flown  ? 

Rise,  nursling  of  the  day ! 

If  thou  wouldst  trace  its  way — 
Earth  has  no  voice  to  make  the  secret  known. 

Who  seeks  the  vanishM  bird. 
Near  the  deserted  nest  and  broken  shell  7 

Far  thence,  by  us  unheard, 
fle  sings,  rejoicing  in  the  woods  to  dwell ; 

Thou  of  the  sunshine  bom. 

Take  the  bright  wings  of  mom ! 
Thy  hope  springs  heavenward  flxmi  yon  ruin'd 
cell 


Bright  lily  of  the  wave ! 
Rising  in  fearless  grace  with  every  swell. 
Thou  8eem*st  as  if  a  spirit  meekly  hrave 

Dwelt  in  thy  cell : 

Lifting  alike  thy  head 
Of  placid  beauty,  feminine  yet  free. 
Whether  with  foam  or  pictured  azure  spread 

The  waters  be. 

What  is  like  thee,  fair  flower. 
The  gentle  and  the  firm  ?  thus  bearing  up 
To  the  blue  sky  that  alabaster  cup, 

As  to  the  shower  7 

Oh !  Love  is  most  like  thee. 
The  love  of  woman ;  quivering  to  the  blast 
Through  every  nerve,  yet  rooted  deep  and  iuttf 

'Midst  Life's  dark  sea. 

And  Faith-— O,  is  not  faith 
Like  thee  too,  Lily,  springing  into  li^ht, 
Still  buoyantly,  above  the  biUows'  might* 

Through  the  storm's  breath  7 

Yes,  link'd  with  such  high  thought, 
Flower,  let  thine  image  in  my  Iwsom  lie! 
Till  something  there  of  its  own  purity 

And  peace  is  Vroaght : 

Something  yet  more  divine 
Than  the  clear,  pearly,  virgin  lustre  shed 
Forth  firom  thy  breast  upon  the  river's  bed, 

Aji  firom  a  shrine. 


THOUGHT  raQM  AN  ITALDIN  POET. 


THE  WATER-LILY. 


TU  Water-Liliet,  that  ara  ieraM  in  the  calm 
bul  no  ii— ■aronii  anrang  Um  black  and  aoowliaf 


Oh  !  beaul'iful  thou  art. 
Thou  sculpturc-liiu  and  stately  River-Queen ! 
Crowiung  the  dej-ths,  as  with  the  light  serene 

Of  a  pure  heart 


Whxrb  shall  I  find,  in  all  this  fleetmg  earth, 
I'his  world  of  changes  and  fareweUs,  a  fiiend 

That  will  not  fail  me  in  his  love  and  worth. 
Tender,  and  firm,  and  faithful  to  the  end  7 


Far  hath  my  spirit  sought  a  place  of  i 
Ixmg  on  vain  idols  its  devotion  shed ; 

Some  have  forsaken  whom  I  loved  the  best. 
And  some  deceived,  and  some  are  with  the 


But  CAott,  my  Saviour !  thou,  my  hope  and  trast, 
Faithfiil  art  thou  when  friends  and  joys  depart , 

Teach  me  to  lift  these  yeaminp  from  the  dust. 
And  fix  on  thee,  th'  iMchangmg  One,  my  heart 


CHRIST  WALKING  ON  THE  WATER 


FxAR  was  within  the  lossiiiQr  bark. 
When  storniy  winds  grew  loud. 

And  waves  came  rolling  high  and  duk 
And  the  iiili  mast  was  bow'd 
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And  men  stood  breathless  in  their  dread. 

And  baffled  in  their  skill— 
But  One  was  there,  who  rose,  and  said 

To  the  wild  sea— ^e  ttiU! 


And  the  wind  ceased — ^it  eeased  I — that 
PassM  through  the  gloomy  skj ; 

The  troubled  billows  knew  their  Lord, 
And  fell  beneath  His  eye. 

And  slumber  settled  on  the  deep^ 

And  silence  on  the  blast ; 
They  sank,  as  flowers  that  (bid  to  sleep 

When  sultry  day  is  past 

Oh!  thou,  that  in  its  wildest  hour 
Didst  rule  the  tempest's  mood, 

Send  thy  meek  spirit  forth  in  power 
Soft  oo  our  souls  to  brood. 

Thon  that  didst  bow  the  billow's  pride 

Thy  mandate  to  fulfil, 
Oh  \  speak  to  passion's  raging  tide, 

Speak,  and  say,  Teaee,  U  tUUr 


A  FATHER  READING  THE  BIBLE. 


Twkt  early  day,  and  sunlight  stream'd 

Soft  through  a  quiet  room. 
That  hush'd,  but  not  forsaken,  soem'd, 

Still,  but  with  naught  of  gloom. 
For  there,  serene  in  happy  age, 

Whose  hope  is  from  above, 
A  Father  communed  with  the  page 

Of  Heaven's  recorded  love. 

Pure  fell  the  beam,  and  meekly  bright. 

On  his  gray  holy  hair. 
And  touch'd  the  page  with  tenderest  light. 

As  if  its  shrine  were  there! 
But  oh !  that  patriarch's  aspect  shone 

With  something  lovelier  far, 
A  radiance  all  the  spirit's  own. 

Caught  not  from  sun  or  star. 

Some  word  of  life  e'en  then  had  met 

His  calm,  benignant  eye. 
Some  ancient  promise,  breathing  yet 

Of  Immortality : 
Some  Martyr's  prayer,  wherein  the  gbw 

Of  quenchless  faith  survives: 
Vor  every  feature  said— "^/ibioio 

That  my  Redeemer  Uvea  /" 

And  HJIcnt  stood  his  children  by, 

Hushing  their  very  breatl?, 
Hefere  the  solemn  sanctity 

Of  thoughts  o'ersweeping  death. 
Silent — ^yet  did  not  each  young  breast 

WiCi  iove  and  reverence  melt? 
Oh !  blest  be  those  feir  jfirls,  and  blest 

Hi     home  where  G<^  is  felt  * 


THE  aULD*S  FIRST  GRIEF. 


Oh  !  call  my  brother  back  to  me ! 
X  cannot  play  alone  I 
The  summer  comes  with  flower  and 
Where  is  my  brother  gone  7 

The  batterfly  is  flandng  bright 
Across  the  sunbeam's  track ; 

I  caie  not  now  to  chase  its  flight— 
Oh !  call  my  brother  back  I 


The  flowers  ran  wild — the  flowers  we  sowM 

Around  our  garden  tree ; 
Our  vine  is  droopine^  with  its  load — 

Oh!  call  him  back  to  mc !" 

**  Ho  would  not  hear  thy  voice,  feir  child; 

Ho  may  not  come  to  thee ; 
The  fece  that  once  like  spring-time  smiled,  < 

On  earth  no  more  thou'It  see. 

**  A  rose's  brief  bright  life  of  joy. 

Such  unto  him  was  given ; 
Go— thou  must  play  alone,  my  boy ! 

Thy  brother  is  in  heaven." 

And  has  he  left  his  birds  and  flowers ; 

And  must  I  call  in  vain  7 
And  through  the  long,  long  summer  hours. 

Will  he  not  come  again  7 

And  by  the  brook  and  in  the  glade 

Are  all  our  wanderings  o'er  7 
Oh !  while  my  brother  with  me  played. 

Would  I  had  loved  him  more  !** 


EPITAPH 

OVER  THE  GRAVE  OF  TWO  BROTHI'IRS; 

A  CHILD  AND  A  YOUTH. 


Thou,  that  canst  gaze  upon  thine  own  fair  Iwy, 
And  hear  his  prayer's  low  murmur  at  thy  knoo, 

And  o'er  his  slumber  bend  in  breathless  joy. 
Come  to  this  tomb !  it  hath  a  voice  for  thoe ! 

Pray  I — thou  art  blest-^ask  strength  for  sonx)w*s 
hour, 
^ve,  deep  as  thine,  lays  here  its  broken  flower. 

Thou  that  art  gathering  from  the  smile  of  youth, 

Thy  thousand  hopes— rejoicing  to  behold 
All  the  heart's  depths  before  tlice  bright  with 
truth, 
All  the  mind's  treasure  silently  unfold ; 
Look  on  this  tomb! — fer  thee,  too,  speaks  the 

grave, 
Wher^  God  hhth  seal'd  the  fount  of  hope  he  gav» 
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HYMN  BY  THE  SICK  BED  OF  A  MOTHER. 


Fathxr  !  that  in  the  olive  shade 
When  the  dark  hour  came  on. 
Didst,  With  a  breath  of  heavenly  aid. 
Strengthen  th  j  Son ; 

Ob !  by  the  anguish  cf  that  night, 

Send  us  down  blest  relief; 
Or  to  the  chastened,  let  thy  might 
Hallow  this  grief! 

And  Thon,  that  when  the  starry  sky 

Saw  the  dead  strife  begun, 
Didst  teach  adoring  faith  to  cry, 

"Thy  wiU  be  done!" 

By  thy  meek  spirit.  Thou,  of  all 

That  e*er  have  moum'd  the'chie^ 
Thou  Saviour !  if  the  stroke  mtMl  fiOl, 
Hallow  this  grief! 


A  DIRGE. 


Calm  on  the  bosom  of  thy  God, 
Youn^  spirit!  rest  thee  now! 

Ev*n  while  with  us  thy  footsteps  trod, 
His  soul  was  on  thy  brow. 


Dust,  to  its  narrow  house  beneath! 

Soul,  to  its  place  on  high ! 
They  that  have  seen  thy  look  in  dealh« 

No  more  may  fear  to  die. 


Lone  are  the  paths,  and  sad  the  bowerii 
Whence  tliy  meek  smile  is  gone; 

But  oh!  a  brighter  home  than  ours, 
In  heaven,  is  now  thine  own. 


jBMtlimul  iLfitltfit^  utdf  Sbonsfi  tov  iffSLuult. 


IVTBODUOTOBT  8TAMZA8. 


THE  THEMES  OF  SONG. 


or  tnitli,  of  grandeur,  beaoty,  lors,  and  hops. 
And  melaneliolj  fcar  rabdoed  bjr  fkith. 

Wlrrdtwartk. 


Wnav  shaH  the  minstrel  find  a  theme? 

— ^Where'er  for  freedom  shed. 
Brave  bbod  hath  dyed  some  ancient  stream 

Amidst  the  mountains,  red. 

Where'er  a  rock,  a  fount,  a  grove, 

Bears  record  to  the  faith 
Of  We,  deep,  holy,  fervent  loVie, 

Victor  o'er  fear  and  deatlv 


Where'er  a  <liieffaun's  crested  brow 
Too  soon  hath  been  struck  down. 

Or  a  bright  virgin  head  laid  low, 
Weanng  its  youth's  first  crown* 

Wliere'er  a  spire  points  up  to  heaven. 
Through  storm  and  summer  air. 

Telling,  Biat  all  around  have  striven, 
Man's  heart,  and  hope,  and  prayer. 

Where'er  a  blessed  Home  hath  been, 
That  now  is  Home  no  more : 


A  place  of  ivy,  darkly  green, 
Where  laughter's  hght  is  o'ci 
iJ5 


Where'er  by  some  forsaken  grave. 
Some  nameless  greensward  heap, 

A  bird  may  sin^,  a  wild-flower  wave, 
A  star  its  vigil  keep. 

Or  where  a  yearning  heart  of  old, 

A  dream  of  shepherd  men. 
With  forms  of  more  than  earthly  mould 

Hath  peopled  grot  or  glen. 

T%ere  may  the  bard's  high  themes  be  finmd^ 

— ^We  die,  we  pass  away : 
But  faith,  love,  pity — ^these  are  bound 

To  earth  without  decay. 

The  heart  that  bums,  the  cheek  that  glows^ 

The  tear  from  hidden  springs. 
The  thorn  and  glory  of  the  rose— 

77ie$e  are  undying  things. 

Wave  afler  wave  of  mighty  stream 

To  the  deep  sea  hath  gone : 
Yet  not  the  less,  like  youth's  bright  dream, 

The  exhaustless  flood  rolls  on. 


RHINE  S0N<5 

OV  THB  GZEMAlf  SOLDIERS  Aim  VIOTOmT. 


"I  wbh  roa  eooM  hare  heard  Sir  Walter  Scott  dewriba  a 
florioua  aiffht,  which  had  been  witoeapod  by  a  friend  of  hia'- 
the  eroaaiof  of  the  Rhine,  at  Ehrenbraitatein.  by  the  Gemt^ 
anny  of  Liberatoia  on  their  Tictorioua  return  from  FranoSk 
'At  Ihe  firtt  fleam  of  the  river.'  he  said,  '  ihey  all  bont  forth 
I  into  the  national  chant,  'Am  JUiein!  Am  Rbain:*    rha» 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


S86 


M£&  HEBCANS*  WGRtCR. 


w«re  two  dajrt  pusinff  over;  and  the  roclu  and  the  oaitla 
were  riogiog  to  the  loog  the  whi>le  time ;— for  each  band  re- 
newed it  while  crowinc;  and  even  the  CoHackt.  with  the 
elaah  and  the  clang,  and  the  roll  of  their  aiormy  wai^muaic, 
catching  the  enthmiaam  of  the  aoene.  twelled  forth  the  choma. 
'Jim  RkmnI  Jim  MMtmr  "-^Mamueript  LttUr, 


TO  TBI  AIR  or— ^AM  RHEIN,  AM  RKEIN.*' 


during  the  laai  hoaie  of  a  mortal  Mcknen.  and  to  bid  the 
•ceoei  of  her  routh  farewell  in  a  sudden  flow  of  uaoremeditaied 


Terre,  aoleil,  Tallona,  belle  et  douce  Nature, 
Je  vooi  doia  une  larme  aux  bordi  de  mon  tombefto ; 
L'air  cat  ai  par  Amie  1  la  lunaiere  est  li  pure ! 
Aux  legarda  d'an  Mouraot  le  aoliel  est  ai  bono  ! 


BINGLX  VOICE. 

It  is  the  Rhine !  our  mountain  vineyards  lavingr, 

I  see  tlie  bright  flood  shine,  I  see  the  bright 

flood  shine : 

Sin^  on  the  march,  with  every  banner  waving^- 

Smg,  brothers,  'tis  the  Rhine  1  Sing,  brothers, 

HistheRhme! 

cuoaus. 
The  Rhine  I  the  Rhine,  our  awn  imperial  River  I 

Be  glory  on  thy  track,  be  glory  on  thy  track ! 
We  left  thy  shores,  to  die  or  to  deliver ; — 

We   bear  thee  Freedom  back,  we  bear  thee 
Freedom  back ! 

SINGLE    VOICE. 

Hail!  Hail!  my  childhood  knew  the  rush  of 
water, 

£v*n  as  my  mother's  song ;  ev*n  as  my  mother's 
song; 

That  Bonnd  went  past  me  on  the  field  of  slaughter. 

And  heart  and  arm  grew  strong  I  And  heart 

and  arm  grew  strong ! 

CHORUS. 

Roll  proudly  on!  —  brave   blood  is  with  thee 
sweeping, 
PourM  out  by  sons  of  thine,  pour'd  out  by  sons 
of  thine. 
Where  sword  and  spirit  forth  in  Uij  were  leaping, 
Like  thee,  victorious  Rhine !  Like  thee,  victo- 
rious Rhine! 

SINGLE    VOICE. 

Homo ! — ^Home ! — thy  glad  wave  hath  a  tone  of 

greeting. 
Thy  path  is  by  my  home,  thy  path  is  by  my 

home: 
Even  now  my  children  count  the  hours  till  meet- 

O  ransom'd  ones,  I  come !   O  ransom'd  ones,  I 


CHORUS. 

Go,  tell  the  seas,  that  chain  shall  bind  thee  never, 

Sound  on  by  hearth  and  shrine,  sound  on  by 

hearth  and  shrine ! 

Sing  through  the  hills,  that  thou  art  free  for  ever — 

Lift  up  Siy  voice,  O  Rhine !  Lift  up  thy  voice, 

O  Rhine! 


A  SONG  OF  DELOS. 

,rhe  Uaad  of  Deloa  was  oonridered  of  such  peculiar  ianetitr 
bf  the  ancients,  that  tber  did  not  al'iow  it  to  be  desecrated  by 
the  events  of  birth  or  death.  In  the  following  poem,  a  young 
pnefiosi  of  Apollo  is  supposed  to  be^  oonvered  from  its  shores 


A  soNo  was  heard  of  old — a  low,  sweet  song« 
On  the  blue  seas  by  Delos :  &om  that  isle, 
The  Sun-God*8  own  domain,  a  gentle  girl. 
Gentle— yet  all  inspired  of  soul,  of  miciif 
Lit  with  a  life  too  perilously  bright. 
Was  borne  away  to  die.    How  beautiful 
Seems  this  world  to  the  dying ! — but  for  Act-, 
The  child  of  beauty  and  of  poesy. 
And  of  soft  Grecian  skies — oh!  who  may  dream 
Of  all  that  from  ker  changeful  eye  flash'd  fi>rth« 
Or  glanced  more  quiveringly  tJirough  starry  tcan, 
As  on  her  land's  rich  vision,  iane  o'er  &ne 
Colour'd  with  loving  light — she  gazed  her  last. 
Her  young  life's  last.  Skat  hour?    from  her  pale 

brow 
And  buj:ning  cheek  she  threw  the  ringlets  back. 
And  bending  forward — as  the  spirit  swayM 
The  reed-Iike  form  still  to  the  shore  beloved, 
Breathed  the  swan-music  of  her  wild  farewell 
O'er  dancing  waves : — **  Oh !  linger  yet,"  she  cried, 

«•  Oh !  linger,  linger,  on  the  oar. 

Oh !  pause  upon  the  deep! 
That  I  may  gaxe  yet  once,  once  more. 
Where  floats  the  golden  day  oW  fane  and  steepi. 
Never  so  brightly  smiled  mine  own  sweet  ^loro; 
— Oh !  linger,  linger  on  the  parting  oar  ! 

**  I  see  the  laurels  Jing  back  showers 
Of  soft  light  still  on  many  a  shrine ; 

I  see  the  path  to  haunts  of  flowers 
Through  the  dim  olives  lead  its  gleaming  line ; 
I  hear  a  sound  of  flutes — a  swell  of  song — 
Mine  is  too  low  to  reach  tiiat  joyous  throng  I 

••  Oh !  linger,  linger  on  the  oar 
Beneath  my  native  sky  ! 

Let  my  life  part  from  that  bright  shore 
With  Day's  last  crimson — gazing  let  me  die  I 
Thou  bark,  glide  slowly ! — slowly  should  be  homo 
The  voyager  that  never  shall  return. 

**  A  &tal  gift  hath  been  thy  dower. 

Lord  of  the  Ijyre !  to  me ; 
With  song  and  wreath  from  bower  to  bowe  , 
Sisters  went  bounding  like  young  Oreads  free 
While  I,  through  lonf ,  lone,  voicdess  hours  apa^v 
Have  lain  and  astcn'd  to  my  beating  heart 

"Now  wasted  by  the  inborn  fire, 

I  sink  to  early  rest ; 
The  ray  that  lit  the  inqense-pyre. 
Leaves  unto  death  its  temple  in  my  breast 
— O  sunshine,  skies,  rich  flowers !  too  soim  I  go, 
While  round  me  thus  triumphantly  ye  gkw ! 
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*^  Bright  Isle !  might  but  thizie  echoeB  keep 

A  tone  of  my  fiu'eweU, 
One  tender  accent,  low  and  deep, 
Shrined  *midst  thy  founts  and  haunted  rocks  to 

dwcU! 
Might  my  lost  breath  send  music  to  thy  shore ! 
— Oh !  linger,  seamen^  linger  on  the  oar  I 


ANCIENT  GREEK  CHANT  OF  VICTORY. 


FSi  high  (he  bowl  with  Samiu  wjoe. 
Our  virgias  dance  beneath  the  abade 


Bwrtn. 


lot  they  come,  they  come ! 

Garlands  for  every  shrine ! 
Strike  lyres  to  greet  them  home ; 

Bring  roses,  pour  ye  wine ! 

Swell,  swell  the  Dorian  flute 

Through  the  blue,  triumphant  sky  I 

Let  the  Cittern's  .tone  salute 
The  aans  of  victory. 

With  the  offering  of  bright  Uood 

They  have  ransomM  hearth  and  tomb. 

Vineyard,  and  field,  and  flood ; — 
lo !  they  come,  they  come ! 

Sing  it  where  olives  w^ve. 

And  by  the  glittering  sea, 
And  o'er  each  hero's  grave, — 

Sing,  sing,  the  land  is  firee ! 

Mark  ye  the  flashing  oars, 

Ancl  the  spears  that  light  the  deep  1 
How  the  festal  sunshine  pours 

Where  the  lords  of  battle  sweep ! 

'Each  hath  brought  back  his  shield ; — 

Maid,  ffreet  thy  lover  home ! 
Mother,  from  that  proud  field, 
.  lo  I  thy  son  is  come  I 

Who  murmur'd  of  the  dead  ? 

Hush,  boding  voice !    We  know 
That  man^  a  shining  head 

Lies  in  its  glory  low. 

Breathe  not  those  names  to-day ! 

They  shall  have  their  praise  ere  long, 
And  a  power  all  hearts  to  sway. 

In  ever-burning  song. 

But  now  shed  flowers,  pour  wine. 
To  hail  the  conquerors  home  \ 

Bring  wreaths  for  every  shrine — 
lo !  they  come,  they  come ! 


THE  DEATH.SONG  OF  ALCESTia 


She  came  forth  in  her  bridal  robes  array'd, 
And,  'midst  the  graceful  statues,  round  the  hall 
Shediing  the  calm  of  their  celestial  mien, 
Stooil  pale,  yet  proudly  beautiful,  as  they; 


Flowers  in  her  bosom,  and  the  star-Jike  gleam 
Of  jewels  trembling  from  her  braided  hair. 
And  death  upon  her  brow ! — ^but  glorious  death. 
Her  own  heart's  choice,  the  token  and  the  seal 
Of  love,  o'ermastering  love;  which,  till  that  hour 
Almost  an  anguish  in  the  brooding  weight 
Of  its  unutterable  tenderness. 
Had  burden*<f  her  full  soul.    But  now,  oh !  now. 
Its  time  was  come— and  firom  the  spirit's  depths^ 
The  passion  and  the  mighty  mek)dy 
Of  its  immortal  voice,  in  triumph  broke. 
Like  a  strong  rushing  wind ! 

The  soft  pure  air 
Came  floating  through  that  hall ; — the  Grecian  air. 
Laden  with  music — flute-notes  from  tlie  vales. 
Echoes  of  song — the  last  sweet  sounds  of  life ; 
And  the  glad  sunshine  of  the  golden  clime 
Streamed,  as  a  royal  mantle,  round  her  form. 
The  glorified  of  love !  But  she — she  look'd 
Only  on  him  for  whom  'twas  joy  to  die. 
Deep— deepest,  holiest  joy !— or  if  a  thought 
Of  the  warm  sunlight,  and  tJie  scented  breeze, 
And  the  sweet  Dorian  songs,  o'erswept  the  tide 
Of  her  unswerving  soul — 't  was  but  a  thought 
That  own'd  the  summer-lovelines*  of  lifo 
For  Aim  a  worthy  offering ! — So  she  stood. 
Wrapt  in  hright  silence,  as  entranced  awhile. 
Till  her  eye  kindled,  and  her  quivering  frame 
With  the  swift  breeze  of  inspiration  shook. 
As  the  pale  priestess  trembles  to  the  breath 
Of  inborn  oracles ! — ^then  flush'd  her  cheek, 
And  all  the  triumph,  all  the  ac^ony, 
Bome  on  the  battling  waves  of  love  and  doatl>, 
All  from  her  woman's  heart,  in  sudden  song. 
Burst  like  a  fount  of  fire. 

"I  go,  I  go! 

Thou  Sun,  thou  golden  Sun;  I  go, 
Far  from  thy  light  to  dwell ; 

Thou  shalt  not  And  my  place  below. 
Dim  is  that  world — bright  Sun  of  Greece,  far*- 
well!" 

The  Laurel  and  the  glorious  Rose 

Thy  glad  beam  yet  may  see. 
But  where  no  purple  summer  glows. 
O'er  the  dark  wave  /  haste  from  them  and  thfia 

Yet  doth  my  spirit  faint  to  port? 

— I  mourn  thee  not,  O  Sun  I 
Joy,  solemn  joy,  o'erflows  my  heart. 
Sing  me  triumphal  songs ! — my  crown  is  won  . 

Let  not  a  voice  of  weeping  rise ! 
My  heart  is  girt  with  power ! 
Let  the  green  earth  and  festal  skies 
Laugh  as  to  grace  a  conqueror's  closing  hour 

For  thee,  for  thee,  my  bosom's  lord ! 

Thee,  my  soul's  loved !  I  die ; 
Thine  is  the  torch  of  life  restored. 
Mine,  mine  the  rapture,  mine  the  victorv  I 

Now  may  the  boundless  love,  that  lay 

Unfiithom'd  still  before, 
In  one  consuming  brrst  find  way. 
In  one  bright  flood  all,  aii  its  riahes  pour 
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Thoa  know*Bt,  thou  know^rt  what  love  U 
flow! 
Its  glory  and  its  might- 
Are  they  not  written  on  my  brow  7 
And  will  that  image  ever  quit  thy  sight? 

No !  deathless  in  thy  ikithfbl  breast. 

There  shall  my  memory  keep 
Its  own  bright  altar.pboo'of  rest. 
While  o*er  my  grave  the  cypress-branches  weep. 

—Oh !  the  glad  light !— the  li^ht  is  fair. 

The  soil  breeze  warm  and  irce, 
And  rich  notes  fill  the  scented  air 
And  all  are  gifls — my  lovers  last  gifts  to  thee ! 

Take  mo  to  thy  warm  heart  once  more! 

Night  falls — my  pulse  beats  low — 
Seek  not  to  quicken,  to  restore, 
Jot  is  in  every  pang — ^I  go,  I  go ! 

I  foel  thy  tears,  I  feci  thy  breath, 

I  meet  thy  tbnd  look  still; 
Keen  is  the  strife  of  love  and  death ; 
Faint  and  yet  fainter  grows  my  bosom's  thrilL 

Yet  swells  the  tide  of  rapture  strong. 
Though  mists  o'ershade  mine  eye ; 
—Sing,  rean !  sing  a  conqueror's  song ! 
For  thee,  for  thee,  my  fpbit's  lord,  I  die  !** 


THE  FALL  OF  D*ASSA& 

A  BALLAD  OF  FRAMCK. 

Th«  Chevftner  D' Aims,  eaUed  the  French  Deeim,  fell  nobly 
vriiilft.  rt>connoitrinf  a  wood,  near  Cloeterkamp,  bjr  night.  He 
haa  Ivlt  hie  regiment,  that  of  Auverfne.  at  a  short  divtaooe, 
aiid  wu  vuddenljr  rarrounded  bjr  an  ambuceade  or  the  enemy, 
who  threatened  him  with  iosiant  death  if  he  made  the  leait 
aign  of  their  ricioitr.  Whh  their  bayonets  at  bis  breast,  ho 
raised  his  voice,  and  callinf  aloud  "  A  noi,  A verg ne !  ce  sout 
les  ennemis  !*'  fell,  pierced  with  mortal  blows. 


Alonk  through  gloomjr  forest  shades 

A  soldier  went  by  night'; 
No  moonbeam  pierced  uie  dusky  glades, 

No  star  shed  guiding  light. 

Yet  on  his  vigirs  midnight  round, 

The  youth  all  choerly  passM ; 
UiicheckM  by  au?ht  of  boding  sound 

That  mutter'd  m  the  blast 

fVhcre  were  his  thoughts  that  lonely  hour? 

— In  his  far  home,  perchance ; 
His  fiither's  hall,  his  mother's  bower, 

'Midst  the  gay  vines  of  France : 

Wandering  fVom  battles  lost  and  won. 

To  hear  and  bless  again 
The  rolling  of  the  wild  Garonne, 

Or  murmur  pf  the  Seine. 


—Hush !  Hark !— did  stealing  steps  go  by  7 
Came  not  faint  whispers  near  7 

No !  the  wild  wind  hath  many  a  sigh. 
Amidst  the  foliage  sere. 

Hark,  yet  again ! — and  from  his  hand. 
What  grasp  hath  wrcnch'd  the  blade  7 

—Oh !  single  'midst  a  hostile  band. 
Young  soldier !  thou'rt  betray 'd ! 

••  Silence !"  in  imder-tones  they  cry— 

**  No  whisper — ^not  a  breath ! 
The  sound  that  warns  thy  comrades  nigh 

Shall  sentence  thee  to  death." 

— Still,  at  the  bayonet's  point  he  stood, 

And  strong  to  meet  the  blow ; 
And  shouted,  'midst  his  rushing  blood, 

**■  Arm,  orm,  Auvorgnc !  the  foe !" 

llie  stir,  the  tramp,  the  bugle-call — 

He  heard  their  tumults  now ; 
And  sent  his  dying  voice  Uirough  aB— 

**  Auvergne,  Auvergne  i  the  Joe .'" 


NAPLEa 

A  BONO  OF  THE  STaSlC 


Then  tentle  winds  arose 

With  many  a  mingled  cloce. 
Of  wild  .£oliao  sound  and  mountain  odDor  keea  s 

Where  the  clear  Baian  ocean 

Welters  with  at"-like  motion 
Within,  aboFe,  around  iu  bowera  of  ilany  | 


Still  is  the  Syren  warbling  on  thy  shore. 
Bright  City  of  the  Waves ! — her  magio  song 
Still,  with  a  dreamy  sense  of  ecstasy, 
Fills  thy  sofl  summer  air : — and  while  my  ghnca 
Dwells  on  thy  pictured  loveliness,  that  lay 
Floats  thus  o'er  Fancy's  ear ;  and  thus  to  thee, 
Daughter  of  sunshine !  doth  the  syren  sing. 

"Thine  is  the  glad  wave's  flashing  play. 
Thine  is  the  laugh  of  the  golden  day, 
The  golden  day,  and  the  glorious  night. 
And  the  vine  with  its  clusters  all  bath'd  in  light . 
— Forget,  forget,  tliat  thou  art  not  free ! 

Queen  of  the  sitmmer  sea. 

**  Favour'd  and  crown'd  of  the  earth  and  sky ! 
Tliino  are  all  voices  of  melody. 
Wandering  in  moonlight  through  fane  and  tower 
Floating  o'er  fountain  and  myrtle  bower ; 
Hark !  how  they  melt  o'er  thy  glittering  sea ; 
—Forget  that  thou  art  not  free ! 

**  Let  the  wine  flow  in  thy  marble  halls ! 
Let  tbe  lute  answer  thy  fountain  falls  * 
And  ^ock  thy  feasts  with  the  myrtle-bough ; 
And  cover  with  roses  thy  glowing  brow ! 
Queen  of  the  day  and  the  summer  sea. 

Forget  that  thou  art  not  freer 
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So  doth  tho  Syren  sin^  while  sparkling  waves 
Dance  to  her  chant    But  Btemiy,  mournfully, 
O  city  of  the  deep !  from  Sibyl  grots 
And  Ron.an  tombs,  the  echoes  of  thy  shore 
Take  up  the  cadence  of  her  strain  alone, 
Murmuring—**  Thou  art  not  free  /" 


CHORUS. 

TEANSLATKD  #aOM  THE  ALCESTIS  OP  ALPIXRI. 


SONGS  OF  A  GUARDIAN  SPIRIT. 
I. 


NCAA  THEE,  8TIIX  NEAR  TbBS!* 


an  thfi  MeM  whwe  the  dying  Alcestii  hu  bid  farewdil  to  har 

hittbaod  and  ekUdren.) 

(attendants  op  ALCESTIS.) 

Peace,  mourners,  peace ! 
Be  hushed,  be  silent  in  this  hour  of  dread ! 

Our  erica  would  but  incrpaso 
The  Buffcrer^s  pangs ;  let  tears  imheard  be  shed, 

Cease,  voi^e  of  weeping,  cease  I 

Sustain,  O  friend  i 

Upon  thy  fiiithful  1 
The  bead  that  sinks,  with  mortal  pain  opprest ! 

And  thuu,  assistance  lend 

To  close  the  languid  eye. 
Still  beautiful  in  lifers  hst  agony. 

Alas !  how  long  a  strife ! 
What  anguish  struggles  in  the  parting  breath, 

Ere  yet  immortal  life 

Be  won  by  death ! 
Death  I  Death !  thy  work  complete ! 
Let  thy  sad  hour  be  fleet. 
Speed  in  thy  mercy,  the  releasing  sigh ! 

No  more  keen  pangs  impart 

To  her,  the  high  in  heart. 
The  adored  Alcestis,  worthy  ne*er  to  die. 

(attendants  oP  aduetus.) 

*T  is  not  enough,  oh !  no ! 
To  hide  the  scene  of  anguish  from  his  eyes ; 

Still  must  our  silent  band 

Around  him  watchful  stand. 
And  on  the  mourner  ceaseless  care  bestow. 
That  his  ear  catch  not  griefs  funereal  cries. 

Yet,  yet  hope  b  not  dead, 

All  is  not  lost  below. 
While  jet  the  gods  have  pity  on  our  woe. 

Oft  when  all  joy  is  fled. 

Heaven  lends  support  to  those 
Who  on  his  care  in  pious  hope  repose. 

Then  to  the  blesse^  skies 
TiCt  our  submissive  prayers  in  chorus  rise. 

Pray!  pray!  pray! 
What  other  task  have  mortals,  bom  to  tears. 
Whom  fiite  controls,  with  adamantine  sway  7 

O  ruler  of  the  spheres ! 
Tove !  Jove !  enthroned  immortally  on  high. 

Oar  supplication  hear ! 

Nor  plunge  in  bitterest  woes. 
Him,  who  nor  footstep  moves  nor  lifls  his  eye. 

But  as  a  child,  which  only  knows 

Its  father  to  revere. 
36^ 


Neae  thee,  still  near  thee! — o*cr  thy  pathway 

gliding. 
Unseen  I  pass  thee  with  the  wind's  low  si^h ; 
Life's  veil  enfolds  thee  still,  our  eyes  diridmg. 
Yet  viewless  love  floats  round  thee  silently ! 

Not  *midst  the  festal  throng, 
In  halls  of  mirth  and  song ; 
But  when  thy  thoughts  are  deepest, 
W^hen  holy  tears  thou  wecpest. 

Know  then  that  love  is  nigh ! 

When  tho  night's  whisper  o'er  thy  harp-strings 

creeping, 
Or  the  sea-music  on  the  soundinsr  shore. 
Or  breezy  anthems  through  the  forest  sweeping. 
Shall  move  thy  trembling  spirit  to  adore ; 

When  every  thought  and  prayer 
We  loved  to  breaUie  and  shore. 
On  tliy  full  heart  returning. 
Shall  wake  its  voiceless  yearning; 

Then  feel  me  near  onco  more  2 

Near  thee,  still  near  thee ! — ^tmst  thy  soul't  deep 

dreaming  1 
— Oh !  love  is  not  an  earthly  rose,  to  die ! 
Ev'n  when  I  soar  where  fiery  stars  are  beaming. 
Thine  image  wanders  with  me  through  the  sky 

The  fields  of  air  are  firee. 
Yet  lonely,  wanting  thee ; 
But  when  thy  chains  are  falling;^ 
When  heaven  its  own  is  calling. 

Know  then  thy  guide  is  nigh 


THE  SISTERS.! 

A  BALLAD. 


**  I  GO,  sweet  sister ;  yet,  my  hearc  would  Imger 
with  thee  fain. 

And  unto  every  parting  gift  some  deep  remem- 
brance 'chain ; 

Take  then  the  braid  of  Eastern  pearls  which  once 
I  loved  to  wear, 

And  with  it  bind  for  festal  scenes  the  dark  wavus 
of  thy  hair ! 

Its  pale  pure  brightness  will  beseem  those  raven 
tresses  well. 

And  I  shall  need  such  pomp  po  more  in  my  lono 
convent  cell." 


*Tlin  piec«  hat  been  nt  to  oimie  of  raoit  imprnwTB  beauty 
br  John  Lodge,  Emi..  for  whoM  oompoiitiooa  leTeral  of  the 
anthor'a  loage  were  written. 

jTMi  ballad  wai  composed  for  a  kind  of  dramabe  recitative 
leliered  bf  moaie.  It  was  thus  performed  bjr  two  srafwIU  and 
i  highly  I 
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*■  Oh  speak  not  thus,  my  Leonor!  why  part  from 

kindred  love  7 
Through  festive  scenes,  when  thou  art  gone— my 

sleps  no  more  shall  move  ! 
How  could  I  bear  a  lonely  heart  amid  a  reckless 

throng? 
I  should  but  miss  earth^s  dearest  voice  in  every 

tone  of  son^r ; 
Keep,  keep  the  braid  of  Eastern  pearls,  or  let  me 

proudly  twine 
Its  wreath  once  more  around  that  brow,  ihat 

queenly  brow  of  thine." 

**0h  wouldst  thou  strive  a  wounded  bird  flx)m 

shelter  to  detain ! 
Or  wouldst  thou  call  a  spirit  freed,  to  weary  life 

again? 
Sweet  sister,  take  the  golden  cross  that  I  have 

worn  so  long, 
And  bathed  with  many  a  burning  tear  for  secret 

woe  and  wrong. 
It  could  not  still  ffiy  luting  heart !  but  may  it  be 

a  sign 
Of  peace  and  hope,  my  gentle  one !  when  meekly 

pres8*d  to  thine  !*^ 


••  Take  back,  take  back  the  cross  of  gold,  our 

mother's  gift  to  thee, 
It  would  but  or  this  parting  hour  a  bitter  to. 

ken  be; 
With  funeral  splendour  to  mine  eye,  it  would  but 

sadly  shine. 
And  tell  of  earthly  treasures  lost,  of  joy  no  longer 

mine ! 
Oh!  sister!  if  thy  heart  be  thus  with  buried 

grief  oppressed, 
Where  wouldst  thou  pour  it  fttrth  so  well,  as  on 

my  faithful  breaat?** 

**  t^rgo  me  no  more !  a  blight  hath  fidlen  upon  my 

summer  years ! 
I  should  but  darken  thy  young  Hie  with  fruitless 

pangs  and  fears; 
But  take  at  least  the  lute  I  loved,  and  guard  it  for 

my  sake, 
And  sometimes,  fit>m  its  silvery  strings,  one  tone 

of  memory  wake ! 
Sing  to  those  chords  by  starlight's  gleam  our  own 

sweet  vesper-hymn. 
And  think  that  I  too  chant  it  then,  ftr  in  my 

cloister  dim." 

**  Tea,  I  tbtU  take  the  silvery  lute— and  I  will  sing 

to  thee 
A  song  we  heard  in  childhood's  days,  eVn  fix>m 

our  Other's  knee. 
Oh  sister !  sister !  are  these  notes  amid  forgotten 

things? 
00  they  not  linger  as  in  love,  on  the  fiuniliar 

strings? 
8eeins  not  our  sainted  mother's  voice  to  murmur 

in  the  strain  7 
Kind  sister !  gentkist  Leonor !  say,  shall  it  plead 

m  vain  f 


*  Leave  us  not,  leave  us  not! 

Say  not  adieu ! 
Have  we  not  been  to  thee, 

Tender  and  true  7 

**  Take  not  thy  sunny  smUe 
Far  from  our  htsaith ! 

With  that  sweet  li|rht  will  fade 
Summer  and  mirth. 

**  Leave  us  not,  leave  us  not ! 

Jan  thy  heart  roam  7 
vVilt  thou  not  pine  to  bear 

Voices  from  home  7 

**  Too  sad  our  love  would  be, 

If  thou  wert  gone  ! 
Turn  to  us,  leave  us  not ! 

Thou  art  our  own !" 


*"  Oh  sister,  hush  that  thrillhig  lute,  oh  ceua  that 

haunting  lay, 
Too  deeply  pierce  tiiose  wild  sweet  notes;  yet,  yet 

I  cannot  stay, 
For  weary — ^weary  is  my  heart !  I  hear  a  whispered 

call 
In  every  breeze  that  stirs  the  leaf  and  bids  the 

blossom  fall. 
I  cannot  breathe  in  freedom  here,  my  spirit  pines 

to  dwell 
Where  the  world's  voice  can  reach  no  more  S— oh 

cahn  thee !  Fare  thee  weH !" 
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oh!  droop  TB6a  not! 


They  lin  who  tel]  m  love  can  diau 

With  life  all  other  pattiont  fly ; 

All  othera  are  but  vanity. 

la  haaven  ambition  cannot  dwell. 

Nor  avarice  in  the  vaolta  or  belL 

Earthly  thete  paaiioiw,  aa  of  earth— 

lliey  perish  where  they  draw  thair  Uftb. 

Bui  love  ia  iodeatraetible ! 

Ita  holy  flame  for  ever  bumeth: 

From  heavea  it  eaae,  to  heateo  retaineth. 

SaMtkBt 

Oh  !  droop  thou  not,  my  gentle  earthly  love ! 

Mme  still  to  be !    ' 
I  bore  through  death,  to  brighter  lands  above. 

My  thoughts  of  thee. 

Tea !  the  deep  memory  of  our  holy  tears* 

Our  mingled  prayer. 
Our  Bufiering  love,  through  lone  devoted  years. 

Went  with  me  there. 

It  was  not  vain,  the  haDow'd  and  the  tried— 

It  waa  not  vain  ! 
Still,  though  unseen,  still  hovering  at  thy  sidBi 

I  watch  again ! 


Digiti 


izedbyGbOgle 


NATIONAL  LYRICS,  AND  SOUiGS  FOR  MUSIC 


391 


From  our  own  paths,  our  lovers  attesting  bowers, 

I  am  not  gone ; 
En  the  deep  oalm  of  midnight's  whispering  hours, 

Thou  art  not  lone : 

Not  lone,  when  by  the  haunted  stream  thou 
weepest. 

That  stream,  whose  tone 
Murmurs  of  thoughts,  the  richest  and  the  deepest. 

We  two  have  known : 

Not  lone,  when  moomfiilly  some  strain  awaking 

Of  days  long  past. 
From  thy  soft  eyes  the  sudden  tears  are  breaking. 

Silent  and  fast: 

Not  lone,  when  upwards,  in  fimd  vinons  turning 

Thy  dreamy  glance, 
Thou  seek'st  my  hme,  where  solemn  stars  are 
burning, 

0*er  night's  expanse. 

My  home  is  near  thee,  loved  one !  and  around  thee, 

Where'er  thou  art; 
TW  still  mortality's  thick  cloud  hath  bound  thee, 

Doubt  not  thy  heart ! 

Hear  its  low  Toioe,  nor  deem  thyself  forsaken- 
Let  faith  be  given 

To  X^*i  still  tones  which  oft  our  being  waken— 
They  are  of  heaven ! 


MIGN0N«  SONG. 


TE     N8LATKD    FROM    OOKTBI. 


Masnon,  a  jcmng  sod  eothnriaslie  girl,  (the  charaeimr  In  one 
of  Goethe*!  romaocea.  from  which  Sir  Waher  Seott't  Fenella 
ii  partially  imitatf^lO  haa  been  itolen  awar.  in  early  childhood, 
from  Italy.  Her  vaftte  recollcctiene  of  that  land,  and  of  her 
early  home,  with  its  fracerul  fculpturee  and  pictured  laloooe. 
are  perpetually  h&uniinf  her,  and  at  time*  break  forth  into  the 
following  lonff.  The  orifinal  haa  been  aet  to  eiqiiiilte  muaic, 
by  Zeller,  the  friem  of  Goethe. 


Kenmt  di  lai  Land  wo  die  Citronen  Uuhn  1 


Know'st  thou  the  land  where  bloom  the  Citron 

bowen. 
Where  the  g  ild-orange  lights  the  dusky  grove? 
High  waves  the  laurel  there,  the  myrtle  flowers. 
And  thro'  a  still  blue  heaven  the  sweet  winds 

rove: 
Know'st  thou  it  well  7 

— ^There,  there,  with  thee, 
O  friend,  O  loved  one!  fain  my  steps  would  flee. 

Kncv'st  thou  the  dwelling  ? — ^there  the  pillars  rise. 
Soft  shines  the  hall,  the  painted  chambers  gbw ; 
And  forms  of  marble  seem  with  pityhng  eyes 
To  say— "Poor  child!  what  thus  hath  wrought 

thee  woe?" 
<Cnow'8t  thou  it  well? 

The  re,  there  with  thee, 
y  mv  protector!  homewards  might  I  floe ! 


Know'st  thou  the  mountain  7 — ^high  its  bridge  is 

hung, 
Where  the  mule  seeks  thro'  mist  and  cloud  his 

way; 
There  lurk  the  dragon-race,  deep  caves  among. 
O'er  beetling  rocks  there  fbams  the  torrent  spray 
Know'st  thou  it  well? 

With  thee,  vnth  thee. 
There  lies  my  path,  O  father !  let  us  flee ! 


THE  LAST  SONG  OF  SAPPHO. 


Sogffeeted  by  a  beratifnl  aketeh,  the  dwign  of  the  yottaga 
Wettmacott.  It  repreeentt  Sappho  aitUng  on  a  rock  B'.M>Te  tba 
■oa,  with  her  lyre  eaat  at  her  feeL  There  is  a  dei olate  grace  abool 
the  whole  flgiue.  which  Mema  penetrated  with  the  feeling  > 
otter  abandonmeoL 

Sound  on,  thou  dark  unslumbering  sea ! 

My  dirge  is  in  thy  moan : 
My  spirit  finds  response  in  the^ 
To  its  own  ceaseless  cry — ^"  Alone,  alone  V* 

Tet  send  me  back  one  other  word, 

Ye  tones  that  never  cease ! 
Oh !  let  your  secret  caves  be  stirr'd, 
And  say,  dark  waters !  will  ye  give  me  peae§  ! 

Away !  my  weary  soul  hath  sought 

In  vain  one  echoing  sigh. 
One  answer  to  consuming  thought 
In  hiunan  hearts — and  will  the  wave  reply  7 

Sound  on,  thou  dark  unalumbexing  sea  7 
Sound  in  thy  scorn  and  pride ! 
I  ask  not,  alien  world,  from  thee. 
What  my  own  kindred  earth  hath  still  denied. 

And  yet  I  loved  that  earth  so  well 

With  all  its  lovely  things ! 
^Was  it  fbr  this  the  death-wind  fbll 
On  my  rich  lyre,  and  quench'd  its  living  strings? 

-—Let  them  be  silent  at  my  feet! 

Since  broken  even  as  they, 
The  heart  whose  music  made  them  sweet. 
Hath  pour'd  on  desert-sands  its  wealth  away. 

Tet  glory's  light  hath  touch'd  my  name, 

The  laurel-wreath  is  mine — 
— ^With  a  lone  heart,  a  weary  frame — 
O  restless  deep !  I  come  to  make  them  thine ! 

Give  to  that  crown,  that  burning  crown, 

Pkoe  in  thy  darkest  hold ! 
Bury  my  anguish,  my  renown, 
With  hidden  wrecks,  lost  gems,  and  wasted  gold 

Thou  sea>bird  on  the  billow's  crest 

Thou  hast  thy  love,  thy  home ; 
They  wait  thee  in  the  quiet  nest. 
And  I,  til*  msougbt,  unwctrh'd-ror  ^I  tou  oonif» 
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I,  with  this  winged  nature  fraught, 

These  visions  wildly  free. 
This  boundless  love,  this  fiery  thought — 
^ Alone  I  come— oh !  give  me  peace,  dark  sea ! 


PIRGE. 


Where  shall  we  make  her  grave  ? 
—Oh  !  where  the  wild-flowers  wave 

In  the  free  air ! 
Where  shower  and  singing-bird 
*Midst  the  young  leaves  are  heard— 

There— lay  her  there ! 

Harsh  was  the  world  to  her— 
Now  may  sleep  minister 

Balm  for  each  ill ; 
Low  on  sweet  nature's  breast, 
l^\  the  meek  heart  find  rest, 

Deep,  deep  and  still ! 

Murmur,  glad  waters,  by ! 
Faint  gales,  with  happy  sigh. 

Come  wandering  o*«t 
That  green  and  mossy  bed. 
Where,  on  a  gentle  bead. 

Storms  ^t  no  more ! 

What  though  for  her  in  vain 
Falls  now  the  bright  spring-rain. 

Plays  the  aoh  wind ; 
Yet  still,  from  where  she  lice. 
Should  blessed  breathings  rise. 

Gracious  and  kind. 

Therefi)re  let  siong  and  dew 
llienoe,  in  the  heart  renew 

Life's  vernal  glow ! 
And,  o*cr  that  holy  earth 
Scents  of  the  violet's  birth 

Still  come  and  go ! 

Oh !  thou  where  wild  flowers  wave. 
Make  ye  her  mossy  grave 

In  the  free  air  i 
Where  shower  and  singing-bird 
*Midst  the  youns  leaves  are  heard — 

There,  lay  her  there  I 


A  SONG  OF  THE  ROSE. 


Con  fior  divemi  che  n<Mi  loffciaee 
All  *aoqoa,  al  gelo,  at  Teoto  ed  alio 
lyuna  ttafion  volabila  e  fusaee; 
2  a  pio  fido  Cultor  poito  in  f  orerao, 
Unir  potral  Delia  tranquiUa  pace. 
Ad  eterna  Bellezza  odore  eleroo. 


Ross !  what  dost  thou  hero  7 

Bridal,  royal  rose  ** 
How,  'midst  grief  and  fear. 
Canst  thou  thus  disclose 
rhat  fervid  hue  of  love,  which  to  thy  heart-leaf 
glows? 


Rose !  too  much  array'd 

For  triumphal  hours, 
Look'st  thou  through  the  shade 

Of  tlicse  mortal  bowers. 
Not  to  disturb  my  soul,  thou  crown'd  one  ol  all 
flowers! 

As  an  eagle  soaring 

Through  a  sunny  sky. 
As  a  clarion  pouring 
Notes  of  victory, 
So  dost  tJtou  kindle  thoughts,  for  eaithly  h&  too 
high. 

Thoughts  of  rapture,  flushing 

Youthful  poet's  check ; 
Thoughts  of  glory,  rushing 

Fonh  in  song  to  lureak. 
But  finding  tho  spring-tide  of  rapid  song  too 


Yet,  oh !  fbstal  rose, 

I  have  seen  thee  lying 
In  til  V  bright  repose 

PilJow'd  with  the  dying. 
Thy  crimson  by  the  lip  whenoe  lilb's  quick  blood 
was  flying. 

Sammer,  hope,  and  love 

O'er  that  bed  of  pain. 
Met  in  tliee,  yet  wove 

Too,  too  frail  a  chain 
In  its  embracing  links  the  lovely  to  detain. 

Smil'st  thou,  gorgeous  flower? 

— Oh !  within  the  spells 
Of  tby  beauty's  power. 

Something  dimly  dwells. 
At  variance  with  a  world  of  sorrows  and  fiir^ 

wells. 

All  the  soul  fbrtli  flowing 

In  that  rich  perfume, 
All  the  proud  Ufe  glowing 

In  that  radiant  bloom. — 
Have  they  no  place  but  here,  beneath  the  o'er* 
shadowing  tomb  ? 

Crown'st  thou  but  the  daughters 

Of  our  tearful  race  ? 
— Heaven's  own  purest  waters 

Well  might  wear  the  trace 
Of  thy  consummate  form,  melting  to  softer  grace 

Will  that  clime  enfold  tliee 

With  immortal  air  ? 
Shall  we  not  behold  thee 
Bright  and  deathless  there  7 
In  spirit-lustre  clothed,  transoendantly  morct  fairf 

Yes !  my  fiincy  sees  thee 

In  that  light  disclose, 
And  itB  dream  thus  frcc<i  tlice 

From  the  mist  of  woes. 
Darkening  thine  earthly  bowers,  O  bridal,  rojif 
rose! 
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NIGHT-BLOWING  FLOWERa 

Ghildrkn  of  nig^ht!  imfddin|r  meeklv,  slowly 
To  the  Bweet  breathings  of  tlie  shadoVy  hours, 
'«Vhen  dark-blue  heavens  look  softest  and  most 

holy, 
And  glow-worm  light  is  in  the  forest  bowers; 

To  solemn  things  and  deep,     • 

To  spirit-huuntcd  sleep. 

To  thoughts,  all  purified 

From  euth,  ye  seem  allied ; 
O  dedicated  flowers ! 

Fe,  from  the  gate  of  crowds  your  beauty  veiling, 
Keep  in' dim  vestal  urns  the  sweetness  shrined ; 
Till  the  mild  moon,  .on  high  serenely  sailing, 
Looks  on  you  tenderly  and  sadly  kind. 

—So  doth  love*8  dreaming  heart 

Dwell  from  the  throng  apart. 

And  but  to  shades  dl^lose 

The  inmost  thought  which  glows 
With  its  pure  Lfe  entwined. 

Shot  from  the  sounds  wherein  the  day  rejoices, 
To  no  triumphant  song  your  petals  thrill. 
But  send  forth  odours  with  the  &int  soft  yoicet 
Rising  fitun  hidden  streams,  wheai  all  is  stilL 

So  doth  lone  prayer  arise, 

Mmgling  vrith  secret  sighs, 

When  grief  unfolds,  like  you, 

Her  breasti  ior  heavenly  dew 
In  silent  hours  to  filL 


••  Nay,  let  our  shadowy  beauty  bloom 

When  the  stars  give  quiet  Ught, 
And  let  us  offer  our  fiint  perfume 

On  the  silent  shrine  of  night, 

"Call  it  not  wasted,  the  scent  we  lend 
To  the  breeze,  when  no  step  is  nigh ; 

Oh  thus  for  ever  the  earth  should  send 
Her  grateful  breath  on  high ! 

"And  love  us  as  emblems,  night's  dewy  flowers 

Of  hopes  unto  sorrow  given, 
That  spring  through  the  gloom  of  the  darkest 
hours. 

Looking  alone  to  heaven  !*'      « 


ECHO  SONG. 


WANDERER  AND  THE  NIGHT-FLOWERS- 


Caii.  back  your  odours,  lovely  flowers. 
From  the  night-winds  call  them  back, 

\nd  fold  your  leaves  to  the  laughing  hours: 
Come  forth  in  the  sunbeam's  track* 

The  lark  lies  couch'd  in  her  grassy  nest, 

And  the  honey-bee  is  gone. 
And  all  bright  things  are  away  to  rest. 

Why  watch  ye  here  alone  / 

Is  not  your  world  a  mournful  one, 
Wh^  your  sisters  close  their  eyes. 

And  your  soft  breath  meets  not  a  lingering  tone 
Of  song  in  the  starry  skies  7 

Take  ye  no  ^oy  in  the  day-spring's  birth. 
When  it  kmdles  the  sparks  of  dew  7 

And  the  thousand  strains  of  the  forest's  mirth 
Shall  they  gladden  all  but  you  7 

Shut  your  sweet  bells  till  the  fiiwn  oomes  out 

On  the  sunny  turf  to  play. 
And  the  woodland  child  with  a  &iry  shoot 

Goes  dancing  on  its  way ! 


In  thy  cavern-hall. 

Echo!  ait  thou  sleeping 7 
By  the  fountain's  fall 
Dreamy  silence  keeping  7 
Yet  one  soft  note  borne 
From  the  shepherd's  horn, 
Wakes  thee.  Echo!  into  music  leaping ! 
— Strange  sweet  Echo !  into  music  leaping. 

Then  the  woods  rejoice, 

Then  glad  souncb  are  swelling 
From  each  aiBter-voice 
Round  thy  rocky  dwelling ; 
And  their  sweetness  filL 
All  the  hollow  hills. 
With  a  thousand  notes,  of  one  life  telling ! 
—Softly  mingled  notes  of  one  life  telling. 

£!cho !  in  my  heart 

Thus  deep  thoughts  are  lying. 
Silent  and  apart, 
Buried,  yet  undying. 
Till  some  gentle  tone 
Waking  haply  one. 
Calls  a  thousand  forth,  like  thee  replying ! 
—Strange  sweet  Echo  I  Even  like  thee  replying. 


THE  MUFFLED  DRUM.* 

Thi  muffled  drum  was  heard 

In  the  Pyrened^  by  night. 
With  a  dull  deep  rolling  sound 

Which  told  the  hamlets  round. 
Of  a.  soldier's  burial  rite. 

Bat  it  told  them  not  how  dear, 

In  a  home  beyond  the  main. 
Was  the  warrior  youth  laid  low  that  hooi. 

By  a  mountain  stream  of  Spain, 

The  oaks  of  England  waved 
O'er  the  slumbers  of  his  race. 

But  a  pine  of  the  Ronceval  made  raoaii 
Above  hU  last  lone  place  : 
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When  the  muffled  dram  was  heax4 

In  the  PyreneeB  hj  nig^ht. 
With  m  doU  deep  roUing  loand, 

Which  caUM  atrangc  echoes  roond 
To  the  soldier's  burial  ritu. 

Brief  was  the  aorrowing  thart 
By  the  stream  from  batUe  iod« 

And  toasing  on  its  wave  the  plam«s 
Of  many  a  stately  head ; 

But  a  mother    soon  to  die, 

And  a  sister  lon^^  to  weep, 
Ev*n  then  were  broOhing  prayer  for  him, 

In  that  l^ome  beyond  Sm  deep ; 

While  the  muffled  drum  was  heard 

In  the  Pyrenees  by  mghU 
With  a  dull  deep  rolfing  sound. 

And  the  dark  piiies  moorn'd  around 
O'er  the  soldier's  boriai  rite. 


Will  ye  not  send  one  tone 
Of  sorrow  thro'  the  pines  ?— one  murmur  low? 
ShaD  not  the  green  leaves  from  your  voices  know 

That  1,  your  child,  am  gone  1 

No,  ever  glad  and  free! 
Ye  have  no  sounds  a  tale  of  death  to  tell ; 
Waves,  joyous  waves,  flow  on,  and  fare  ye  w«D « 

Ye, will  not  mourn  £>r  me. 


THE  SWAN  AND  THE  SKY-LARK. 


AdiM,  adtea  1  uir  pteintiv*  aalbaoi  Mm 
Put  tb*  ooar  aMadom.  owr  the  ■  " 
Up  the  UIMda ;  ind  now  Ha  bqiM  dMp 

Xmti. 

HillNritinandbicliar 

Prom  the  earth  thoe  ipriaiceil 
LikeacloiMlof  Are; 
The  blue  deep  thee  WNweil, 
Aad  ihisuit  itittdoit  aov,  tod  loariag  ever  ifa^eil. 

SkUUy, 


n  the  long  reeds  that  o'er  a  Grecian  stream 
the  faint  wind  sigh'd  melodiously. 


Iffnvr 

Unto 

And  where  the  sculpture  of  a  broken  shrine 

Sent  out,  through  shadowy  grass  and  thick  vrild 

flowers 
Dim  Alabaster  gleams--a'  lonely  Swan 
Warbled  his  death-chaunt;  and  a  poet  stood 
Listening  to  thai  strange  music,  as  it  shook 
'Hie  lilies  on  the  wave ;  and  made  the  pines 
Aud  all  the  laurels  of  the  haunted  shore 
Thrill  to  its  passion.  '  Qh !  the  tones  were  sweet, 
Ev'n  painflilly— as  with  the- sweetness  wrung 
From  parting  love ;  and  to  the  Poet's  thought 
Thii  was  their  language. 

** Summer,  I  depart? 
O  light  and  laughing  summer,  fine  thee  well ! 
No  song  the  less  thn>'  thy  rich  woods  will  swell. 

For  one,  one  brom  heart. 

And  fere  ye  weH,  jroung  flowers ! 
Ye  will  not  mourn !  ye  will  shed  odour  still 
And  wave  in  glory,  colouring  every  rill. 

Known  to  my  youth's  fi«sh  hours. 


And  ye,  bri^rht  founts^  that  Us* 
Far  in  the  whispenng  forests,  lono  and 
llj  wing  no  more  shall  stir  your  shadowy 
•^ veel  waters !  I  must  die. 


But  thou,  sweet  boon,  too  late 
Pour'd  on  my  parting  breath,  vain  gift  of  song ! 
Why  com'st  thou  thus,  o'ermastertng  rich  and 


strong, 
[n  the  dark 


hour  of  fide? 


Only  to  wake  the  sighs 
Of  echo-voices  from  their  sparry  odl ; 
Only  to  say — ^  O  sunshine  and  blue  skies! 

O  life  and  love,  fiLreweU!" 

Thus  flow'd  the  death-cbaunt  on;  while  moam> 

fliUy 
Low  winds  and  waves  made  answer,  and  the  tones 
Buried  in  rocks  along  the  Grecian  stream* 
Rocks  and  dim  caverns  of  oU  Prophecnr, 
Woke  to  respowl:  and  all  the  air  was  fiO'd 
With  that  one  sighing  sound—**  Fsiewell,  IVm. 

well:" 
— Fill'd  with  Hat  sound !  high  in  the  oahn  Une 

heaven 
Ev'n  then  a  Sky-lark  hung ;  soft  summer  clouds 
Were  floating  round  him,  all  transpierced  with 

"  ht. 


And,  'midst  that  pearly  radiance,  his  dark  wings 
Quiver'd  with  song : — such  free  triumphant  soiig» 
As  if  tears  were  not,— as  if  breaking  hearts 
Had  not  a  place  below — and  thu$  that  strain 
Spoke  to  the  Poet's  ear  exuhingly. 

**  The  summer  is  come;  she  hath  said,  *  Rejoice  !* 
The  wild  woods  thrill  to  her  merry  voice ; 
Her  sweet  breath  is  wandering  around,  on  high: 
— Sing,  sing  thro'  the  echoing  sky ! 

**  There  is  joy  in  the  mountains ;  die  bright  waves 

leap  ^ 

Like  the  bounding  stag  when  he  breaks  firom  sleep; 
Mirthflllly,  wildlv,  thoy  flash  along-^ 

—Let  the  heavens  ring  with  song  \r^ 

**  There  is  joy  in  the  forests ;  the  bird  of  night 
Hath  made  the  leaves  tremble  with  deep  del^gfatS 
But  mine  is  the  glory  to  sunshine  given- 
Sing,  sing  thro'  the  echoing  heav'n ! 

**'  Mme  are  the  wings  of  the  soaring  morn, 
Mine  are  the  fi^h  gales  with  day-spring  bom: 
Only  jroung  rapture  can  mount  so  high— 

~^Sing,  sing  through  the  edioing  say  ?* 

So  those  two  vohces  met ;  so  Joj  and  DeatK 
Mingled  their  accents ;  and  aoudst  the  rush 
Of  many  thoughts,  the  listening  Poet  cried, 
— **  Oh !  thou  art  mighty,  thou  art  wonderfnL 
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Mysterioiu  Natare !    Not  in  thy  free  range 
Of  woods  and  wilds  alone,  thou  blondest  thus 
The  dirgo^ote  and  the  song  of  festival ; 
But  in  one  heart,  one  changeful  human  heart 
— Ay,  and  within  one  hour  of  that   strange 

world*— 
Thou  caU*st  their  music  ibrth,  with  all  its  tones 
To  startle  and  to  pierce ! — ^the  dying  Swan*s 
And  the  glad  Sky-Lark's—- Triumph  and  Des* 

pair!" 


SONGS   OP   SPAIN.^ 

No.  I. 
ANcnarr  battle  song. 

Flinq  forth  the  proud  haimer  of  Leon  again ! 
Let  the  high  word  **  CattUe"  go  resounding  thro* 

Spain! 
And  thou,  free  Astartas,  encamp'd  on  tbo  height, 
Pour  down  thy  dark  sons  to  the  fintage  of  fight ! 
Wake,  wake !  the  old  soil  where  thy  children  re- 
pose. 
Sounds  hollow  and  deep  to  the  trampHnr  of  fiies. 
The  T(ucea  are  mighty  that  swell  from  Sie  past, 
With  Arragon*s  cry  on  the  shrill  mountain-blast 
The  ancient  Sierras  give  strength  to  our  tread, 
Their  pines  murmur  song  where  bright  Uood  hath 

been  shed. 
— ^Fling  forth  the  proud  banner  of  Leon  again. 
And  shout  ye  ''Castile !  to  the  rescue  for  Spain 


THE  ZEGRI  MAia 


The  Z«ffris  WM«  ose  of  th«  ommI  iBrntriou  ftlooriih  QibM. 
T bwr  sxploiti  sod  f«ndt  with  their  eelebi«t«l  t'lnk  the  Abea- 
eemira.  to»  tte  eslijeot  of  Bear  neient  Bpsniih  renuuM 


The  stnnnier  leaves  were  s^giiiaj^ 

Around  the  Zegri  maid,^ 
To  her  low  sad  song  replying, 

As  it  filTd  the  olive  shade. 
•«Alas!  for  her  that  loveth 

Her  land*s,  her  kindred's  fee ! 
Where  a  CSuistian  Spaniard  roveth, 

Should  a  Zegri*s  spirit  go  T 

**Fram  thy  glance,  my  gentle  mother ! 

I  sink,  with  shame  oppress'd. 
And  the  dark  eye  of  my  brother 

Is  an  arrow  to  my  breast'* 
—Where  summer  leaves  were  sighing. 

Thus  sang  the  Zegri  maid^ 
White  the  crimson  Say  was  dying 

In  the  whispeiy  olive  shade. 


*  Writtea  for  e  nt  of  abi,  entiiM  **  P4 
•elected  bf  Coloiiei  Hodfee.  and  paUiehed  bf  Meeim.  Gould- 
■w  end  D' Almeine,  who  bare  permitted  the  reappeartAoe  of 
dMwoid«iathit 


••And  for  all  this  heart*s  wealth  w«st«d» 

This  woe  in  secret  bome» 
This  flower  in  young  lifb  blasted. 

Should  I  win  back  aught  but  soom  7 
By  aught  but  daily  dying 

Would  my  lone  truth  be  repaid  ?^ 
—Where  the  olive  leaves  were  sighingt 

ThuB  sang  the  Zegri  maid. 


m. 

THE  RIO  VERDE  SONG. 


The  Rio  VenU,  aenaHrherof  Spds«  h  erf^iitfed  Is  tho 
old  ballad  ronaiieei  of  tbM  ooiurtnr  for  the  fieqoent  eomaala 
on  ita  banka.  between  Moor  and  Cbriatian.   !%•  baUsd  i»- 
ftniBf  to  tUa  atrantin,  in  Percy *•  Reiiqoei, 
**  Gentle  ifter,  tttQ9  Tifer« 
Loltbf  itnwM  ue  ritiaV  arMi  iw^" 
will  be  rattsnkered  bf  laaajF  leadem 


Flow,  Rio  Verde ! 

In  melody  flow ; 
With  her  that  weep 

To  slumber  from  i 
Bid  thy  wave's  music 

Rolf  through  her  «bet]aii^ 
Grief  ever  loveth 

The  kind  voice  of  streams 

Bear  her  lone  eipirit 

Afar  on  the  soimd, 
Back  to  her  childhood, 

Her  life's  fmry  ground ;  ^ 
Pass  like  the  whisper 

Of  love  that  is  goDe-^ 
Flow,  Rio  Verde ! 

SofUy  flow  aal 

Bark  glassy  water. 

So  crimsun'd  of  ydre  I 
Lote,  deathf  and  MTMW 


Know  thy  rfea  t 
Thou  shovldsl  haire  eeiHie» 


For  grief^s  < 
—Flow,  Rio  Verde, 
SofUyf 


SEEK  BY  THE  SILVERT  DARRO 


bythvsttsayDoiti, 
'     Where  MsmineiloiMrahaniUKMirtii 
Tfaeito  h«th  she  Mtao  ftetileptt 

— ^Weef,  weep,  the  maid  is  (one 

Seek  where  cur  Lady*li  iangs 

Smiles  o'er  the  pine-haftg  steep, 
.  Hear  ye  not  there  her  veapei»7 
—Weep  Ar  the  pMsd^ 
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Seek  in  the  porch  where  vine-loaves 

O'enbade  her  fioher's  head ; 
-Are  kU  gTKy  hain  left  lonely  T 

Weep  I  her  bright  soul  is  fled. 


SPANISH  EVENING  HYMN. 

Avi !  now  let  prayer  and  mosic 
Meet  in  love  on  earth  and  sea ! 

Now,  sweet  Mother !  may  the  weaxy 
Tom  firom  this  cold  world  to  thee  I 

FVom  the  wide  ind  restless  waters 
Hear  the  sailor's  hymn  arise ! 

From  his  watch-fire  'midst  the  moontains, 
ho  I  to  thee  the  shepherd  cries ! 

Yet,  when  thus  full  hearty  find  voices 
If  o'erbnrdenM  souls  there  be. 

Dark  and  silent  in  their  anguish, 
Aid  these  captives !  set  them  fl«e ! 

Tonch  them,  every  fonnt  unsealing. 
Where  the  frozen  tears  lie  deep ; 

Tboo,  the  Mother  of  all  Sorrows, 
Aid,  oh !  aid  to  pray  and  weep ! 


VI. 
BIRD,  THAT  ART  SINGING  ON  EBRD'S  SIDE. 

Bnui,  that  art  smging  on  Ebro's  side. 
Where  myrtle  shadows  make  dim  the  tide, 
Doth  sorrow  dwell  'midst  the  leaves  with  thee  7 
Doth  son?  avail  thy  full  heart  to  firee  7 
— Bird  of  the  midnight's  purple  sky ! 
Teach  me  the  spell  of  thy  melody. 

Bird  !  is  it  blighted  affection's  pain. 
Whence  the  sad  sweetness  flows  thro'  thy  strain  7 
And  is  the  wound  of  that  arrow  stiU'd, 
When  thv  lone  music  the  leaves  have  fill'd  7 
~Bird  of  the  midnight's  purple  sky ! 
Teach  me  the  spell  of  thy  melody. 


vn. 

MOORISH  GATHERING  SONG. 

zouoo.* 


CHAim  on  the  cities!  eloom  in  the  air! 
.-Come  to  the  hills !  rah  breetes  are  thin. 
Silence  and  fear  in  the  rich  orange  bowers ! 
— Come  to  the  rocks  where  finee&m  hath  tewcn. 

Come  firom  the  Darro !— changed  is  its  tone ; 
Come  where  the  streams  no  bondage  have  known ; 
Wildly  and  proudly  feaming,  they  leap, 
Singmg  of  fi-eedom  firom  steep  to  steep. 


*Th0Zone6«n 
M^wtfoir 


wiUui  liagakraiiliqiw  Mooi^ 


Come  from  Alhambra !  garden  ind  grove 
Now  may  not  shelter  beauty  or  love. 
Blood  on  the  waters,  death  'midst  the  flowers! 
—Only  the  spear  and  the  rock  are  ouis. 


VIII. 


THE  SONG  OF  MINAnS  SOLDIER& 

Wi  heard  thy  name,  O  Mina ! 

Far  through  our  hills  it  rang : 
A  soond  more  strong  than  tempests, 

More  keen  than  armour's  dang. 
The  peasant  left  his  vintage, 

The  shepherd  grasp'd  the  spear — 
-»We  heard  thy  name,  O  Mina ! 

The  mowitain  bands  are  here. 

As  eagles  to  the  day-spring. 

As  torrents  to  the  sea. 
From  every  dark  Sierra 

So  rush*d  our  hearts  to  thee. 

Thy  spirit  is  our  bannert 
Thine  eye  our  beacon-sign. 

Thy  name  our  trumpet,  Mma! 
—The  mountain  bands  are  ' 


IX. 
MOTHER,  OH!  SING  ME  TO  REST. 

A.  CANCXOH. 


Mothir!  oh,  sing  me  to  rest 
As  in  my  bright  days  departed : 
Sing  to  thy  child,  the  sick^ieBited, 

Songs  fi>r  a  spirit  oppress'd. 

Lay  this  tired  head  on  thy  breast ' 
Flowers  from  the  night-dew  are  closings 
Pilgrims  and  moumors  reposin^^ 

— Member,  oh !  sing  me  to  rest ! 

Take  back  thy  bird  to  its  nest! 
Weary  is  young  life  when  blighted* 
Heavy  this  love  unrequited; — 

Mother,  oh !  sing  me  to  rest ! 


THERE  ARE  SOUNDS  IN  THE  DARK 
RONCESVALLES. 


Thku  an  sounds  in  the  dark  Ronoesvallee, 
There  are  echoes  on  Biscay's  wild  shore ; 

There  are  murmurs — ^but  not  of  the  torrent. 
Nor  the  wind,  nor  the  pine-ibrcst's  roar 
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7  is  a  day  of  the  spear  and  the  banner, 
Of  armings  and  hurried  farewells; 

Rise,  rise  on  your  mountains,  yc  Spaniards! 
Or  start  flrom  your  old  battl<Mielis. 

There  are  streams  of  unconquer'd  Astunas, 
That  have  roll'd  with  your  fiLthers*  free  blood ; 

Oh!  leave  on  the  graves  of  the  mighty, 

Proud  marks  where  their  children  nave  stood ! 


THE  CURFEW-SONG  OF  ENGLAND. 


Hakk  !  from  the  dim  church  tower. 

The  deep  slow  curfew's  chime ! 
—A  heavy  sound  unto  hall  ai>d  bower, 

In  England's  olden  time ! 
Sadly  t  was  heard  by  him  who  came 

From  the  fields  of  his  toil  at  night. 
And  who  might  not  see  his  own  hearth-flame 

In  his  children's  eyes  make  light 

Stemljr  and  sadly  heard. 

As  It  qucnch'd  the  wood-firc*s  flow. 
Which  had  cheer'd  the  board  with  the  mirthful 
word, 

And  the  red  wine's  foaming  flow ! 
Until  that  sullen  boding  knell 

Flung  out  from  every  lane. 
On  harp  and  lip,  and  spirit,  (eO, 

With  a  weight  and  with  a  chaw. 

Woe  for  the  pilgrim  then, 

In  the  wild  deer's  forest  fkr ! 
No  cottage-lamp  to  the  haunts  of  men, 

Might  guide  him,  as  a  star. 
And  woe  fer  him  whose  wakeful  soul. 

With  lone  aspirings  fill'd. 
Would  have  lived  o'er  some  inmiortal  scroUi 

While  the  sounds  of  earth  were  still'd  I 

And  yet  a  deeper  woe 

For  the  watcher  by  the  bed. 
Where  the  fondly  loved  in  pain  lay  low. 

In  pain  and  sleepless  dread ! 
For  the  mother,  doom'd  unseen  to  keep 

By  the  djring  babe,  her  place. 
And  to  feel  its'  flitting  pube,  and  weepi 

Yet  not  behold  its  face ! 

Darkness  in  chiefrain's  hall ! 

Darkness  in  peasant's  cot ! 
While  freedom,  under  that  shadowy  pall. 

Sat  mourning  o'er  her  lot 
Oh !  the  fireside's  peace  we  well  may  prize ! 

For  blood  hath  flow'd  like  rain, 
Ponr'd  forth  to  make  sweet  sanctuaries 

Of  England's  homes  again« 

Heap  the  yule-fagots  high, 

Tifi  the  red  light  filb  the  room ! 
It  is  hiome*B  own  hour,  when  the  stormy  sky 

Grows  thick  with  evening-gloom. 
Gather  ve  round  the  holy  hearth, 

And  by  its  gladdening  Uaze, 
Unto  thankful  bliss  we  will  change  our  mirth. 

With  a  Uioqght  of  the  olden  days  I 
36 


THE  CALL  TO  BATTLE. 


Ah !  theo  and  there  wee  hufryhut  to  ud  fto. 
And  getheriof  tean,  ud  uemblings  of  dietfea. 
And  there  were  radden  partinn.  mch  ■•  preM 
The  life  from  out  youof  heens,  end  choking  Mghe 
Which  ne'er  might  he  lepeeted. . 


Thk  vesper-bell,  from  chmch  and  tower. 

Had  sent  its  dyin^  sound ; 
And  the  household,  in  the  hjash  of  eve, 

Were  met,  their  porch  around.  • 

A  voice  rang  through  the  olive-wood,  with  a 

sudden  trumpet's  power — 
^  We  rise  on  all  our  hills !  come  forth!  tia  thy 

country's  gathering  hour-*- 
There  's  a  gleam  of  spears  by  every  stream,  in 

each  old  battle-dell— 
Come  forth,  young  Juan !  bid  thy  home  a  brief 

and  proud  &rewell !" 

Then  the  father  gave  his  son  the  sword, 
Which  a  hundred  fights  had  seen— 

"Away !  and  bear  it  back,  my  boy! 
All  that  it  stiU  hath  been! 

''Haste,  haste !  the  hunters  of  the  foe  are  up,  and 

who  shall  stand 
The  lion-like  awakening  of  the  roused  indignant 

land? 
Our  chase  shall  sound  through  each  defile  where 

swept  the  clarion's  blast, 
With  the  flying  footsteps  of  the  Moor  in  stormy 

ages  post" 

Then  the  mother  kiss'd  her  son,  with  tears 

That  o'er  his  dark  locks  fcU : 
**  I  bless,  I  bless  tliee  o'er  and  o'er. 

Yet  I  stay  thee  notr-Farcwcll!" 

**  One  moment !  but  one  moment  give  to  porting 

thought  or  word ! 
It  is  no  time  for  woman's  tears  when  manhood*s 

heart  is  stirr'd. 
Bear  but  the  memory  of  thy  love  about  thee  m 

the  fight. 
To  breathe  upon  th'  avenging  Bward  a  spell  of 

keener  might*'' 

And  a  maiden's  lond  adieu  was  heard, 
Though  deep,  yet  brief  and  low : 

**  In  the  vigil,  in  the  conflict,  love! 
My  prayer  shall  with  thee  go  !** 

''Come  forth!  come  as  the  torrent  comes  when 

the  winter's  chain  is  burst ! 
So  rushes  on  the  land's  revenge,  in  night  and 

silence  nursed — 
The  night  is  past,  the  silence  o*0]>— on  all  our  hills 


We  wait  thee,  jouth !  sleep,  dream  no  mora'  Om 
voice  of  battle  cries." 


Digiti 


zed  by  Google 


»& 


MRS.  HEMAMS*  WORKS. 


There  were  lad  hearts  in  a  darkened  home, 
When  the  brave  had  left  their  bower ; 

But  the  strength  of  prayer  and  sacrifice 
Was  with  them  in  that  hour. 


SONGS  FOR  SUMMER  HOURS.* 


I. 

AND  I  TOO  IX  ARCADIA. 


A  eefebratsd  pietart  of  Pouain  raprafeeoti  a  band  of  fbep* 
hud  joutlM  and  naidem  lodiknlF  etaeckad  in  their  waodai* 
iagi,  and  aflaeted  wtih  Tariooa  emotiooi  hj  tha  lig bt  of  a  tomb 


Thet  have  wander'd  in  their  glee 

With  the  botterflj  and  bee; 

They  have  clinib*d  o*ec  heatheir  swells, 

They  have  wound  thro*  forest  cJells; 

Mountain  moss  hath  felt  their  tread, 

Woodland  streams  their  way  have  led; 

Flowers,  in  deepest  shadowy  nooks, 

Nurslings  of  the  looeliM  brooks, 

Unto  them  have  yielded  up 

Fragrant  bell  and  starry  cup: 

Chaplets  are  on  every  hrow — 

—What  hath  sUy*d  the  wanderers  now  t 

Lo !  a  flrray  and  rustic  tomb^ 

Bower'd  amidst  the  rich  wood^loom; 

Whence  thes6  words  their  stricken  spirits  melt, 

-^I  too,  Shepherds !  in  Arcadia  dwelt*' 

There  is  many  a  summer  sound 

That  pale  sepulchre  around ; 

Thro*  the  shade  young  birds  are  glancing, 

InaecUwings  in  sun-streaks  dancing; 

Glimpses  ot  blue  festal  skies 

Pouring  in  when  soft  winds  rise; 

Violets  o*er  the  turf  below 

Shedding  out  their  warmest  glow ; 

Yet  a  spirit  not  its  own 

0*er  the  greenwood  now  is  thrown ! 

Something  of  an  under-note 

Tliro'  its  music  seems  to  float. 

Something  of  a  stillness  gray 

Creeps  across  the  laughing  day : 

Something,  dimly  fixmi  those  old  words  feU, 

— ^  I  too.  Shepherds !  in  Arcadia  dwelt' 

Was  some  gentle  kindred  maid 
In  that  ifrave  with  dirges  had  7 
Some  fair  creature,  with  the  totta 
Of  whose  voice  a  joy  ie  gone, 
Leaving  melody  and  mirth 
Poorer  on  this  alter'd  earth  f 
Is  it  thus?  that  so  they  stand. 
Dropping  flowers  from  eveir.  hand? 
nowers,  and  lyres,  and  gather^  store 
Of  red  wild  fruit  prized  no  more  7 


*  or  tb«M  tonfa.  tba  onaa  anUtiod  *'  Ya  an  ooC  miai*d,  fair 
wen  •  tha  "  Willow  Soof,"  "  Laara  ma  not  yet,"  and  tba 
OrangaBooKh.*'  are  in  the  poaMnionorMc.  WiUk,  hf  whom 
a»  wiU  ba  pubhahad  with 


— ^No !  from  that  bright  band  of  racm. 

Not  one  link  hath  yet  been  torn; 

*T  is  the  shadow  of  the  tomb 

Falling  o'er  the  summer-bloom, 

O^cr  the  flush  of  love  and  life 

Passing  with  a  sudden  strife ; 

T  is  the  low  prophetic  breath 

Murmuring  from  that  house  of  death. 

Whose  fahit  whisper  thus  their  hearta  can  melt 

•*I  too,  Shepherds !  m  Arcidia  dwelt" 


^       IL 
THE  WANDERING  WIND, 

Tm  Wind,  the  wandering  Wind 

Of  the  golden  summer  eves — 
Whence  is  the  thrilling  mafic 

Of  its  tones  amongst  the  leaves? 
Oh !  is  it  from  the  waters. 

Or  from  the  long,  tall  grass  7 
Or  is  it  from  the  holfow  rocks 

Thro'  which  its  bi^athings  pasa  7 

Or  is  it  from  the  voices 

Of  all  in  one  combined, 
That  it  wins  tlie  tone  of  masteiy? 

The  Wind,  the  wandering  Wind ! 
No,  no !  the  strange  sweet  accents 

That  with  it  come  and  go^ 
They  are  not  from  the  osiers, 

Nor  the  fir4rees  whispering  bw. 

They  are  not  of  the  waters. 

Nor  of  the  cavern'd  hiU : 
'T  is  the  human  love  within  us 

That  gives  them  power  to  thriH 
They  touch  the  links  of  memory 

Arotmd  our  spirits  twined. 
And  we  start,  and  weep,  and  tremble, 

To  the  Wind,  the  wandering  Wind ! 


Ill- 
YE  ARE  NOT  MLS8'D,FAIR  FLOWERS 

Yi  arc  not  miss'd,  fair  flowers,  that  late  veM 
spreading 
The  summer's  glow  by  fecmt  and  breezy  grol 
There  fells  the  dew,  its  feiry  fevours  shedding, 
The  l^ves  dance  on,  the  ybimg  birds  misa 
you  not 

Still  plays  the  sparkle  o'er  the  rippling  water. 

O  lily !  whence  thy  cup  of  pearl  is  jrone ; 
The  bright  wave  mourns  not  for  its  kiveltesl 
daughter. 

There  is  no  sorrow  in  the  wind's  low  tona. 

And  thou,  meek  hyacinth !  afer  is  roving 
The  bee  that  oft  thy  tremblingbelLi  ha3i  kiba'd; 

Cradled  ye  were,  feir  flowers  I  'midst  all  things 
loving, 
A  joy  to  all— yet,  yet,  ye  are  not  miss'd. 
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7e,  tlut  were  bom  to  lend  the  sunbeam  gladness, 

And  the  winda  fintgnnce^  wandering  where 

theyKst! 

—Oh !  it  were  breathing  words  too  deep  in  sadness, 

To  saj— earth^s  human  flowers  not  more  are 

mias*d. 


TV. 
WILLOW  SONG. 


Willow  !  in  thy  breezy  moan, 

I  can  hear  a  deeper  tone; 

Thro*  thy  leaves  come  whispering  low 

faint  tweet  sounds  of  long  afo. 

Willow,  sighing  Willow ! 

Many  a  moumfhl  tale  of  old, 
Heart-sick  love  to  thee  hath  told, 
Gatl)^ring  from  thv  golden  bough 
Leaves  to  cool  lus  burning  brow.  , 
Willow,  sighing  Willow! 

Many  a  swan-like  song  to  thee  * 
Hath  been  sung,  thou  gentle  tree ! 
Many  a  lute  its  last  lament 
Down  thy  moonlight  stream  hath  sent : 
Willow,  sighing  WiUow! 

Tharelbre,  wave  and  murmur  on ! 
Sigh  for  sweet  affections  gone, 
And  for  tuneful  voices  fled, 
And  for  love  whose  heart  hath  Ued, 

Ever,  Will6w,  Willow! 


LEAV£  ME  NOT  YET! 


LcAW  me  not  yet— through  ns^f  skies  from  &r, 
But  now  the  song-birds  to  their  nest  return ; 

The  quivering  image  of  the  first  pale  star 
On  the  dim  hke  yet  scarce  begins  to  bum: 
Leave  mb  not  yet ! 

Not  yet!  —  oh'  hark!    low  tones  from  hidden 

streams, 
'  Piercing  the  shivery  leaves,  ev'n  now  arise ; 
Their  voices  mingle  not  with  daylight  dreams. 
They  are  of  vesper  hymns  and  harmonies :    . 
•Leave  me  not  yet! 

My  thoughts  are  like  those  gentle  sounds,  dear 
love! 
By  day  shut  up  m  their  own  still  recess, 
They  wait  Ibr  dews  on  earth,  for  stars  above. 
Then  to  breathe  out  their  soul  of  tenderness ; 
Leave  me  not  yet! 


VI. 
THE  OllANGE-BOUGa 


Oh  !  bring  me  one  sweet  Orango-boagli* 
To  &n  my  cheek,  to  cool  my  brow; 
One  bough,  with  pearly  bkwsoms  dRflt« 
And  bind  it.  Mother !  on  my  breast. 

Go,  seek  the  grove  along  the  shore. 
Whose  odours  I  must  breathe  no  more ; 
-  The  frove  where  every  scented  tree 
ThriUs  to  the  deep  voice  of  the  sea* 

Oh !  Love*s  fond  sighs,  and  fervent  prayer 
And  wild  flu^well,  are  lingering  thm; 
Each  leafs  light  whisper  hath  a  tone, 
My  fiunt  heart,  even  in  death,  would  own. 

Then  bear  me  thence  one  bou?h,  to  shed 
Life's  parting  sweetness  round  my  heai^ 
And  bind  it.  Mother !  on  my  breast. 
When  I  am  laid  in  lonely  rest 


VIL 
THE  STREAM  SET  FREE. 


Flow  on,  reio/ce,  make  music. 
Bright  liymg  stream  set  free ! 

The  troubled  haunts  of  care  and  ifrift 
Were  not  for  thee ! 

The  woodland  is  thy  countiy. 
Thou  art  all  its  own  a^n ; 

The  wild  birds  are  thy  kmdred  raee^ 
That  &ar  no  chain. 

Flow  on,  rejoice,  make  music 
Unto  the  glistenins;  leaves ! 

Thou,  the  beloved  of  balmy  winds 
And  golden  eves. 


Once  more  the  holy  starlight 
Sleeps  calm  upon  thy  breast. 

Whose  brightness  bears  no  token 
Of  man*s  unrest 


Flow,  and  let  frec-bom  music 

Flow  with  thy  wavy  line. 
While  the  stock-dove's  lingerbg  bving  voioi 

Comes  blent  with  thine. 

And  the  green  reeds  quivering  o*er  theo. 

Striuffs  of  the  forest-lyre. 
All  fiird  with  answering  spiritscunds. 
.  In  joy  respire. 

Yet  'midst  thy  song's  glad  changes, 

Oh !  keep  one  pitying  tone 
For  g^tle  hearts  that  bear  to  tbre 

Their  sadnera  lone. 
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One  BOimd  of  all  th«  deepest. 
To  brinir,  like  healing  dew, 

A  eenae  tlmt  nature  ne*er  ftnakM 
The  meek  and  trne. 

Then,  then,  rejoice,  make  mndc. 
Thou  atreaxn,  thon  glad  and  ffee  I 

Tlie  ihadowB  of  all  glorious  flowen 
Beaetinthee. 


VIII. 
THE  SUMMER*S  CALL. 


Com  away !  the  sminy  hours 
Woo  thee  far  to  fbunta  and  bowen . 
O'er  the  very  waters  now. 
In  their  play, 
Flowers  are  shedding^  beauty's  glow-— 
Come  away ! 
Where  the  lUy's  tender  gleam 
Quivers  on  the  glancing  stream — 
C^me  away ! 

AH  the  air  is  fillM  with  sound, 
Soft,  and  sultry,  and  profomid ; 
Murmurs  through  the  shadowy  grass 

Liffhtly  stray ; 
Faint  wmds  whisper  as  they  puns 

Come  away! 
Where  the  bee^s  deep  music  swells 
From  the  trembling  fbx.glove  bells-^ 

Come  away ! 

In  the  skies  the  sapphire  blue 
Now  hath  won  its  richest  hue; 
In  the  woods  the  breath  of  song 

Night  and  day 
Floals  with  loi^  scents  along—- 

Come  away  I 
Where  the  boughs  with  dewy  gloom 
Darken  each  thick  bed  of  bhwm — 

Come  away  I 

In  the  deep  heart  of  the  rose 
N6w  the  crimson  love-hue  glows; 
Now  the  glow-worm^s  lamp  by  night 

Sheds  a  ray. 
Dreamy,  starry,  greenly  bright — 

Come  away ! 
Where  the  fairy  cup-moss  lies. 
With  the  wild-wood  strawberriesi 

Come  away ! 

Now  each  tree  by  summer  crown'd» 
Sheds  its  own  rich  twilight  round ; 
*Cilancing  there  from  sun  to  shade, 

Brifirht  wings  play  ; 
There  the  deer  its  couch  hath  made  ' 

Come  away ! 
When  the  smooth  leaves  of  the  lime 
'i  listen  m  their  honey-time — 

Come  away — Awav ! 


IX, 
OH!  SKY.LARK  FOR  THY  WING. 

Oh  !  ffliyJark,  for  thy  wing ! 
Thou  bird  of  joy  and  light, 
That  I  might  soar  and  sinj^ 
At  heaven's  empyreal  height ! 
With  the  heidheiy  bills  beneath  mo, 

Whence  the  streams  in  glory  spring. 
And  the  pearly  clouds  to  wreathe  me, 
Oh  sky.lark !  on  thy  wing ! 

Free,  free  from  earth-born  fear, 

I  would  range  the  blessed  skies. 
Through  the  blae  divinely  dear. 
Where  the  low  mists  cannot  rise ! 
And  a  thousand  joyous  measures 

From  my  chainless.  heart  should  spring 
Like  the  briffht  rain's  vernal  treasures, 
As  I  wander'd  on  thy  wing. 

But  oh  I  the  silver  chords. 

That  around  the  heart  are  spun,     « 
From  gentle  tones  and  worda^ 
And  kind  eyes  that  make  our  son ! 
To  some  low  sweet  nest  returning. 
How  soon  my  love  would  bring. 
There,  there  the  dews  of  morning. 
Oh,  skyJark!  on  thy  wing! 


GENIUS  SINGING  TO  LOVE. 


Tint  voio0  n^uaumm 
Wbatovar  toaea  and  melMicboly  pleamiM 
The  thinca  of  nature  utter ;  birda  or  treca. 
Or  whore  the  tall  sreaa  *Diid  the  beath-i>laAt  wav«s, 
Marmur  and  muaie  thio  oraudden  breeie. 

C^UHd£ti. 

1  HEARD  a  song  upon  the  wandering  wind, 
A  song  of  many  tones — ^though  one  ibll  soul 
Breathed  through  them  all  imploringly ;  and  ma 
All  nature  as  thc^  pass'd,  all  quivering  leaves 
And  low  responsive  reeds  and  waters  thrill. 
As  with  the  consciousness  of  human  prayer. 
— At  times  the  passion-kindled  melody 
Might  seem  to  gush  from  Sappho*s  fervent  heart* 
Over  the  wild  sea-wavej^t  times  the  strain 
Flow'd  with  more  plaintive  sweetness,  as  if  bom 
Of  Petrarch's  voice,  beside  the  lone  Vauduse; 
And  sometimes,  with  its  melancholy  swell, 
A  graver  soimd  was  mingled,  a  deep  note 
Of  Tasso's  holy  lyre;— yet  still  the  tones 
Were  of  a  suppliant ;— "  Lear>e  me  not  /"  was  still 
The  burden  or  their  music ;  and  I  knew 
The  lay  which  Genius,  in  its  loneliness. 
Its  own  still  world  amidst  th'  o'erpeopled  world, 
Hath  ever  breathed  to  Love. 

They  crown  me  witJi  the  glistening  crown. 
Borne  from  a  dcatlilcss  tree  ; 
I  hear  the  pealing  music  of  renown — 
O  Love !  forsake  me  not ! 
Mine  were  a  lone  dark  Jot, 
Bcrefl  of  thee ! 
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They  tell  me  that  my  soul  can  throw 
A  glory  o'er  the  earth; 
From  thee,  from  tAee,  is  caught  that  golden  glow ! 
Shed  by  thy  gentle  eyes, 
It  gives  to  flower  and  skies, 
A  bright  new  birth ! 

Tlience  gleams  the  path  of  morning, 
Over  the  kindling  hills,  a  sunny  zone ! 
Thence  to  its  heart  of  hearts,  the  rose  is  burning 
With  lustre  not  its  own ! 
Thence  every  wood-recess 
Is  fill*d  with  bveliness. 
Each  bower,  to  ring-doves  and  dim  violets  known. 

I  see  all  beaubr  by  the  ray 
That  streamcth  from  thy  smile ; 
Oh !  bear  it,  bear  it  not  away ! 

Can  that  sweet  light  begiule  7 
Too  pure,  too  spirit-Tike,  it  seems. 
To  linger  long-  by  earthly  streams ; 
I  clasp  it  with  th*  alloy 
Of  fear  *midst  quivering  ioy, 
Yet  must  I  perish  if  the  gift  clepart— 
Leave  me  not,  Love !  to  tJune  own  beating  hMrt ! 

The  music  from  my  lyre 
With  thy  swift  step  would  flee ! 
The  world's  cold  l^eath  would  quench  the 
starry  fire 
In  my  deep  soul — a  temple  filPd  with  thae ! 
Seal*d  would  the  fountains  lioi 
The  waves  of  harmony. 
Which  thou  alone  const  free ! 

Like  a  shrine  'midst  roeks  ibrsaken, 

Whence  the  oracle  had  fled ; 
Like  a  harp  which  none  might  waken 

But  a  mighty  master  dead ; 
Like  the  vase  of  a  perfume  scattered. 

Such  would  my  spirit  be; 
So  mute,  so  void,  so  shatier'd, 

Bereftofthee!    , 

Leave  me  not.  Love !  or  if  this  earth 

Yield  not  for  thee  a  home, 
If  the  bright  summer  land  of  thy  pure  birth 
Send  thee  a  silvery  voice  that  whispers  — 
''Comer 
Then,  with  the  glory  from  the  rose. 
With  the  sparkle  from  the  stream. 
With  the  light  thy  rainbow-presence  throws 
Over  the  poet's  dream ; 
With  all  the  Elysian  hues 
Thy  pathway  that  sufiiise, 
With  joy,  with  music,  from  the  fading  grove,  . 
Take  mc,  ton,  heavenward,  on  thy  wing  sweet 
Love! 


THE  BIRD  AT  SEA. 


Bird  of  the  greenwijod ! 

Oh !  why  art  thou  here  7 
Leaves  dance  not  o'er  tfiee, 

Flowers  bloom  not  near. 
36» 


All  tlie  sweet  waters 

Far  hence  are  at  play- 
Bird  of  the  greenwood  i 
Away,  away ! 

Where  the  mast  quivers, 
Thy  peace  will  not  be, 

As  'midst  tlie  waving 
Of  wild  rose  and  tree. 

How  shpuld'st  thou  battle 
With  storm  and  with  spray  * 

Bird  of  the  greenwood ! 
Away,  away ! 

Or  art  thou  seeking 

Some  brighter  land. 
Where  by  the  south-wind 

Vine-leaves  are  fimn'd  7 

'Midst  the  wild  billows 

Why  then  delay? 
Bird  of  the  greenwood  I 

Away,  away ! 

**  Chide  not  my  lingering 
Where  storms  are  dark ; 

A  hand  that  hath  nursed  me 
Is  in  the  bark ; 

A  heart  that  hath  cherisbM 
Through  winter's  long  day, 

So  I  turn  from  the  greenwood. 
Away,  away !" 


MUSIC  AT  A  DEATH-BED 


"  ttiMic !  why  thy  power  empkif 
Ooly  for  Ui«  ■om  of  joy  1 
Only  for  the  RDiiiof  giiMta 
At  natal,  or  at  nuptial  feasta  1 
Bather  thy  locient  numbcit  poltf 
On  thoM  whom  seeiet  g  riefa  devour , 
And  with  lome  aoAly-whiaper'd  air 
Smooth  the  brow  of  damb  deapair  !* 

ITortM,  iroa  JC«rvtfi» 

Brikg  music!  stir  the  brooding  air 

With  an  ethereal  breath ! 
Bring  sounds  my  struggling  tsavl  to  boar 

Up  from  the  couch  of  death' ! 

A  voice,  a  flute,  a  dreamy  lay. 

Such  -as  the  southern  breeze 
Might  waft,  at  golden  fall,  of  day, 

O'er  blue  transparent  seas ! 

Oh  no !  not  such !  that  lingering  spell 

Would  lure  me  back  to  ufe, 
When  my  wean'd  heart  hath  said  fltrewel!« 

And  pass'd  the  gates  of  strife. 

Let  not  a  ngh  of  human  love 

Blend  wiUi  the  song  its  tone! 
Let  no  disturbing  echo  move 

One  that  must  die  alone  I 
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But  poor  m  fldenin-breathing  strain 
Fard  with  the  soul  of  praver; 

%jei  a  lift's  conflict,  fear,  and  pain. 
And  trembling  hope,  be  there. 

Deeper,  yet  deeper !  in  my  thoilght 

Lies  more  prevailing  sound, 
A  harmony  intensely  fraught 

With  pleading  more  profound. 

A  passion  into  music  given, 

A  sweet,  yet  piercing  cry ; 
A  breaking  heart's  api^  to  beaTen, 

A  bright  &ith*s  victory ! 

Deeper !  Ohf  may  no  richer  power 
Be  in  those  notes  enshrined  ! 

Can  all  which  crowds  on  earth's  last  hour 
No  fiiller  language  find  7 

Away!  and  hush  the  fbeble  song. 

And  let  the  chord  be  stillM  2 
Far  in  another  land  ere  long 

My  dream  shall  be  fulfiU'd. 


MARSHAL  SCHWERINnS  (SftATE. 

*' I OUM  apoB  ths  lonb  of  Matahd  fleliwMto-a  plaia  Qotet 
eeaouph,  erected  is  the  middle  of  a  wide  oomfleld,  on  the  very 
ipot  where  he  ckieed  a  Iods*  faithfiil,  and  slorioua  career  in 
arme.  He  fell  here  at  eishty  yean  of  age,  at  the  head  of  hie 
own  ref  iment,  the  eUuidard  of  it  waving  in  hie  hand.  Hbaeat 
waa  in  the  leathern  laddle— bb  fbot  in  the  iron  itimip— liia 
fingen  reined  the  young  ^ar-bona  to  the  laiL**— JVbica  mmd 
H^fieoHnu  imrmg  a  RambU  in  Oemmyf. 


A  quiet  home  from  the  noonday's  glare, 
And  the  breath  of  the  wintry  blast — 

Didst  thou  toil  thro'  the  days  of  thy  silvery  hair 
To  win  thee  but  tikU  at  hurt? 


WHERE  IS  THE  SEAt 

MNQ  or  TBI  GftSSK  ISLANDCft   IN  KZZIA 

A  Greek  Islander,  boiog  taken  to  the  Vale  of  Tenpa.  aod 
called  upon  to  admire  lie  beanty,  only  replied—**  The  mtr^ 
wktreigur*  

Whuib.  Is  the  sea  7 — I  languish  here— 

Where  is  my  own  blue  sea  ? 
With  all  its  bo^ks  in  fleet  career. 

And  flags,  and  breezes  free. 

I  miss -that  voice  of  waves,  which  first 

Awoke  my  childhood's  glee ; 
The  measured  chime^^the  thundering  bofstF* 

Where  is  my  own  blue  sea  f 

Oh !  rich  your  myrtle's  breath  may  rise. 

Soft,  son  your  winds  may  be ; 
^Yet  my  sick  heart  within  me  dies — 

When  is  my  own  blue  sea  7 

I  hear  ike  shepherd'ii  mountain  floto— 

I  hear  the  whispering  tree; 
The  echoes  of  my  soul  are  mute : 

— ^Where  is  my  own  blue  sea  7 


Tbou  didst  fidl  in  the  field  with  thy  tilver  hair, 

And  a  banner  in  thy  hand ; 
Thou  wert  laid  to  rest  from  thy  battles  there, 

By  a  proudly  mouinfiil  band. 

In  the  camp,  on  the  steed,  to  the  bugle's  blast. 
Thy  bug  bright  yea:rB  had  sped ; 

And  a  wanior*s  bier  was  thine  at  last, 
When  the  snows  had  crown'd  thy  head. 

Many  had  fallen  b^  thy  side,  old  chief! 

Brothers,  and  frien^  perchanee ; 
But  thou  wert  yet  as  the  fadeless  leaj( 

And  light  was  in  thy,  glance. 

Vhe  soldier's  heart  at  thy  step  leap'd  high, 
And  thy  voice  the  war-horse  luew ; . 

And  the  first  to  arm,  when  the  foe  waf  nigh, 
Wert  thou,  the  bold  and  true. 


Now  mayest  thou  slumber— thy  work  ii 

Tiiou  of  the  weU-wom  sword ! 
From  the  stormy  fight  in  thy  fiune  thoa  'rt  gone, 

But  not  to  the  festal  board. 

Hie  oom^heaves  whisper  (hy  grave  aroond, 

Where  fiery  Uood  hath  flow'd:— 
Oh '  lover  ot  battle  and  trumpet^sound ! 

Th<A  art  oouch'd  in  a  still  abode  S 


SONGS  OF  CAPTIVITY. 


Theee  tonga  (witli  (be  exception  of  the  llflh)  hare  all  teaa 
■et  to  miiflio  by  ibe  Mitlior*e  aitier,  and  are  h  the  poawios  of 
Mr.  WiUia,  by  whoee  permieaoo  tbey  are  beie  publUied. 

.   ZNTBODUOTZdV. 

One  hour  for  distant  homes  to  woep 

'Midst  Afric's  burning  stnds, 
One  silent  aunset  hour  was  given 

'To  the  slaves  of  many  lands. 

They  sat  beneath  a  lonely  pi^m. 
In  the  gardens  of  their  lord; 
'  And  mingling  with  the  fountain's  tune. 
Their  songs  of  ejule  pour'd. 

>  And  strangely,  sadly,  did  those  lays 
Of  Alp  and  Ocean  sound, 
With  Afric's  wild  red  skies  above. 
And  sdemn  wastes  around. 

Broken  with  tears  were  oft  their  tones,      i 
And  most  when  most  they  tried 

To  breathe  of  hope  and  liberty. 
From  hearts  that  inly  died. 

So  met  the  sons' of  many  lands, 

Parted  by  mount  and  main ; 
So  did  tho^  sing  in  brotherhood, 

Made  kmdred  by  the  chain. 
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I. 
THE  BROTH£R*S  DIRGE. 

In  the  prond  old  fanes  of  England 

Mjr  warrior  &thora  lie, 
Baonem  hang  drooping  o'er  their  dust 
With  gorgeous  blazonry. 
But  thou,  but  tAmt,  my  brother ! 
0*er  thee  dark  biUowa  sweep, 
The  best  and  bravest  heart  of  all 
Is  shrouded  by  the  deep. 

In  the  old  high  wars  of  England 

My  noble  fathers  bled ; 
For  her  lion  kings  of  lance  and  spear, 
They  went  down  to  the  dead. 
But  thou,  but  thou,  my  brother! 
Thy  life-drops  flowed  for  me— 
Would  I  were  with  thco  in  thy  rest, 
Young  sleeper  of  the  sea. 

In  a  shelter'd  home  of  England 

Our  sistor  'dwells  alone, 
Witli  quick  heart  listening  for  the  sound 
Of  fi)otsteps  that  are  gone, 
^e  littk)  dreams,  my  brother! 

Of  the  wUd  fate  we  have  found'; 
I,  'midst  the  Afrie  sands  a  slave, 
Tliou,  by  the  dark  seas  bound. 


THE  ALPINE  HORN. 


Tbe  Alpuie  horn !  the  Alpine  horn ! 

Oh !  through  m^  native  sky, 
Murht  I  but  hear  its  deep  notes  borne, 

Onee  more,— but  once, — and  die  I 

Yet,  no !  'midst  breezy  hills  thy  breath» 

So  fiiU  of  hope  and  mom. 
Would  win  me  from  the  bed  of  deaths 

O  joymM  Alpine  horn  I 

But  hert  the  echo  of  that  blast, 

To  many  a  battle  known, 
Seems  mournfully  to  wander  past, 

A  wild,  shrill,  wailing  tone ! 

Haunt  me  no  more !  for  slavery's  air 
Th  V  proud  notes  were  not  bom ; 

The  dream  but  deepens  my  despair— 
Be  hush'd,  thou  Alpine  horn  I 


ni. 

O  YE  VOICES. 


O  n  roices  round  my  own  hearth  shiging 
All  Uie  winds  of  May  to  memory  swoct, 
Mxjrh<  I^et  return,  a  worn  heart  bringing, 


Never,  never !  Spring  hath  smiled  and  parLad 
Oft  since  then  your  fond  farewell  was  said ; 

O'er  the  green  turf  of  the  ffcntlo-hearted. 
Summer's  hand  th6  rosc4caves  may  have  shed. 
Oft  again. 

Or  if  still  around  my  heart  ye  linger. 
Yet,  sweet  voices!  there  must  change  hav* 
come; 
Years  have  quell'd  the  fVee  soul  of  the  singer. 
Vernal  tones  shall  greet  the  Wanderer  home. 
Ne'er  again! 


IV, 
I  DREAM  OF  ALL  THINGS  FREE. 


luld  those  vernal  tones  the  Wi 
Once  again? 


lerer  greet, 


I  BREAM  of  all  things  free ! 

Of  a  gallant,  gallant  bark. 
That  sweeps  through  stomi  and  sea. 

Like  an  arrow  to  its  mark ! 
Of  a  stag  that  o'er  the  hHb 

Goes  bounding  in  his  ^lee ; 
Of  a  thousand  flashing  riHa 

Of  all  things  glad  and  free ! 

I  dream  of  some  proud  bird, 
A  bri^bUeyed  mountain  king ! 

In  my  visions  I  have  heard 

.  The  rushing  of  his  wing. 

I  follow  some  wild  river. 
On  whose  breast  no  sail  may  h% ; 

Dark  woods  around  it  shiver — 
— I  dream  of  all  thing*  firee  i 

Of  a  {lappy  forest  child, 

With  the  &wns  and  flowers  at  play 
Of  an  Indian  'midst  the  wild. 

With  the  stars  to  gui4e  his  way: 
Of  a  chief  his  warriors  leading, 

Of  an  archer's  greenwood  tree  >^ 
— My  heart  in  chains  is  bleeding 

And  I  dreatn  of  all  things  &ee ! 


.     V. 
FAR  O'ER  THE  SEA. 


WiflERS  are  the  vintage  songs 

Wandering  in  glee  7 
Where  dance  the  peasant  bands 

.  Joyous  and  tree  7 
Under  a  kind  blue  bky, 
Where  doth  my  birth.plaoe  lie' 

—Far  o'er  the  sea ! 

Where  floats  the  myrtle^cent 

O'er  vale  shd  lea. 
When  evening  calls  the  dove 

Homewards  to  flee  ^ 
Where  doth  the  orange  gleam 
Soft  on  my  na  Jve  stream? 

— ^Far  o'er  the  sea! 
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Where  are  jweet  eyes  of  lore 

Watching  for  roe  ? 
Wliere  o'er  the  cabin  roof 

Wayee  the  groen.  tree  7 
Where  speaks  the  vesper-chime 
Still  of  a  holy  time  7 

— Far  o*er  the  sea! 

Oance  on,  ye  vintajgo  bands, 

Fearless  and  free ! 
'^till  fresh  and  greenly  wave. 

My  father's  tree ! 
Still  smile,  ye  kind  blue  skies ! 
Though  your  son  pines  and  diet 

Far Ver  the  seal 


VI. 
THE  INVOCATION. 


Oh  !  art  thou  still  on  earth,  my  lore? 

My  only  love  I 
Or  smiling  |n  a  brighter  home, 

Far,  &i  above  7 

Oh !  is  thy  sweet  voice  fled,  my  love  7 
Th}r  liffht  step  gone  7 

And  art  tfaoa  not,  in  Earth  or  neaven. 
Still,  still  my  own  7 

I  see  thee  with  thy  gleaming  hair. 
In  midnight  dreams ! 

Bat  cold,  and  clear,  and  spirit-like, 
Thy  soil  eye  i 


Where  the  hearth  shines,  where  the  kind  looln 

are  met, 
Where  the  smiles  mingle,  our  place  shall  be  yet! 
Crossing  the  desert,  o'erswecping  the  sea, — 
Droop  not,  my  brothers  I  we  yet  shall  bo  Snel 


Peace,  in  thy  saddest  hour,  my  love  i 
Dw^t  on  thy  brow ; 

Dot  something  mournfully  divine 
There  shineth  now ! 

And  silent  ever  is  thy  lip. 

And  pale  thy  cheek  l-^ 
Ih  I  art  fibou  Earth's,  o^  art  ^ou  Heaven's  7 

Speak  to  me,  speak  I 


vn. 

THE  SONG  OF  HOPE. 


Dkoop  not,  my  brothers!  I  hear  a  glad  strain — 
We  shall  buret  (urth  like  streams  from  the  win- 

ter-nlght's  chain ; 
A  flag  is  unfurl'd,  a  bright  star  of  theses, 
A  ransom  approaches — we  yet  shall  be  free ! 

\Vhcre  the  pines  wave,  where  the  light  chamois 

leapa, 
Where  the  lone  eagle  hath  built  on  the  steeps. 
Whore  tlie  snows  glisten,  the  mountain  rills  foam, 
Freo  as  the  falcon's  wing,  yet  shall  we  roam. 


THE  IVY  SONG. 


WriitBS  OB  raeaivlot  wiim  Ivf-le«v«t,  gatbarad  fioM  Ihs 
rafaMd  CuUeoT  RiMiiifUt  oo  Iha  Rhine. 


Oh!  how  could  fimcy  crown  with  (Aes, 

In  ancient  days,  the  God  of  Wine, 
And  bid  thee  at  the  banquet  be 

Companion  of  the  vine  7 
Ivy !  thy  home  is  where  each  sound 

Of  revdry  hath  long  been  o'er. 
Where  song  and  beaker  once  went  round. 

But  now  are  known  no  more. 

Where  long.fallen  gods  recline, 
There  the  place  is  thine. 

The  Roman  on  his  battle-plains. 

Where  Kin^  before  his  eagles  bent, 
With  thee,  amidst  exulting  strains, 

Shadow'd  the  victor's  tent : 
Though  shining  there  in  deathless  green, 

Triumphally  thy  boughs  might  wave, 
Better  thou  lov'st  the  silent  scene 

Around  the  victor's  grave. 

Urn  and  sculpture  half  divine 
Yield  their  place  to  thine. 

The  cold  halls  of  the  regal  dead. 
Where  lone  th'  Italian  sunbeams  dwell. 

Where  hollow  sound*  the  lightest  tread- 
Ivy  !  they  know  thee  weU ! 

And  far  above  the  festal  vine, 
Thou  wav'st  where  onoe  proud  banners  bonf 

Where  mouldering  turrets  crest  the  Rhine 
— ^The  Rhine,  still  fresh  and  young ! 
Tower  and  rempart  o'er  the  Khina 
Ivy!  all  are  thine! 

Hij^  from  the  fields  of  air  look  down 

Those  eyries  of  a  vanish'd  race. 
Where  harp,  and  battle^  and  renown, 

Have  pass'df  and  left  no  treco. 
But  thou  art  there !— serenely  bright. 

Meeting  the  mountain  storms  with  Uoqbk 
Thou  that  wilt  climb  the  loftiest  heigl^ 

Or  crown  the  lowliest  tomb ! 
Ivy,  Ivy !  all  are  thine. 
Palace,  hearth,  and  shrine. 

'Tis  stiH  the  same ;  our  pilgrim  tread 
O'er  classic  plains,  through  deserts  free^ 

On  the  mute  path  of  ages  Sed, 
Still  meets  decav  and  thee. 

And  still  let  man  his  fabrics  rear,  • 
August  in  beauty,  stem  in  power. 
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Days  pass — ^thou  Ivy  never  Bere  !* 
And  thou  shalt  have  thy  dower. 

All  are  thine,  or  must  bo  thin^— 
— Temple,  pillar,  shrine ! 


THE  DYING  GIRL  AND  FLOWERS. 

**I  dmira  ••  I  look  oo  then,  the •caamwls  esd  ehUdma  of 
Berth,  to  knew  whether,  indeed,  euob  thiof e  1  ihell  eee  no 
nure  1— whether  they  have  oo  llkeoee^  do  archetype  in  the 
workl  in  which  my  future  home  ie  to  be  cui  T  or  whether  they 
keve  their  imagei  above,  only  wrought  in  a  mote  wondrous 

«nd  dclichtfttl  mould.*' CniMrealiMU  vttk  oa  jtaMUmu 

gtmdentmiUkeaUL 

Bear  them  not  from  graasy  deDs, 
Where  wild  bees  have  honey..oeU8 ; 
Not  from  where  sweet  water-sotmda 
Thrill  the  preenwood  to  its  boimda : 
Not  to  waate  their  acented  breath 
On  the  silent  room  of  Death! 

Kindred  to  ihe  breeze  they  are, 
And  the  glow-wonn*s  emerald  star 
And  the  bird,  whose  aong  is  free, 
And  the  many-whispering  tree : 
Oh !  too  deep  a  love,  and  vain. 
They  would  win  to  earth  a^n. 

Spread  them  not  before  the  eyes, 
Closingf  &8t  on  summer  skies ! 
Woo  thou  not  the  spirit  back. 
From  its  k>ne  and  viewless  track, 
With  the  bright  things  which  have  birth 
Wide  o*er  all  the  colourM  earth ! 

With  the  violet's  breath  vrould  rise 
Thoughts  too  sad  for  her  who  diea ; 
From  the  lily's  pearLcnp  shed. 
Dreams  too  sweet  would  haimt  her  bed ; 
Dreams  of  youth-— of  spring-time  eves— 
Musio— beauty— 4tU  she  leaves  I 

Hash!  t is  thou  that  dreaming  art, 
Calmer  is  her  gentle  heart 
Yes!  o'er  ^untain,  valei  and  grove. 
Leaf  and  flower,  hath  gush'd  her  love ; 
But  that  passion,  deep  and  true, 
Kqqws  nol  of  a  last  adieu^ 

Types  of  lovelier  fonoM  than  thfcse. 
In  their  fragile  mould  she  sees ; 
Shadows  of  yet  richer  things, 
Bom  beside  immortal  springs, 
Into  fbller  glory  wrought, 
Kindled  by  surpassing  thought ! 

Therefore,  in  the  lily's  leaf^ 
She  can  read  no  word  of  grief; 
O'er  the  woodbine  she  can  dwell. 
Murmuring  not — ^Farewell !  fiirewell ! 
And  her  dim,  yet  six$aking  eye. 
Greets  the  violet  solemnly. 


Therefore,  once,  and  yet  agfain. 
Strew  them  o'er  her  bed  of  pain ; 
From  her  chamber  take  the  gloom. 
With  a  light  and  flush  of  bloom : 
So  should  one  depart,  who  goes 
Where  no  Death  can  totich  the  rose ! 


THE  MUSIC  OF  ST.  PATRICK'a 


The  ehoral  mniio  of  St.  Patrick*a  Cathedral,  Dublin,  ie 
aimoet  onrivalled  in  ite  oombioed  powen  of  voice,  orfan.  and 
ecieoti6e  eliill.— The  mejeetie  harmony  of  effect  thoa  produced 
is  not  a  little  deepened  by  the  character  of  the  Church  iteelf 
which,  thouch  ■mall,  yet  with  its  dark  rich  fretwork,  knif  btly 
belmeta  and  banner^  and  old  monumental  efficies.  eeema  aU 
filled  and  oveiehadowed  by  the  epirit  of  chivalrous  antiquity. 
The  imagination  never  falls  to  nscof  nice  it  as  a  fittinc  scene 
for  hif h  solemnities  of  old  v~a  place  to  witness  the  solitary 
TifO  of  arms,  or  to  resound  with  the  funeral  march  at  tho 
burial  of  some  waiiike  King. 


An  the  choir 
Bang  Halloloiah,  as  the  sound  of  seea. 


Again,  oh !  send  that  anthem  peal  agaui 
Thro'  the  arch'd  roof  in  triumph  to  the  sky ! 
Bid  the  old  tombs  rin^  proudly  to  the  strain. 
The  banners  thrill  as  if  with  victory ! 

Such  sounds  the  warrior  awe-struck  might  hav¥ 

heard, 
While  arm'd  fi>r  fields  of  chivalrous  renown ; 
Such  the  high  hearts  of  Kings  might  well  have 

stirr'd. 
While  throbbing  still  beneath  the  recent  crown 

Those  notes  once  more! — they  bear  my  soul 

away. 
They  lend  the  wings  of  morning  to  its  flight 
No  earthly  passion  in  th'  exulting  lay. 
Whispers  one  tone  to  win  me  from  that  height 

All  is  of  Heaven ! — Yet  wherefiire  to  mine  eye 
Gnsh  the  vain  tears. unbidden  from  their  source! 
Ev'n  while  the  waves  of  that  strong  harmony 
Roll  with  my  spirit  on  their  soimding  course ! 

Wfaere&re  must  rapture  its  full  heart  reveal 
Thus  by  the  burst  of  sorrow's  token-shower? 
— Oh !  is  it  not,  that  humbly  we  may  feel 
Our  nature's  limit  in  its  proudest  hour  7 


*  To  Myrtles  brown,  and  Ivy  never  e 


-Afcidae 


KEENE,  OR   LAMENT  OF  AN   IRISH 
MOTHER  OVER  HER  SON. 


This  lament  Is  intended  to  imitate  tha  peculiar  style  of  tbw 
Irish  Keenes,  many  of  whiob  are  disting uisfaed  by  a  wild  and 
deep  itathoa,  and  other  eharaderistios  asalogooa  to  those  of 


Darkly  the  doud  of  night  comes  ruDing  ou 
Darker  is  thy  repose,  m  f  fiiir-haired  son ! 
Silent  and  dark 
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There  is  bkxxl  upon  the  threshold 

Whenoe  thy  step  went  forth  at  morn. 
Like  a  dancer's  m  its  flectneaa, 

0  mj  bright  first4x)ml 

At  the  f  lad  eoimd  of  that  fboMes^ 
My  heart  within  me  amiled ; 

—Thou  wert  broaght  me  back  all  aileBt 
On  thy  bier,  my  child  I 

Darkly  the  cloud  of  night  oomee  rolling  on ; 
Darker  b  thy  repose,  my  fair-bair*d  son ! 

Silent  and  dark. 

I  thooght  to  see  thjr  diildren 
Laugh  on  me  with  thine  eyes ; 

But  my  sorrow's  life  is  lonely 
Where  my  lifp-flower  lies. 

I  shall  go  to  sit  beside  Hiee, 

Thy  kindred's  graves  among , 
I  shaU  hear  the  tall  grass  whisper-^ 

1  shall  hear  it  not  Jong! 

Darkly  the  doud  of  night  eomea  ralfing on; 
Darkor  is  thy  lepoae,  my  fidrJiairM  son ! 

,     Silent  and  dark. 

And  I  too  shall  find  slnmber 
With  my  lost  one  in  the  earth: 

—Let  none  light  up  the  ashes 
Again  on  our  hearth !  ' 

Let  the  roof  go  down !-— let  silattoe 

On  the  home  lor  ever  fall, 
Where  my  boy  lay  ooUl,  and  hflatd  not 

His  lone  mother's  call  I 

Darkly  the  doad  of  night  comes  rolling  on ; 
Darker  is  thy  repose,  my  fiur-hair'd  son ! 
Silent  and  dark. 


THE  ANGELS'  CALL. 


Qark*  tbtywhaper! 
■pirii,  oooM  ftwigp  !* 


GoMB  to  the  land  of  peace !  . 
Come  where  the  tempest  hath  no  longer  tway. 
The  shadow  passes  from  the  soul  away. 

The  sounds  of  weeping  cease ! 

FesT  hsdi  BO  dwrillttg  Hun ! 
Jome  to  the  mingling  of  repose  and  love, 
fheathed  by  the  silent  spirit  of  the  dove 

Tlomigii  the  celestial  air ! 

Come  to  the  bright  ifhd  blest 
And  crown'd  for  ever  I — ^*midst  that  diini^g  band, 
f^nthei'd  to  heaven's  own  wreath  from  every  hud, 

Th J  ^iri  shall  find  rest ! 


Thou  hast  been  long  alone  t 
Come  to  thy  moUier !— «n  the  sabbath  shore. 
The  heart  that  rock'd  thy  childhood  hack  «ae- 
more 

Shall  take  ife  wearied  one. 

In  silence  wert  thou  kA ! 
Conm  to  thy  sisters !— joyously  again 
All  the  home  voices,  Uest  in  one  sweet  strain. 

Shall  greet  their  kag4ieroft. 

Over  thine  orphan  head 
The  storm  hath  swept  as  o'er  a  willow's  bvqghs 
Come  to  thy  Iktber !— it  is  finish'd  now; 

Thy  teart  have  all  been,  shed. 

In  thy  divine  abode 
Change  finds  no  pathway,  mem'ry  no  dark  traoe. 
And,  oh !  bright  vietory-Hleath  by  love  ne  plaoe ! 

Come,  Spirit!  tothy  GodS 


THE  SPELL. 

TmERX*s  such  a  glory  on  thy  chedc. 
And  such  a  mafic  power  around  thas^ 

That,  if  I  would,  I  oould  not  break 
The  spell  with  which  thine  eyes  have  bound  i 

Though  all  my  stubborn  heart  rebel 
Against  the  thraldom  of  thy  frown. 

The  tameless  spirit  then  oanst  qaal. 
And  keep  the  bursting  madness  dsunki 

I  vainly  struggle  to  be  free ; 

I  rouse  that  vrithering  pride  in  vafaii. 
Whose  blight  might  change  my  kvo  for  Ittt 

To  fiery  hate  or  cold  diadain. 

I  loathe  my  very  soul,  that  bean 
To  drink  tkjr  poisonooe  lofMrngte  np 

Dhtil  my  frenzied  spirit  swears 
To  dash  to  earth  the  dazzling  eap, 

Tet  every  effbrt  of  my  heart 

To  east  thee  off  but  draws  tfaeo'iifWif, 
And  rage  and  agony  impart 

A  venom-charm  that  makes  thee  deafSR 


FAK  AWAY.» 

Fae  away !— my  home  is  &r  away. 
Where  the  blue  sea  laves  a  mountahi 

In  the  woods  I  hear  my  brother's  ptty^ 
liidst  the  flowers  my  sister  sings  onoe 
Far  away  I 


Hiii,  tofstber  vith  five  other  toofSf  ha^s  beao  Mt  to  moiip 
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Far  aw&y  •  my  dreams  are  &r  away, 
When,  at  midnight,  stars  and  shadows  reign ; 

"Gentle  child,"  my  mother  seems  to  say, 
**  Follow  me  where  home  shall  smUe  again  !^ 
/  Far  away ! 

Far  away  !  my  hope  is  far  away, 

Where  lovers  voice  young  gladness  may  restore; 
— O  thou  dove !  now  soaring  through  the  day. 

Lend  me  wings  to  reach  that  better  shore. 
Far  away* 


THE  LYRE  AND  FLOWER. 


A  LTRX  its  plaintive  sweetness  poorM 

Forth  on  the  wild  wind*s  track  ; 
The  stormy  wanderer  jan^d  the  chord. 
But  gave  no  music  back, 
— On !  child  of  song  I 

Bear  hence  to  heaven  thy  fire ! 
What  hop*st  thou  from  the  reckless  thiCDg  T 
Be  not  like  that  lost  lyre ! 
Not  like  that  lyre! 

A  flowta*  its  leaves  and  t>doun  cast 

On  a  swiil-rolling  wave ; 
Th*  unheeding  torrent  darkly  passed. 
And  back  no  treasure  gave. 
— ^h!  heart  of  love! 

W^asie  not  thy  preeioos  down  I 
Turn  to  thine  only  home  above. 
Be  not  like  that  lost  flower  I 
Not  like  that  flower. 


SISTER!  SINCE  I  MET  THEE  LAST. 


Sister  !  since  I  met  thee  last, 
0*er  thy  brow  a  change  hath  past. 
In  the  softness  of  thine  eyes 
Deep  and  still  a  shadow  hes ; 
Froni  thy  voice  there  thrills  a  tone. 
Never  to  thy  childhood  known ; 
Thrpugh  thy  soul  a  storm  hath  moved. 
Gentle  sister,  thou  hast  loved ! 

Yes!  thy  varying  cheek  hath  caught 
Hues  too  bright  ttom  troubled  thought; 
Far  along  the  wandering  stream, 
Thou  art  followed  by  a  dream ; 
In  the  woods  and  valleys  lone. 
Music  haunts  thee  not  thine  own : 
Wheisfore  fall  thv  tears  like  rain? 
Sister,  thou  hast  loved  in  vain ! 

TeD  me  not  the  tak,  my  flower ! 
On  my  bosom  pour  that  jbower! 
Tell  me  not  of  kind  thodgiUs  wasted 
Tell  me  not  of  yoBtoff  hopes  blasted ; 
Wring  not  forth  one  Immm^  ward. 
Let  thy  heart  no  more  be  stirr'd ! 
Home  alone  can  give  thee  rest 
-—Weep,  vweet  sister,  on  my  breast! 


THE  LONELY  BIRD. 


FaoM  a  ruin  thou  art  sin 

Oh!  lonely,  lonely  bir 
The  soft  blue  air  is  rin^ring. 

By  thy  summer  music  stirr*d ; 
But  aU  is  dark  and  cold  beneath. 

Where  harps  no  more  are  heard : 
Whence  winn'st  thou  that  exulting  breath 

Oh!  k)nely,  lonely  bird? 

Thy  song  flows,  richly  swolUng, 

To  a  triumph  of  glad  sounds. 
As  from  its  cavern  dwelling 

A  stream  in  glory  boun£ ! 
Though  the  castle  echoes  catch  no  tone 

Of  numan  step  or  word. 
The'  the  firea  be  quench*d  and  the  feasttQg 

Oh!  lonely,  lonely  bird! 

How  can  that  flood  of  gladness 

Rush  through  thy  fiery  lay, 
From  the  haunted  place  of  sadness^ 

FrtMU  the  bosom  of  decay? 
While  dirsfe-notes  m  the  breeze's  moan, 

Through  the  ivy  garlands  heard, 
Come  bl^t  with  thy  rejoicing  tone, 

Oh!  lonely,  lonely  bird! 

There's  many  a  heart,  wild  singer. 

Like  thy  forsaken  tower, 
Where  joy  no  more  may  linger, 

Where  love  hath  left  his  bower : 
And  there's  many  a  spirit  e'en  like  thae^ 

To  mirth  as  lightly  stirr'd. 
Though  it  soar  from  ruhis  in  tti  glee, 

Oh !  lonely,  lonely  bird ! 


DIRGE  AT  SEA. 

SuoBP !— we  rive  thee  to  the  wave^ 
Red  with  life-blood  fhun  the  brave, 
Thou  ahalt  find  a  noble  grave. 
Fare  thee  weU ! 

Sleep !  thy  billowy  field  is  won. 
Proudly  may  the  funeral  gun, 
'Midst  the  hush  at  set  of  sun* 
Bbomthyknefl! 

Lonely,  lonely  is  thy  bed. 
Never  there  may  flower  be  shed. 
Marble  rear'd,  or  brother's  head 
Bow'd  to  weep. 

Yet  thy  record  on  the  sea. 
Borne  through  battle  high  and  fiea^ 
Long  the  red  cross  flag  shall  b^ 
Sleep !  O  slceu  . 
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PILGRIM'S  SOxNG  TO  THE  EVENING  STAR. 


O  SOFT  star  of  the  went ! ' 

Gleaming  &r, 
TlioaM  gruidin^  all  things  home. 

Gentle  star ! 
Thoa  bring*8t  from  rock  and  wave, 

The  sea-bird  to  her  nest, 
The  hunter  from  the  hiIl^ 
The  fisher  back  to  rest 
Light  of  a  thousand  streams, 

Gleaming  fkr ! 
O  soft  ^Ur  of  the  west, 

Blessed  star! 

No  bowery  roof  is  mine. 

No  hearth  of  love  and  rest, 
Yet  guide  me  to  my  shrine, 

O  soft  star  of  the  west! 
There,  there,  my  home  shall  be, 

Heaven^s  dew  shall  cool  my  breast. 
When  prayer  and  tear  gosh  iree, 

^-O  soft  star  of  the  west! 

O  «oft  star  of  the  west, 

Gleaming  ftr ! 
Thoa*rt  guiding  all  thmgs  home, 

Gentle  star ! 
Shine  from  thy  rosy  heaven, 

Pour  joy  on  earth  and  sea ! 
Shine  on,  though  no  sweet  eyei^ 
Look  forth  to  watch  for  me ! 
Light  of  a  thousand  streams. 

Gleaming  far ! 

O  soft  star  of  the  west ! 

Blessed  star! 


THE  SPARTAN'S  MARCH. 


*"nM  BpartaiM  and  not  tbt  tiiimpel  in  (hdr  narcb  into  b«t- 
tte,**  nfB  Thucrdides,  bemiue  Um7  wuhfld  aot  lo«zeite  the 
me  of  their  warrion.  Their  chariiar-itop  wiu  made  **to 
the  Dorian  mood  of  flutes  and  aiin  recorder!.*'  The  valoar  of 
a  Spartan  was  too  hit biy  tempered  to  leqnire  a  itnnninc  or 
rooaittc  impulee.  Bis  apiiit  waa  like  a  ateed  too  proud  lor  the 
tfivi.^'—CampbeU  on  tkt  Elegiac  Pottrw  of  tht  Oreeis. 

'TWAS  mom  upon  the  Grecian  hills. 
Where  peasants  dressed  the  vines. 

Sunlight  was  on  Cithsron*s  rills. 
Arcadians  rocks  and  pines. 

And  orightly,  through  his  reeds  and  flowers^ 

Eurotas  wanderM  by. 
When  a  sound  arose  from  Sparta's  towers 

O^  solemn  harmony. 

Wa*  it  the  hunter's  choral  strain 
Ta  the  woodland-goddcss  pour'd  ? 

Did  virgin  hands  in  Pallas*  iane 
Strike  toe  full  sounding  chord  7 


But  helms  were  glancing  on  the  stream. 

Spears  rangt^d  in  close  arra^, 
And  shields  flung  back  a  glorious  beam 

To  the  morn  of  a  fcarfm  day  I 

And  the  mountain  echoes  of  the  land 
SwellM  through  the  deep  blue  sky. 

While  to  soft  strains  moved  forth  a  band 
Of  men  that  moved  to  die. 

They  march'd  not  with  the  trumpet's  blast. 

Nor  bade  the  horn  peal  out. 
And  the  laurcl-groves,  as  on  they  pass'd. 

Rung  with  no  battle-shout ! 

They  ask'd  no  clarion's  voice  to  fire 
Their  souls  with  an  impulse  high , 

But  the  Dorian  reed,  and  the  Spartan  lyve. 
For  the  sons  of  liberty ! 

And  still  sweet  flutes,  their  path  around. 

Sent  forth  iEIolian  breath : 
They  needed  not  a  sterner  soimd 

To  mor&hal  them  for  death ! 

So  moved  they  calmly  to  their  field, 

Tliencc  never  to  return, 
Save  bringing  back  the  Spartan  shield. 

Or  on  it  proudly  borne ! 


THE  MEETING  OF  THE  SHIPS 


"  We  take  each  other  by  the  band,  and  we  ezdiaoffe  a  few 
words  and  looka  of  kindneei,  and  we  rrjoioetoretber  for  a  fow 
abort  momenti ;— and  then  day*,  montba,  jrean  intanrcpe    aad 

re  aee  and  know  nothing  of  each  other." 

WuHdmgUn  hving 

Two  barks  met  on  the  deep  mid-sei. 
When  calms  had  stilled  the  tide ; 

A  few  bright  days  of  summer  rlee 
There  found  them  side  by  side. 

And  voices  of  the  fair  and  brave 

Rose  mingling  thence  in  mirth ; 
And  sweetly  floated  o'er  tlie  wave 

The  melodies  of  earth. 

Moonlight  on  tliat  lone  Indian  main 

Cloudless  and  lovely  slept ; — 
While  dancing  step,  and  festive  strain 

Each  deck  in  triumph  swept. 

And  hands  were  link'd,  and  answering  eyes 

With  kindly  meaning  shone ; 
^-Oh !  brief  and  passing  sympathies. 

Like  leaves  together  blown ! 

A  little  while  -such  joy  was  cast 

Over  the  deep's  repose, 
Till  the  load  singing  winds  at  last 

Like  trumpet  music  rose. 

And  proudly,  freely  on  their  way 

The  parting  vessels  bore ; 
— In  ddm  or  storm,  by  rock  or  bay. 

To  meet— On !  never  more ! 
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Never  to  blend  in  victory's  oheer, 
To  aid  in  hours  of  woe : — 

And  tlius  bright  spirits  mingte  Hbre, 
Such  ties  are  form'd  below ! 


THE  ROCK  OF  CADER  IDRIS. 

A  UDQKIID  or  WAUtt. 


It  n  an  old  traditioD  of  the  Wdib  Baida,  diait  od  the  lam 
nit  of  Uie  moootBio  Cader  Idrit,  k  an  exeavatioa  leMmblinff 
a  eoocb ;  and  that  whoever  ihouU  imm  a  night  io  that  hollow, 
would  be  found  in  the  mornioK  either  dead,  io  a  Male  of 
rrenzf,  or  endowed  with  the  hiffbeet  poetical  iupiralion.  This 
•ong  M  one  of  a  "  Selection  of  Welah  Melodiea,  arraof  ed  by 
John  Parry,  and  imblialjed  by  Mr.  Power.** 


I  LAY  on  thtt  rock  where  the  storms  hav^  their 
dwelling. 
The  birth-place  of  phantoms,  the  home  of  the 
cloud ; 
Around  it  for  ever  deep  music  is  swelling. 
The  voice  of  the  mountain-wind,  solemn  and 
loud, 
T  was  a  midnight  of  shadows  all  fitfully  stream- 

Of  wild  waves  and  breezes,  that  mingled  their 


Of  dim  shrouded  st^ia,  as  firom  gnlfii  fiiintly 
gleaming, 
And  I  met  the  dread  gloom  of  its  grandeur 
alone. 


IJay  there  in  silence-^^i  Spirit  catne  o'er  me: 
Man's  tongue  hath  no  language  to  speak  what 
I  saw; 
Things  glorious,  unearthly,  pass'd  floating  before 
me, 
And  my  heart  almost  fiiinted  with  rapture  and 
awe! 
I  view'd  the  dread  beinfli,  aroond  us  that  hover, 
Though  veil'd  by  the  mists  of  mortaUty's 
breath ; 
And  I  caird  upon  darkness  the.  vision  to  cover, 
For  a  strife  was  within  mo  of  madness  and 
death. 

I  saw  them  —  the  powers  of  the  wind  and  the 

ocean. 
The  rush  of  whose  pinion  bears  o&ward  the 

storms; 
I^ike  the  sweep  of  the  whlte-rolUng  wave  was 

their  motion, 
1  feli  their  dim  presence, — ^but  knew  not  their 

forms ! 
I  saw  them — the  mighty  of  ages  departed— 
The  diead  were  around  me  that  night  on  the 

hill; 
From  their  eyes,  as  they  passed,  a  cold  radiance 

they  darted, 
«-There  was  light  on  my  soul,  but  my  heart's 

blood  was  ebiU. 

2C  87 


I  saw  what  man  looks  on,  and  dies — but  my  spirit 
Was  strong,  and  triumphantly  lived  thro*  that 
.  hour: 
And  as  firom  the  grave,  I  awoke  to  inherit 

A  flame  all  immortal,  a  voice,  and  a  power ! 
Day  burst  on  that  rock  with  the  purple  cloud 
crested, 
And  high  Cader  Idris  rejoiced  in  the  sun ; 
— But  oh !  what  new  glory  all  nature  invested. 
When  the  sense  which  gives  soul  to  her  bcaul^ 
was  won ! 


A  FAREWELL  TO  WALES. 

Vor  th«  VUaAj  alM  tb«  "ibb^roT*." 
ON  LEAVING  THAT  COUNTBT  WITH  MY  CHlLDaBN. 


The  sound  of  thy  streams  in  my  spirit  I  bear— 
— Farewell !  and  a  blessing  be  with  thee,  green 

On  thy  hearthsj  on  thy  halls,  on  thy  pure  moun 
tain-air, 
On  the  chords  of  the  harp,  and  the  minstrel's 
fi*eehand! 
From  the  love  of  my  soul  with  my  tears  it 

is  shed. 
As  I  leave  thee,  green  land  of  my  home  and 
my  dead ! 

I  bless  thee !— yet  not  for  the  beauty  which  dwells 
In  the  heart  of  thy  hills,  on  the  rocks  of  thy 
short; 
And  not  for  the  memory  set  deep  in  thy  dells. 
Of  the  bard  and  the  hero,  the  mighty  of  yore ; 
And  not  for  thy  songs  of  those  proud  ages 
fled, 
«  Green  land.  Poet-land  of  my  home  and  my 
dead! 

I  bless  thee  for  all  the  true  bosoms  that  beat, 

Where'er  a  low  hamlet  smiles  up  to  thy  skies. 

For  thy  cottage  hearths,  bunung  the  stranger  to 

greet. 

For  the  soul  that  shines  forth  fi!om  thy  children's 

kind  eyes! 

May  the  blessing,  like  sunshine,  about  thee 

be  spread,  < 

Green  land  of  my  childhood,  my  home,  and 
my  dead! 


COME  AWAY.* 


Com   away!  —  the  child,  where  flowers  an 
springing 
Round  its  footsteps  on  the  mountain  slope, 
Hears  a  glad  voice  fixmi  the  upland  singing. 
Like  the  sky.lark*s  with  its  tone  of  hope  * 
Come  awav! 


*Tbii  aoaf  is  in  the  Dotaearion  of  Mr.  Power  to  bs  aif  i» 
muaie. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


4tt 


MR&  HE91ANS*  W(»Ka 


BoomUiig  on,  with  sunny  hndk  be&re  him, 
All  the  wealth  of  glowing  fife  ootipraui, 

Cre  the  ehadow  of  a  cloud  oomea  oVr  him, 
Bythaiatraintfaieyovthin  joy  is  led: 
Come  away! 

Slowly,  aadly,  heavy  change  is  ftlling 
CVer  the  sweetness  of  the  Toiee  within; 

Yet  its  tones,  on  restless  manhood  calling, 
Uife  the  hauler  still  to  chase,  to  win : 
Come  tnmyt 

I  >ome  away ! — the  heart,  at  last  forsaken. 

Smile  by  smile,  hath  proved  each  hope  untrue. 

Yet  a  breatli  can  still  those  Words  awaken. 
Though  to  other  shares  far  henoe  they  woo : 
Comemway! 

In  the  light  leaves,  in  tho  reed*s  fidnt  sighing, 
In  the  low  sweet  sounds  of  early  spring, 

Still  their  music  wanders — till  the  dying 
Hears  them  pass,  as  on  a  apirifs  wing : 
Come  away! 


MUSIC  FROM  SHORE. 


A  seoHD  coiBM  on  the  risinr 
A  sweet  and  lovely  sound ! 

Piercing  tho  tumult  of  the  seas 
That  wildly  duh  aoreumd. 

FVom  land,  from  sonny  land  it  oomos. 
From  hills  with  ranrmnring  trees. 

From  paths  by  still  and  happy  homes. 
That  sweet  sovnd  on  the  hreen. 

Whv  should  its  ftinl  tad  paasmg  sigh 
Thus  bid  my  quick  pulse  leap  7 

No  part  in  earth's  glad  melody 
Is  mine  upon  the  deep. 


YetUc      ^ 

Whence  those  rich  breathings  fleiw ! 
Cnd  hsa^  although  they  know  tos  not, 

Like  mine  there  beat  and  glow* 

And  blessing,  from  the  hark  that  roams 

0%r  solitary  seas, 
To  those  that  fiir  in  happy  homes 

Give  sweet  sounds  to  tiie  breese! 


-    FAIR  HELEN  OF  KIRCONNEL. 

*  Pa!r  Heleii  of  KircoDDd."  m  alM  !■  ealM  fa  the  SeottUi 
tluMtralsy,  throwiof  iMfself  between  iter  betrothed  lovn  and 
enTAl  bf  wImm  Mililb  wee  eeniled,  leeehre^a  nortel  womid, 
een  dieiio  the  afaip  of  the  fbrnv. 

Hold  me  opoD  thy  fidthful  heart, 

Keep  back  my  flitting  breath ; 
Xis  early,  eariy  to  depart, 

Beloved ! — ^vet  this  is  death ! 


Look  on  me  stiU  :-4et  that  kind  eys 

Be  the  last  fight  I  see ! 
Oh !  sad  it  is%i  spring  to  die. 

But  yet  I  die  lor  thee! 

For  thee,  my  own  I  thy  stately  head 

Was  n^cr  thus  to  bow ! — 
Give  tears  when  with  me  love  hath  fled, 

True  kwe,  thou  know'st  it  now ! 

Oh !  the  free  streams  looltM  bright,  wherD*ei 

We  in  our  gladness  roved ; 
And  the  blue  skies  were  very  fair— > 

O  friend  I  because  we  loved. 

FarvweU !— 4  Mess  theo— live  thou  on, 

When  this  young  heart  is  low ! 
Surdy'my  blood  thy  life  hath  W(m^ 

Clasp  me  once  more — I  go ! 


aXX)K ON  ME  WimraY CUMJBLE6S  »]L2i 

Look  on  me  with  thy  doadiess  eyes. 
Truth  in  their  dark  transparence  Bes  j 
Their  sweetness  gives  me  back  the  teats, 
And  tfatt  firee  trust  of  early  years; 

Mygentfeehdd! 

The  spirit  of  my  infrmt  prayer 
Shines  m  the  depllis  of  quiet  then;  ^ 
And  heme  and  love  once  more  axe  mme. 
Found  i»  that  dewy  calm  divine. 

My  gentle  diild ! 

Oh !  heaven  is  with  thee  in  thy  dreams, 
Its  U^t  by  day  around  thee  gleams; 
Thv  smile  hath  gifts  from  vernal  skies; 
—Look  on  me  with  thy  cloudless  eye% 
Mygeolleeluld! 


I  GO,  SWEET  FMEBfDR. 

I  GO,  sweet  friends !  yet  think  of  me 

When  Springes  young  voice  awakes  the  flowers; 
For  we  have  wandei'd  far  and  fl'oe. 

In  those  bright  hours,  the  violet's  hoios. 

I  £o — but  when  you  pause  to  hear, 
From  disUnt  bUlB,  the  Sabbath  beU 

On  summer  wiods  float  silvery  clear, 
Think  on  me  then — I  loved  it  well ! 

FWfiiet  me  not  around  your  hearth. 
When  cheerly  smiles  the  ruddy  blaxe 

For  dear  hath  been  its  evening  mirth 
To  me,  sweet  friends !  in  other  days. 

And  oh !  when  musio*s  veioo  fa  heard 

To  meh  in  strains  of  parting  woe. 
When  heaits  to  kvre  and  grieTare  stirr'd*- 

— ^Think  of  me  then !  I  go,  I  go! 


tThe  eoofft  merked  the*  t  eve  ia  Hie  p 
WilUi,  to  be  poblathed  by  b»  wWi  dmmw. 
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PC  THOU  ilAftT  CRUSHED  A  FLOWER. 


Oh  cut  thon  not 
Aflbetfon  fran  tim!  in  this  Mow  worM 
Hold  to  ib7  iMMt  that  oolytia— iw  tot 
Wateli— ffoard  ift— Mfar  not  a  braoth  to  dim 
The  brifht  g«ai*i  parity ! 

[f  than  iMtit  cmth'il  ■  flower, 

The  root  may  not  be  blighted; 
If  thoa  hast  qveachM  a  lamp, 

Ooee  more  H  may  be  lighted; 
But  on  th^  harp  or  on  thy  lute. 

The  Btrm^  which  thou  hast  broken. 
Shall  never  m  sweet  sound  again 

Give  to  thy  touch  a  token ! 

If  thou. hast  loosed  a  bird. 

Whose  voice  of  song  could  cheer  thee, 
Still,  still  he  may  be  won 

From  the  skies  to  warble  near  thee  t 
But  if  upon  a  troubled  sea 

Thou  hast  thrown  a  gem  unheeded, 
Hope  not  that  wind  car  wave  will  bring 

The  treasure  back  when  needed. 

If  thou  hfest  bruised  a  vine, 

The  summer*s  breath  is  healing, 
And  its  dusters  yet  mav  {^low. 

Through  the  leaves  their  bloom  revealing : 
But  if  thou  haM  a  eup  o*erthrown 

With  a  bright  draught  fiird--oh  I  nevw 
Shall  earth  give  back  that  lavished  weidth. 

To  cool  thy  parchM  lip*s  fever ! 

The  heart  is  like  that  eup, 

If  thou  waste  the  love  it  bore  thee ; 
And  like  that  jewel  gone, 

Which  the  deep  will  not  restore  thee ; 
And  like  that  strain  of  harp  or  lute 

Whence  Ihe  sweet  sound  is  scatterM  :— 
Gently,  oh  I  gently  touch  the  chords, 

So  soon  for  ever  shatter'd ! 


tBRIGHTLY  HAST  THOU  FLED. 


Brightly,  brightly  hast  thou  fled ; 
Ere  one  grief  ftad  bow'd  thy  head, 

Brightly  didst  thou  part ! 
With  thy  young  thoughts  pure  flram 
With  thy  fond  love  wasted  not, 

With  thy  bounding  heart 

Ne'er  by  sorrow  to  be  wet. 
Calmly  smifes  thy  pole  cheek  jet^ 

Ere  with  -dust  overspread : 
Lilies  ne'er  by  tempest  blown. 
White-rose  wiiieh  no  stain  hath  kwi«% 

Be  about  tiwesbed! 

So  we  give  thee  to  the  earth. 
And  the  primrose  shall  have  birth 

O'er  thy  gentle  head ; 
Thou  that  like  a  dew-drop,  home 
On  a  auddcn  breeie  of  mors. 

Brightly  thus  hast  fled! 


tSING  TO  ME.  GONDOLIER! 


SiNQ  to  me.  Gondolier! 

Sing  words  from  Tasso's  lay ; 
While  blue,  and  still,  and  dear. 

Night  seems  but  softer  day: 
The  gale  is  gently  falling. 

As  if  it  paused  to  hear 
Some  strain  the  past  recalling ; 

Sing  to  me,  Gondolier ! 

Oh,  ask  me  net  to  wake 

The  memory  of  the  brave : 
Bid  no  high  numbers  break 

The  sileoce  of  the  v^ve. 
Gone  are  the  noble-hcarted, 

Closed  the  bright  pageants  here ; 
And  the  glad  song  is  departed 

From  Uie  mournful  Gondolier ! 


O'ER  THE  FAR  BLUE  MOUNTAINS* 

O'er  the  far  blue  mountains, 
O'er  the  white  sea  fiHun, 

Come,  thou  long  parted  one ! 
Back  to  thine  home  l 

When  the  bright  Are  shineUi, 

Sad  looks  thy  place. 
While  the  true  heart  pineth. 

Missing  thy  ftce. 

Music  is  sorrowful, 

Sinoe  then  art  jene, 
Sisters  are  moammg  tfioe. 

Came  to  tiiine  own ! 

Hark!  the iKNoe  voiwi eal) 

Baektothyrest; 
Come  to  thv  Other's  hail, 

Thynother?Bhna«t! 

O'er  the  far  Uue  mountains, 
O'er  the  white  sea  foam. 

Come,  thou  long  parted  one ! 
Back  to  thine  home! 


O  THOU  BREEZE  OF  SFRING.t 


0  VHou  brcese  of  spring ! 

Gladdening  sea  and  shore, 
Wake  the  woods  to  sing, 

Wake  my  heart  »•  more ! 
Straams  have  felt  the  sighhig 

Of  thy  soepled  wing, 
Lot  eaoh  fi>unt  replying 

Hail  thee,  breeze  orVpring^ 
Ott({e  more! 


•Betu» 

tSetioi 


by  tho  Author's  «rtar. 
by  John  Juiod  v.  Rm- 
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O'er  long  buried  flowen 

Paning,  not  in  vain, 
Odoon  in  loft  Bhowen 

Thou  hast  brought  again. 
-^Let  the  primro«e  greet  thee. 

Let  the  violet  pour 
Ineenae  forth  to  meet  thee— 

Wake  my  heart  no  moro ! 
No  more! 

From  a  fimeral  urn 

Bower*d  in  leaQr  gloooii 
Ev'n  thy  aoft  return 

CaUs  not  song  or  bloom. 
Leave  my  spirit  sleeping 

Like  that  silent  thin^; 
Stir  the  founts  of  weepm^ 

There,  O  breeze  of  spring. 
No  more ! 


COME  TO  ME,  DREAMS  OF  HEAVEN. 

Com  to  me,  dreams  of  heaven ! 

My  fidnting  spirit  bear 
Onyour  bright  wings, by  morning  given. 

Up  to  cdflstial  air. 
Away,  far,  fio*  away, 

From  bowers  by  tempests  riven. 
Fold  me  in  blue,  still,  cloudless  day, 

O  blessed  dreams  of  heaven! 

Come  but  lor  one  brief  hour, 

Sweet  dreams!  and  yet  again. 
O'er  burning  thmghi  and  memory  shower 

Your  soft  effiuung  rain ! 
'  Waft  me  where  gales  divine, 

With  dark  clouds  ne'er  have  striven, 
Where  Hving  founts  for  ever  shine  '  - 

O  blessed  dreams  of  heaven  !* 


GOOD  NIGHT.t 

Dat  is  past .  ^ 
Stars  have  set  their  watch  at  last. 
Founts  that  through  the  deep  woods  flow, 
Make  sweet  sounos,  unheard  tiU  now, 
Flowers  have  shut  with  fiuiing  light- 
Good  night! 

Go  to  rest! 
dleep  sit  dflfve-like  on  thy  breast ! 
If  within  tha^.  secret  cell 
One  dark  form  of  memory  dwdl. 
Be  it  mantled  from  thy  sight- 
Good  night! 


•SM  to  miNie  bjr  Mia  OmTM. 
tTvt  a  SNiodjr  of  BMohobr*!!. 


Joy  be  thine! 
Kind  looks  o'er  thy  slumbers  shine ! 
Gro,  and  in  the  spiriUand 
Meet  thy  home's  long  parted  band. 
Be  their  eyes  all  love  and  light — 
Goodnight! 

Peace  to  all! 
Dreams  of  heaven  on  mourners  foil ! 
Exile !  o'er  thy  oouch  may  gleams 
Pass  from  thine  own  mountain  streasns; 
Bard !  away  to  worlds  more  bright- 
Good  night! 


LET  HER  DEPART. 

Hem  home  is  far,  oh !  &r  away ! 

The  clear  light  in  her  eyes 
Hath  naught  to  do  with  earthly  day, 

'TIS  kindled  from  the  skies. « 
Let  her  depart! 

She  looks  upon  the  things  of  earth, 

£!v*n  as  some  gentle  star 
Seems  gazing  down  on  grief  or  mirth. 

How  softly,  yet  how  Sir ! 

Let  her  depart! 

Her  spirit's  hope — ^her  bosom's  love— 
Oh !  could  they  mount  and  fly ! 

She  never  sees  a  wandering  doye. 
But  for  its  wings  to  siglk 
Let  her  depart! 

She  never  hean  a  soft  wind  bear 

Low  music  on  its  way, 
But  deems  it  sent  from  heavenly  air, 

Fbr  her  who  cannot  stay. 
Let  her  depart! 
Wrapt  in  a  cloud  of  glorious  dreams, 

She  breathes  and  naoves  alone, 
Pining  for  those  bright  bowers  and 

Where  her  belov^  is  gone. 
Let  her  depart! 


1 1  WOULD  WE  HAD  NOT  MET  AGAUV 

I  wooLD  we  had  not  met  again ! 

— I  had  a  dream  of  thee, 
Lovely,  though  sad,  on  desert  plain, 

Mocnnfiil  on  midnight  sea. 

What  though  it  haunted  me  by  night. 

And  troubled  through  the  day  f 
It  touch'd  all  earth  with  spirit-light. 

It  glorified  my  way ! 

'    Oh !  what  shall  now  my  fate  restore 
In  hxAy  things  and  fair  ? 
We  met — ^I  saw  thy  soul  once  more— 
—The  world's  breath  had  been  there . 
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Yes !  it  was  attd  on  desert-plain, 
MoumfUl  on  midnight  sea. 

Yet  would  I  buy  with  life  agfain 
That  one  deep  dream  of  thee  I 


WATER-LILIES 

A  rAlKT-SONO. 


CoHK  away,  Elves !  while  the  dew  is  sweef, 

Come  to  the  dingles  where  fairies  meet ;   . 

Know  that  the  lilies  have  spread  their  bells 

0*or  all  the  pools  in  oar  forestalls ; 

Stilly  and  lightly  their  vases  rest 

On  the  quivering  sleep  of  the  water's  breast, 

Catching  the  sunshine  through  leaves  that  throw 

To  their  scented  bosoms  an  emerald  glow ;. 

And  a  star  from  the  depth  of  each  pearly  cup, 

A  golden  star  unto  heaven  looks  up, 

As  if  seeking  its  kindred  where  bright  they  He, 

Set  in  the  Uue  of  the  summer  sky. 

— Come  away  !  under  arching  boughs  we  'U  float. 

Making  those  umrf  each  a  fairy  boat; 

We  *I1  row  them  with  reeda^o*er  the  fountains  free. 

And  a  tall  flag-Ieaf  shall  our  streamer  be. 

And  we  '11  send  out  wild  music  so  sweet  and  low, 

It  shall  seem  from  the  brijght  flower's  heart  to  flow, 

As  if  t  were  a  breeze  with  a  flute's  low  sigh. 

Or  water-drops  train'd  into  melody. 

—  Come  away!  for  the  midsummer  ^un  grows 

strong. 
And  the  lift  of  the  lily  may  not  be  long. 


While  the  softest  shadows 
On  the  greensward  lie, 

While  the  ipoonlight  slumbers 
In  the  lily's  urn. 

Bright  elves  of  the  wild-wood  ! 
Oh !  return,  return ! 

Round  tho  forest  fountain. 

On  the  river  shore, 
Let  your  silvery  laughter 

Elcho  yet  once  more. 
While  the  joyous  bounding 

Of  your  dewv  feet. 
Rings  to  that  old  choras : 

"The daisy  is  so  sweet  !"• 

Oberon,  Titania, 

Did  your  starlight  mirth, 
With  the  song  of  Avon, 

Quit  this  work-day  earth  ? 
Yet  while  green  leaves  glisten. 

And  whfie  bright  stars  bum, 
By  that  magic  memory. 

Oh,  return,  return ! 


tBY  A  MOUNTAIN  STREAM  AT.  REST 


THE  BROKEN  FLOWER. 


Oh  !  wear  it  on  thy  heart,  my  love ! 

Still,  still  a  little  while ! 
Sweetness  is  lingering  in  its  leaves, 

Though  faded  be  their  smile. 
Yet,  for  the  sake  of  what  hath  been 

Oh !  cast  it  not  away  ! 
T  was  bom  to  grace  a  summer  scene, 

A  k>ng,  bright,  golden  day. 
My  love ! 

A  long,  bright,  golden  day. 

A  little  while  around  thee,  love ! 

Its  fSragrance  yet  shall  cling, 
Telling,  that  on  thy  heart  hath  lain 

A  fur,  though  faded  thing. 
But  not  ev'en  that  warm  heart  hath  power 

To  win  it  back  fiY>m  fot&: 
.-Oh !  /  am  like  thy  broken  flower, 

Cherish'd  too  late,  too  late. 
My  bve ! 

Cherish'd,  alas!  too  late! 


FAIRIES'  RECALL. 


While  the  blue  is  richest 
In  the  starry  sky, 
37* 


l>T  a  mountain  stream  at  rest. 
We  found  the  warrior  lying, 
And  around  his  noble  breast 
A  banner,  clasp'd  in  dying  t 
Dark  and  still 
Was  every'  hill. 
And  the  winds  of  night  were  sighin;:. 

Last  of  his  noble  race. 

To  a  lonely  bed  we  bore  him ; 
'T  was  a  green,  still,  sol^m^  place, 

Where  the  mountain  heath  waves  o'er  1 
Woods  alone 
Seem  to  moan. 
Wild  streams  to  deplore  him. 

Yet,  from  festive  hall  and  lav 

Our  sad  thoughts  oft  are  flying, 
To  those  dark  hills  far  away. 
Where  in  death  we  found  him  lying, 
On  his  breast 
A  banner  press'd, 
And  the  night-wind  o'er  him*sighing. 


THE  ROCK  BESIDE  THE  SEA 


Oh  !  tell  me  not  the  woods  are  fiur. 

Now  Spring  is  on  her  way  ; 
Well,  well  I  know  how  brightly  there 

In  joy  the  young  leaves  play ; 


*8m  ths chonu of  FiiriM,  io  tlw  "Floww  sod  LmI** 
Chaucer. 
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How  Bweet  on  vwds  of  moro  or  ovo 
The  Tiolet*B  breath  may  be  ^* 

— ^Yet  ask  me,  woo  me  n^  to  leave 
Mj  lone  .rock  by  the  aea^ 

The  wild  wave's  thunder  on  the  ahore, 

The  curlew's  restless  cries. 
Unto  my  watching  heart  are  more 

Than  all  earth's  melodies. 
'^•Come  back,  my  ocean  rover !  come  I 

There 's  but  one  place  for  me, 
Till  I  can  greet  thy  swift  sail  hom^^ 

— ^My  lone  rock  by  the  sea  I 


O  YE  VOICES  GONE.* 


Ob  !  ye  voices  cone, 

Sounds  of  other  yean ! 
Hush  thai  haimting  tone. 

Melt  me  not  to  team ! 
All  around  forget. 

An  who  lored  you  well, 
Yet,  sweet  voices,  yet 

O'er  my  soul  ye  swell 

With  the  winds  of  spring. 

With  the  breath  of  ftowen, 
Floating  back,  ye  bring 

Hioughts  of  vanish'd  hours. 
Hence  your  music  take, 

Oh !  ye  voices  gene ! 
This  lone  heart  ye  make 

But  more  deeply  knie. 


1  IS  THERE  SOME  SPIRIT  SIGHING. 


Is  there  some  spirit  sighing 

With  sorrow  in  the  air, 
Can  weary  hearts  be  dying, 
•   Vain  love  repining  there  1 
If  not,  then  how  can  that  wild  wail, 

O  sad  JSolian  ly ro ! 
Be  drawn  forth  by  the  wandering  gale, 

Fr<Mn  thy  deep  thriHing  wire? 

No,  no !~  thou  dest  not  barrow 

That  sadness  from  the  wind. 
Nor  are  those  tones  of  sorrow 

In  thee,  O  harp !  enshrined ; 
But  in  our  own  hearts  deeply  set 

Lies  the  true  quivering  lyre. 
Whence  love,  and  memory,  and  regret. 

Wake  answexB  from  thy  wire. 


THE  NAME  OF  ENGLAND. 


Thr  trumpet  of  the  battle 
llath  a  high  and  thrilling  tone ; 

And  the  first  deep  ^fun  of  an  ocean  fight 
Dread  music  all  its  own. 


*  fm  to  muMG  bv  Mia  H.  Corbett 


But  a  mightier  power,  roy>EngIaMl  • 

Is  in  tlut  name  of  thine. 
To  strike  the  fire  from  every  heart 

Along  the  banner'd  line. 

Proudly  it  woke  the  spirits 

Of  yore,  the  brave  and  true, 
When  the  bow  was  bent  on  desk's  field. 

And  the  yeoman's  arrow  flew. 

And  proudly  hath  it  floated 

Through  the  battles  of  the  sea. 
When  tiK  red^ross  flag  o'er  smoke-wresfh* 
phy'd 

Like  the  lightning  in  its  glee. 

On  rock,  on  wave,  on  bastion. 

Its  echoes  have  been  known. 
By  a  thousand  streams  the  hearts  lie  low. 

That  have  answer'd  to  its  tone. 

A  thousand  ancient  mountains 

Its  pealing  note  hath  stirr'd ; 
-••Sound  on,  and  on,  for  evermore, 

O  thou  victorious  word !  • 


OLD   NORWAY.* 

A  MOUNTAIN  WAR-SONO. 


To  a  Nonrefftan  the  worda  Ovmlt  Jihrge  (Old  Nonray  < 
bavA  t  ipell  in  tbem  inmedialo  and  powerful :  they  cannot  b«t 
rcMated.  Goai^  J^orgt  ia  beard,  in  an  ioatant,  repeated  bv 
every  Toiee;  the  f  laaaea  are  filled,  raiaod,  and  drained :  not  • 
drop  ia  Ml;  and  then  burrta  forth  the  aimoltaneoua  choriM 
"For  JftrgeP*  the  national  aoof  of  Norway.  Here,  (e: 
Cbfiatianaand)  and  in  a  hundred  other  inataoeea  in  Norway.  | 
have  aeeo  the  cha  radar  of  a  company  entirely  changed  hr  the 
chance  introdoMion  of  the  exprcMon  OmmU  ^orgt.  The 
graveat  diaeuaion  ri  initantly  tnterrapled;  and  one  might  rap 
poae  for  the  moment,  that  the  party  wai  a  party  of  pntriou. 
aanmUed  to  eoromemurate  aome  national  aanivemnry  of 
freedom.**--I^erwent  Gmwoy'*  Pernmal  Jifkrraii9$  ^  u 
Jtmmeg  through  AVrwoy  and  Jwadm. 

The  following  worda  were  written  lo  the  natiosal  air.  a» 
oontained  ia  the  work  above  chad. 


Axisc !  old  Norway  sends  the  word 

Of  battle  on  the  blast; 
Her  voice  the  forest  pines  have  stirr'd. 

As  if  a  storm  went  pest ; 
Her  thousand  hills  the  call  have  heard. 

And  forth  their  lire  flags  cast. 

Arm,  arm,  fVce  hunters!  for  the  chase. 

The  kingly  chase  of  fbes ; 
Tis  not  the  bear  or  wild  wolPs  race^ 

Whose  trampling  shakes  the  snows; 
Arm,  arm!  'tis  on  a  nobler  trace 

The  northern  spearman  goes. 

Our  hills  have  dark  and  strong  defiles. 

With  many  8ta  icy  bed; 
Heap  there  the  rocks  for  funeral  piles, 

Above  th^  invader's  head! 
Or  let  tlie  seas,  that  gfuard  our  Isles, 

Give  burial  to  his  dead ! 


*Tbeae  wordi  have  been  published,  aa  nrrangerl  to  Urn  vi- 
rited  national  air  of  Norwigr,  by  Charlet  Gravea,  EaQi 
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GOME  TO  MS,  GENTLB  SLEEP. 

Com  to  in«,  jpentlc  tleep ! 

I  pine,  I  pine  for  thee ; 
Come  with  thy  tpeUs,  the  toft,  tltodeep^ 

And  set  mv  spirit  free ! 
fiaoh  loae»7,  ^jomn;  thought, 

In  twilight  languor  steep — 
Come  to  tlM  iuU  heart,  long  o*erwnnight, 

O  gentle,  gentle  sleep ! 

GooM  wUlilhiaB  am  of  d0w. 

Sleep,  gentle  sleep !  yet  bring 
No  voice,  loTe*8  yearning  to  renew, 

No  vision  on  &y  wing! 
Come,  as  to  folding  flowers, 

To  birds  in  fon»ts  deep; 
— ^Long,  dark,  and  dreanrioM  be  thine  hours, 

O  genlie,  gentle  sleep! 


E.NOUSH  SOLDIER'S  SONG  OF  MEMORY. 

TO  THX  AIA  Of  **AM   RHXIN,  AM  KBEUf  !*' 


Sing,  sing  in  memory  of  the  brave  departed. 

Let  song  and  wine  be  pour*d ! 
Pledge  to  their  &me,  the  free  and  fisarless  hearted. 

Our  brethren  of  the  sword ! 


OA  at  the  ibast,  and  in  the  fight,  their  vdoee 

Have  mingled  with  our  own; 
Fill  high  tin  enp,  but  when  the  adol  ngoioas, 

Forget  not  who  are  gone ! 

They  that  stood  with  as,  *niidst  the  dead  and 
dying. 

On  Albuera*s  plain ; 
They  that  beside  us  cheerly  track*d  the  flying. 

Far  o*er  the  hills  of  Spain- 

They  that  amidst  us,  when  the  shells  waie  ahow> 
ering. 
From  oldRodrigo*8  wall. 
The  rampart  scakd,  throw^h  doiids  cf  battis 
towering, 
First,  first  at  victory*s  oaU ! 

They  that  upheld  the  banners,  proudly  wavfag, 

In  Roncesvailcs*  dell ; 
—With  England's  blood  the  southern  vineyards 
laving. 

Forget  not  how  they  fell ! 

Sing,  sing  in  memory  of  tlie  brave  departed« 

L(Bt  song  and  wine  be  ix)ur*id! 
Pledge  to  uicir  fiimc,  the  free  and  fearless  hearted, 

Our  brethren  of  the  sword ! 


!Saitittnuutou»  l$otw». 


THE  HOME  OF  LOVF^ 

Tnou  movest  in  visions,  Love! — ^Around  thy  way, 
B*en  throuffh  thb  world*s  rough  path  and  change- 

For  ever  floats  a  gleam. 
Not  from  the  realms  of  moonlight  or  the  mom. 
But  thine  own  soul's  illumined  chambers  bom — 

The  colouring  of  a  dr^am ! 

Love,  shall  I  read  thy  dream?— oh!  is  it  not 
All  of  some  sheltering,  wood-embosom*d  spot — 

A  bower  fbr  thee  and  thine  7 
Yes !  lone  and  lowly  in  that  home;  yet  there 
Something  of  heaven  in  the  transparent  air 

Makes  every  flower  divine. 

Something  that  mellows  and  that  glorifies,- 
Breathes  o'er  it  ever  from  the  tender  slues. 

As  o*er  some  blessed  isle ; 
E*en  like  the  soft  and  spiritual  glow. 
Kindling  rich  woods,  whereon  th*  ethereal  bow 

Sleeps  lovingly  awhile. 

The  very  whispers  of  the  wind  have  there 
A  fluie-fike  harmony  that  seems  to  bear 

Greeting  from  some  bright  shore. 


Where  none  have  said  FureweU  I^-Whut  no 

decay 
Lends  the  &int  crimson  to  the  dying  day ; 

Where  the  storm's  mighty  is  o*er. 

And  thero  thou  dreamest  of  Elysian  rest. 
In  the  deep  sanctuary  of  one  true  breast 

Hidden  ftom  earthly  ill : 
There  wouldst  thou  watch  the  homeward  step^ 

whose  sound 
Wakening  all  nature  to  sweet  echoes  round. 

Thine  inmost  soul  can  thrill. 

There  by  the  hearth  should  many  a  giorious  page« 
From  mind  to  mind  th'  immortal  heritage. 

For  thee  its  treasures  pour ; 
Or  mnsie*8  voite  at  vesper  hours  be  heard. 
Or  dearer  interchange  of  playful  word, 

Afiection's  household  loie. 

And  the  rich  unison  of  mingled  prayer. 
Hie  melody  of  hearts  in  heavenly  air, 

Thence  duly  should  arise , 
tj^iinf  th'  eternal  ho)>e,  th'  adoring  breath, 
Of  spirits,  not  to  be  disjoin'd  by  death, 

Up  to  the  Starr  V  sk^es. 
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There,  dost  thoa  well  befiere,  no  itonn  ihonld 


To  mar  the  itiniieai  of  that  angel  home; — 
There  ahonld  thy  ahimben  be 
Weighed  down  with  honey-dew,  eerenely  blen'd, 
Like  thein  who  first  in  Eden*8  grove  took  rest 
Under  eome  pthny  tree. 

Love,  Love !  thou  paaionate  in  joy  and  woe ! 
And  canst  thou  hope  for  cloudless  peace  below — 

Here,  where  bright  thines  must  die? 
Oh,  thou!  that,  wildly  worshipping,  dost  shed 
On  the  frail  altar  of  a  mortal  head 

Gifts  of  infinity ! 

Thou  must  be  still  a  trembler,  fearfiil  Lore  1 
Danger  seems  gathering  from  beneath,  above, 

Still  round  thy  precious  things ; 
Thy  stately  pine-tree,  or  thy  gracious  rose. 
In  their  sweet  shade  can  yield  thee  no  repose. 

Here,  where  the  blight  hath  wings. 

And,  as  a  flower  with  eome  fine  sense  imbued 
To  shrink  before  the  wind^s  vicissitude. 

So  in  thy  prescient  breast 
Are  Ijrre-strings  quivering  with  prophetic  thrill 
To  the  low  footstep  of  each  oomin?  ill ; 

—Oh !  canst  Thou  dream  of  rest? 

Bear  up  thy  dream !  thou  mighty  and  thou  weak ! 
Heart,  strong  as  death,  yet  as  a  reed  to  break. 

As  a  flame,  tempestsway'd ! 
He  that  sits  calm  on  high  is  yet  the  source 
Whence  thy  soul's  current  liath  its  troubled  course. 

He  that  great  deep  hath  made ! 

Will  He  not  pity  ? — ^He  whose  searching  eye 
Reads  all  the  secrets  of  thine  agony  7 — 

Oh !  pray  to  be  forgiven 
Thy  fond  iddatnr,  thy  blind  excess. 
And  seek  with  Jtlim  that  bower  of  blessedness — 

Love !  tky  sole  home  is  heaven ! 


BOOKS  AND  FLOWERS. 


La  rue  d  une  flenr  eare«e  moo  imttcfaction,  et  flatte  met 
MM  9  un  point  inexprimable.  Bona  la  tranquiUa  abri  da  toit 
patrmel,  yntum  oourrio  dm  renraooa  avM  des  fleura  et  dee 
iivfee  I'-dmm  retroHo  eneeinle  d'one  priioo,  an  milieu  dee  fen 
impoeiee  par  la  tyraiinie,  j'oublie  TiojuiUce  doe  bomroce,  leura 
■ooini  m  D«i  maux  avee  dee  livne  et  dei  fleun.— JVoifoaie 


('/OMK,  lot  me  make  a  sunny  realm  around  thee. 
Of  tliought  and^  beauty !    Here  are  books  and 
flowers. 
With  spells  to  loose  the  fotter  which  had  boond 
thee. 
The  ravellM  coil  of  this  world's  feverish  hours. 

The  soul  of  song  is  in  these  deathless  pages. 
Even  as  tlie  odour  in  the  flower  enshrined : 

Here  the  crownM  spirits  of  departed  ages 
Have  M  the  silent  melodies  of  mind. 


Their  thou|^  thai   strove   With   time,  and 
change,  and  anguish, 
Foi  some  high  place  where  fluth  her  wing 
might  rest, 
Are  bummg  here;  a  flame  that  may  not  lan- 
guish, 
sun  pointing  upward  to  that  bright  hill's  crest ! 

Their  grie^  the  veii'd  infinity  exploring 
For  treasures  lost,  is  here! — ^their  boundless 
love 
Its  mighty  streams  of  gentleBen  outpouring 
On  all  things  round,  aim  clasping  all  abofe. 

And  the  bright  beings,  their  own  heart's  creft. 
tions. 

Bright,  yet  all  human,  here  are  breathing  still 
Conflicts,  and  agonies,  and  exultations 

Are  here,  and  victories  of  prevailing  will ! 

Listen,  oh !  listen,  let  their  high  words  cheer  thee. 
Their  swan-like  music  ringing  tiirough  all 
woes. 

Let  my  voice  bring  their  holy  influence  near  thee. 
The  EHysian  air  of  their  divine  repose! 

Or  wouldst  thou  turn  to  earth  ?  Nbi  earth  aO 
fiirrow'd 

By  the  old  traces  of  man's  toil  and  care. 
Bat  the  green  peaceful  world  that  never  sorrowed, 

The  world  of  leaves,  and  dews,  and  sommcr  air ! 

Look  on  these  flowers !  As  o'er  an  altar  shedding. 
O'er  Milton's  page,  soA  light  firom  cokHir^d 
um^ 
They  are  the  links,  man's  heart  to  nature  wed- 
ding, 
When  to  her  breast  the  prodigal  returns. 

They  are  firom  lone  wild  places,  forest  dingles. 
Fresh  banks  of  many  a  low-voiced  hidden 
stream, 
Wheie  £he  sweet  star  of  eve  looks  down  and 
mingles 
Faint  lustre  with  the  waterJily's  glcanu 

They  are  from  where  the  soft  winds  play  in 
ghidness. 
Covering  the  turf  with  flowery  blossom  sliowers 
— ^Too  richly  dowcr'd,  O  friend !  are  lee  ior  sad 


Look  on  an  empire— mind  and  nature— -oars ! 


THE  FAITH  OF  LOVE. 


Thou  hast  watch'd  beside  the  bed  of  death. 

Oh  fearless  human  love ! 
Thy  lip  received  the  last  fiunt  brcath« 

Ere  the  spirit  fled  above. 

Thy  prayer  was  heard  by  the  parting  bier. 

In  a  low  and  farewell  tone. 
Thou  hast  given  the  grave  both  flower  and  teai^ 

— Oh  love !  thy  IbSl  is  done. 
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Then  torn  thee  from  each  pleaeant  ipot 

Where  thoo  wert  wont  to  rove. 
For  there  the  friend  of  thy  aool  is  not. 

Nor  the  joy  of  thy  youth,  oh  lore  I 

ThoQ  wilt  meet  bat  moamful  memory  there. 
Her  dreams  in  the  groves  she  weaves 

With  echoes  filling  the  summer  air, 
With  sighs  the  trembling  leaves. 

Then  turn  thee  to  the  world  again, 
From  those  dim  haunted  bowers, 

And  shut  thine  ear  to  the  wild  sweet  strain. 
That  tells  of  vanishM  hours. 

And  wear  not  on  thine  aching  heart 

The  ima|[e  of  the  dead, 
For  the  tie  is  rent  that  gave  thee  part 

In  the  gladness  its  b^uty  shcd« 

And  gaze  on  the  pictured  smile  no  more 

That  thus  can  life  outlast. 
All  between  parted  souls  is  oVr; 

— ^Love  I  love  I  ibrget  the  past ! 

**  Voice  of  rain  boding !  away,  be  still ! 

Strive  not  against  the  fidth 
That  yet  my  bosom  with  light  can  fill, 

Unquench'd,  and  undimm'd  by  drath : 

''From  the  pictured  smile  I  will  not  torn, 

Though  sadly  now  it  shine ; 
Nor  quit  the  shades  that  in  whispers  mourn, 

For  the  step  once  link'd  with  mine : 

**  Nor  shut  mine  ear  to  the  song  of  old. 
Though  its  notes  the  pang  renew, 

-—Such  mem<tfies  deep  m  my  heart  I  bold. 
To  keep  it  pure  and  true. 

*  Bv  the  holy  instinct  of  my  heart, 

By  the  hope  that  bears  me  on, 
I  have  still  my  own  undying  part 

In  the  deep  affection  gone. 

**  By  the  presence  that  about  me  seems 
Throu^  night  and  day  to  dwdl. 

Voice  of  Tain  bodiuM  and  fearfbl  dreams ! 
—I  have  breathed  no  hut  farewell!'* 


liath  it  not  sounds  from  voices  lonr  departed  7 
Echoes  of  tones  that  rung  in  childhood's  ear . 

Low  haunting  whispers,  which  the  weary-hearted, 
Stealing  'midst  crowds  away,  have  wept  to 
hear? 

No,  not  to  thee ! — thy  spirit,  meek,  yet  queenly 
On  its  own  starry  height,  beyond  all  tiiis. 

Floating  triumphantly  and  yet  serenelyt 
BreaSies  no  fiunt  undei-tone  through  songs  of 
bliss! 

Say  by  what  strain,  through  cloudless  ether  swell- 
»?» 
Thou  hast  drawn  down  those  wanderers  from 
theiMucs? 

Bright  ffucsts !  even  such  as  left  of  yore  their 
dwelling, 
For  the  deep  cedar  shades  of  Paradise! 

What  strain  7->-oh !  not  the  Nightingale's,  when 

showering 

Her  own  heart's  life-drops  on  the  burning  lay. 

She  stirs  the  young  woods  in  the  days  of  flower* 

ing, 

And  pours  her  strength,  but  not  her  grief  away 

And  not  the  Exile's — ^when  'midst  lonely  billowi 
He  wakes  the  Alpine  notes  his  mother  sung. 

Or  blends  them  with  the  sigh  of  alien  willows. 
Where,  murmuring  to  2ie  wind,  his  harp  is 
hung. 

And  not  the  Pilgrim's — ^though  his  thoughts  be 
holy, 
And  sweet  his  Atc  song,  when  day  grows  dim. 
Yet  as  he  journeys,  pensively  and  slowly. 
Something  of  sadness  floats  through  that  low 
hymn. 

But  thou ! — the  spirit  which  at  eve  is  filling 
All  the  hush'd  air  and  reverential  sky. 

Founts,  leaves,  and  flowers,  with  solemn  rapturt 
^  thrilling, 
This  is  the  soul  of  thy  rich  harmony. 

This  bears  up  high  those  breathings  of  devotion 
Wherein  the  currents  of  thy  heart  gush  firec ; 

Therefore  no  world  of  sad  and  vain  emotion 
Is  the  dream-haunted  music-land  fiw  thu. 


FOR  A  PICTURE  OF  ST.  CECIUA  ATTENDED 
BT  ANGEL& 


How  rieh  that  forehttd*!  «alm  cspaase ! 
How  bright  that  heavto-diraeiod  rlaooe ! 
—Waft  her  to  ffbrr,  winged  powwi^ 


fnrdtwartk. 


How  can  that  eye,  with  inspiration  beaming. 
Wear  yet  so  deep  a  calm  7 — Oh !  child  of  song! 

Is  not  the  music-land  a  world  of  dreaminff. 
Where  ferms  of  sad  bewildering  beauty  urong  7 


THE  VOICE  OF  THE  WAVES, 
warrmv  nxar  ths  scbme  ov  a  ucent  smpwrnfUK 


How  porftet  was  the  eakn !  It  Mom'd  no  alaep. 

No  mood,  which  waaon  Ukea  awar  or  brings t 
1  conid  hava  ^cied  that  the  mighty  daep 
Waa  even  the  gentleat  of  all  gentJe  thioga. 

But  weleooM  foititnde  and  patfent  ebeer. 
And  ftequeot  algha  of  what  ia  to  be  borae. 


Amswu,  ye  ohiminf  waves ! 

That  now  in  sonuiine  sweep 
Speak  to  me  from  thy  hidden 

Voise  of  the  solemn  deei> ' 
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Ilath  man's  lone  g|Hrk  bera 

With  storiiM  in  batUe  ■triven  7 
Where  all  is  now  ao  oalmljr  cleH', 

Hath  anguiah  eried  to  haayen  7 

—Then  the  sea's  voice  aroee» 
Like  an  earthquake's  onder-tone , 

"  Mortal,  the  strife  of  human  woes 
Wher4  hath  not  nature  known ! 

**  Here  to  the  ({uiTerinf  mast 

Despair  hath  wildly  clung-, 
The  shriek  upon  the  wind  hath  paas'd. 

The  midnight  sky  hath  rung. 

"  And  the  youthful  and  the  ImiTe, 

With  their  beauty  and  renown. 
To  the  hollow  chambers  of  the  wave    . 

In  darkness  have  gone  down. 

**They  are  vanish'd  from  their  place- 
Let  their  homes  and  hearths  make  moan  I 

But  the  rolling  waters  keep  no  trace 
Of  pang  or  conflict  gone." 

— Alas !  thou  haughty  deep ! 

The  strong,  the  sounding  far ! 
My  heart  before  thee  dies, — ^I  weep 

To  think  OB  what  we  are ! 

To  think  that  so  we  pass, 

High  hope,  and  thought,  and  mind, 
Er*n  as  the  breath^tain  from  the  glass, 

Leaving  no  sign  behind ! 

Saw^  thou  naught  else,  thou  main? 

Thou  and  the  midnight  sky  7 
Naught  save  the  struggle,  brief  and  vain,' 

The  parting  agony  7 

— And  the  sea's  voice  replied, 

**  Here  nobler  things  have  been ! 
Power  with  the  valiant  when  they  died. 

To  sanctify  the  scene : 

**  Courage,  in  fragile  form, 

Fait]>,  trusting  to  the  last, 
Prayer,  breathing  heavenwards  thro'  the  storm, 

But  all  alike  have  pass'd." 

Sound  on,  thou  haughty  sea ! 

T^eee  have  not  pass'd  in  vain; 
My  soul  awakes,  my  hope  springs  free 

On  victor  wings  again. 

T^ott,  from  thine  empire  driven, 

May'M  vanish  with  thy  powers ; 
Ifait  by  the  hearts  that  here  have  atriven* 

A  loftier  doom  is  ours ! 


THE   VICTOR. 


"])•  tiMit«s  «si  t'afaMit  s'wt.a  plni  rtea  «ai  I'ahser' 


MioHTT  ones.  Love  and  Death ! 
Ve  are  strong  in  this  world  of  ours^ 
Ve  meet  at  the  banquets,  ye  dwell  Wdst  the 
flowen, 

•    Which  hath  the  conqueror's  wreath  7 


7%oii  art  tiie  ?ietor»  Love ! 
Thtm  art  the  fearless,  the  eniwn'd,  tlie  free, 
The  strength  of  the  battle  is  given  to  thoe^ 

The  spirit  from  above ! 

Thou  hast  look'd  on  Death,  and  smiled  ! 
Thou  hast  borne  up  tlie  reed-like  and  fragile  foim. 
Through  the  waves  of  the  fight,  throughthe  ruah 
of  the  storm. 

On  field,  and  flood,  and  wild ! 

No  I— Thtm  art  the  victor,  Death ! 
Thou  comest— and  where  is  that  which  spoke, 
Fromihe  depths  of  the  eye,  when  the  spirit  woke  t 

— Gone  with  the  fleeting  breath  ! 

Thou  oomest— «nd  what  is  lefl 
Of  all  that  loved  us,  to  say  if  aur ht 
Yet  Uneg — ^yet  answers  the  bummg  thought 

Of  the  spirit  lone  and  reft  7 

Silence  is  where  thou  art  i 
Silently  there  must  kindred  meet. 
No  smile  to  cheer,  and  no  voice  to  greet, 

No  bounding  of  heart  to  heart? 

Boast  not  thy  vioCery,  Death ! 
It  is  but  as  the  cloud's  o'er  the  nmheam's  power 
It  is  but  as  the  winter's  o'er  leaf  and  flow«r. 

That  slnmber,  the  snow  beneath. 

It  is  but  as  a  Tyrant's  reign 
O'er  the  voice  and  the  lip  which  he  bids  be  elfll 
But  the  fiery  thouffht,  and  the  loffy  will, 

Are  not  for  him  to  ehain ! 

They  ahall  soar  his  might  above ! 
And  thus  with  the  root  whence  aflection  springa 
Though  buried,  it  is  not  of  mortal  things — 

7%(m  art  the  vietor.  Love ! 


O'CONNOR'S  CHILD. 

Thitpieeewat  racteitod  brapiittimfai  tbepoM 
Mrt.  Lawraoce.  of  WaTertiw  Hafl^-It  wprowuti  the 
OhOd**  of  Campbell'i  Poem,  wated  baride  a  aoliury 
rack,  marked  with  a  cmaa,  to  a  wild  aad  deaeit  p. 
tempeat  leeoM  gatlMriftf  to  the  aarr  •kiaa  akora  her, 
attitade  Hi  tha  draopiof  Igon  ainnMii  (ha  attar  can 
of  deaolatioii,  aad  ih*  coantaaanea  apeaka  af  aatm  ah 
fhia  all  external  okdeolk— A  bow  and  quiver  lie 
amongit  tha  waadi  and  wild  flowam  of  the  deaart 


Hhiaof 
"Hera*a 
tanbof 
A 
hAtha 


I  fled  the  home  of  crier 
At  Caoneefat  Moraii*!  tomb  to  ftll, 
I  Iband  tha  helmet  of  mr  Obiof, 

Hie  bow  atill  hanginn  on  our  wall; 
Aad  took  it  down,  and  vow*d  to  rora 

Thaa  deaart  ptoe*,  a  baotraat  boU. 
Nor  wouki  I  change  m  j  buried  lo«e 
For  any  beartof  lime  smuU.      _ 

CgmpML 


Tm  sleep  of  storms  is  dark  upon  the  skies. 
The  weight  of  oiftens  heavy  in  the  cloud  >— > 

Bid  the  lorn  huntress  of  the  ^sert  rise. 
And  gird  the  form  whose  beauty  grief  hatl 
bow'd. 
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And  leave  the  tomb,  as  tombs  are  left — alone, 
To  tba  liar's  TifH,  and  the  wind's  wild  moan. 

Tell  her  of  rerelries  in  bower  and  hall, 
Whore  gems  are  glittering,  and  bright  wine  is 
pour*d ; 
Where  to  fflad  measures  cliiming  footsteps  fiJl, 
And  soi3  seems  gushing  firom  the  harp*s  fbll 
chord ; 
And  richer  flowers  amid  fiur  tresses  wave, 
Than  the'sad  **  Xooe  Ztet  bleeding"  of  the  grave. 

Oh !  Httle  know*st  thou  of  the  o'ermastcring  spell. 
Wherewith  love  binds  the  spirit  strong  in  pain. 

To  the  spot  hallow'd  by  a  wild  fkreweU, 
A  parting  a?ony, — ^intense  jet  vahi ; 

A  look — and  darkness  when  its  gleam  hath  flown 

A  voice-^and  silence  when  it*  words  are  gone! 

She  hears  thee  not ;  her  full,  deep,  iervent  heart 
Is  set  in  her  dark  eyes  ^— and  they  are  bound 

Unto  that  cross,  that  shrine,  that  world  apart. 
Where  iaithfid  love  hath  sanctified  the  ground : 

And  love  with  death  striven  long  by  tear  and 
prater, 

And  anguish  frozen  into  still  despair. 

Yet  on  her  spirit  hath  arisen  at  last 
A  lif  ht,  a  joy,  of  ilfe  own  wanderings  bom ; 

Around  her  path  a  vision's  ^ow  is  cast, 
Back,  back,  her  kst  one  oonoM,  in  hoes  of 
momi* 

For  her  the  g:ulf  it  fill'd— the  dark  night  fled ; 

Whose  mystery  parts  the  living  and  the  dead. 

And  she  can  pour  forth  in  such  converse  high. 
All  her  soul's  tide  of  love,  the  deep,  the  strong. 

Oh !  knelisor  ftr,  perchonoe  thy  destiny, 

And  more  forlorn^  amidst  the  world's  gay 
throng, 

Hian  her's — ^the  queen  of  that  maiestic  gloom, 

The  tempest,  and  the  desert,  and  the  tomb ! 


THE  HAUNTED  HOUSE. 

I  iMmnkeoiio 
WbotraadaakiM 

BoMM  ImiMinM-hAll  daiertrf, 
WbcM  light!  are  fled, 
WhoM  cariands  dead, 

AjmI  aU  bttl  bm  departed. 


Sebtf  thou  yon  gray  gleaming  hall, 
Where  the  deep  elm-shadows  fall  7 
Voices  that  have  left  the  earth 

Long  ago, 
Still  are  murmuring  round  its  heartii. 

Soft  and  low; 

fiver  there ;  yet  one  alone. 

flath  the  gift  to  hear  their  tone. 


'  A  too  of  Bgbt,  a  lovHjr  rorm 
Bmi 


CaunML 


Guests  eome  thither,  and  depart. 
Free  of  step,  and  light  of  heart ; 
.Children  with  sweet  visions  Uess'd, 
In  the  haunted  chambers  rest ; 
One  alone  unslumbering  lies 
When  the  night  hath  seal'd  aU  eyes, 
One  quick  heart  and  watchful  ear, 
Listening  for  those  whispers  clear. 

Seest  thou  wtuae  the  woodlnne  flowers 
O'er  yoD  low  porch  hang  in  showers  7 
Startling  fiioes  of  the  dead. 

Pale,  yet  sweet, 
One  lone  woman's  entering  tread 

There  still  meet! 
Some  with  young  smooth  foreheads  &ir 
Faintly  shining  through  bright  hair ; 
Some  with  reverend  locks  of  snow-^ 
All,  all  buried  long  ago ! 

All,  fh)*  tmder  deep  sea^waves. 

Or  the  flowers  of  foreign  leaves, 

Or  the  old  and  banner'd  aisle. 

Where  their  hi^h  tombs  gleam  the  white 

Rising,  wandering,  floating  by 

Suddenly  and  silently. 

Through  their  earthly  home  and  plaosi 

But  amidst  another  race. 

MHierefore,  unto  one  alone, 

Are  those  sounds  and  visions  known  7 

Wherefore  hath  that  spell  of  power, 

Dark  and  dread. 
On  ker  soul,  a  baleful  dower. 

Thus  been  shed  7 
Oh !  in  those  deep-seeing  eyes, 
No  strange  gift  of  mystery  lies ! 
She  is  lone  where  onee  she  moved, 
Fair,  and  happy,  and  beloved ! 

Sunny  smiles  were  glancing  round  her. 
Tendrils  of  kind  h^rts  had  bomd  her ; 
Now  those  silver  chords  are  broken, 
Those  bright  looks  have  left  no  token ; 
Not  one  trace  on  all  the  earth, 
Save  her  memory  of  thehr  mirth. 

She  is  lone  and  lingering  now, 
Dreams  have  gathered  o'er  her  brow, 
*Mid8tgay  songs  and  chiMren's  play, 
She  is  dwelling  far  away ; 
Seeing  what  none  else  may  see — 
Haunted  still  her  place  must  be  l 


BRIGAND  LEADER  AND  HIS  WUX. 


nroaKSTED  by  ▲  ncrcss  mr  sAmjuoEfs. 


DAfcic  chieftain  of  the  heath  and  height  I 
Wild  feaster  on  the  hills  by  night ! 
Seest  thou  the  stormy  sunset's  glow 
Flung  back  by  glancing  spears  below  7 
Now  for  one  strtfo  of  stem  despair ! 
The  foe  hath  track'd  thee  to  thy  lair 
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rhoa,  against  whom  the  voice  of  blood 
Hath  risen  from  rock  and  lonely  wood ; 
And  in  whose  dreams  a  moan  should  be, 
Not  of  the  water,  nor  of  the  tree ; 
Haply,  thine  own  last  hour  is  nigh,^- 
Yet  shalt  thou  not  forsaken  die. 

There  *s  one  that  pale  beside  thee  stands, 
More  true  than  all  thy  mountain  bands ! 
She  will  not  shrink  in  doubt  and  dread. 
When  the  balls  whistle  round  thy  head; 
Nor  leave  thee,  though  thy  closing  eye 
No  longer  may  to  her's  reply. 

Oh !  many  a  soft  and  quiet  grace 
Hath  faded  from  her  form  and  face ; 
And  many  a  thought,  the  fitting  guest 
Of  woman's  meek  religious  breast. 
Hath  pcrishM  in  her  wanderings  wide. 
Through  the  deep  forests,  by  tliy  side. 

Yet,  mournfully  surviving  all, 

A  flower  upon  a  ruin's  wall, 

A  friendless  thing  whose  lot  is  cast. 

Of  lovely  ones  to  be  the  last ; 

Sad,  but  unchanged  through  good  and  ill, 

Thine  is  her  lone  devotion  stlU. 

And  oh !  not  wholly  lost  the  heart 
Where  that  undying  love  hath  part ; 
Not  worthless  all,  though  far  and  long 
From  home  estranged,  and  guided  wrong ; 
Yet  may  its  depths  by  heaven  be  stirr*d, 
Its  prayer  for  thee  be  pourM  and  heard ! ' 


THI 

CHILD'S  RETURN  FROM  THE  WOODIAND& 


An  good  and  guihlan  u  thou  art. 
Bone  tnnaieot  grieft  will  touch  ibjr  kesrt— 
Grierg  that  along  thj  altered  faco 
Will  breathe  a  more  eubduing  grace. 
Than  aven  tboie  looka  of  joy  that  lie 
On  the  aoft  cheek  of  iofancf. 

WUaon. 

Hast  thou  been  in  the  woods  with  the  honey-bee? 
Hast  thou  been  with  the  lamb  in  the  pastures  free  7 
With  the  hare  thro*  the  copses  and  dingles  wild  ? 
With  the  butterfly  over  the  heath,  fair  child  7 
Yes  !  the  light  fall  of  thy  bounding  feet 
Hath  not  stertlcd  the  wren  from  her  mossy  seat; 
Yet  hast  thou  ranged  the  green  forest-dells, 
And  brought  back  a  treasure  of  buds  and  bells. 

Thou  know'st  not  the  sweetness,  by  antique  song 
Breathed  o'er  the  names  of  that  flowery  throng ; 
lite  woodh'ne,  the  primrose,  tlie  violet  dim, 
Tito,  lily  that  gleams  bv  the  fountain's  brim ; 
rhesc  are  old  words,  tliat  have  made  each  grove 
A  dreaming  haunt  for  romance  and  love : 
Efich  sunny  bank,  where  faint  odours  lie, 
A  iilaoe  for  the  gnshings  of  poesy. 

Thou  knoif 'bt  not  t!ie  light  wherewith  fairy  lore 
Spriuklos  the  turf  and  the  daisies  o'er; 


Enough  for  thee  are  the  dews  that  sleep, 
Like  hidden  ^ms,  in  the  flower-ums  deep; 
Enough  the  rich  crimson  spots  that  dwell 
'Midst  the  gold  of  the  cowslip's  perfumed  cell ; 
And  the  scent  by  the  blossommg  sweet-briers 

shed. 
And  the  beauty  that  bows  the  wood-hyacinthV 

head. 

Oh !  happy  child,  in  thy  fitwu-like  glee ! 
What  is  remembrance  or  thought  to  thee  7 
Fill  thy  bright  locks  with  those  gifts  of  spring. 
O'er  thy  green  pathway  their  colours  fling ; 
Bind  them  in  chaplet  and  wild  fosVx>n — 
What  if  to  droop  and  to  perish  soon  7 
Nature  hath  mines  of  such  wealth — and  thou 
Never  wilt  prize  its  delights  as  now ! 

For  a  day  is  coming  to  quell  the  tone 

That  rin^s  in  thv  laughter,  thou  joyous  one ! 

And  to  dim  thy  brow  with  a  touch  of  care. 

Under  tlie  gloss  of  its  clustering  hair ; 

And  to  tame  the  flash  of  thy  cloudless  eyes 

Into  the  stillness  of  autumn  skies ; 

And  to  teach  thee  that  grief  hath  her  needful  put| 

'Midst  the  hidden  things  of  each  human  heart 

Yet  shall  we  mourn,  gentle  child !  for  this  7 
Life  hath  enough  of  yet  holier  bliss  I 
Such  be  thy  portion ! — ^the  bliss  to  look. 
With  a  reverent  spirit,  thraogh  nature's  book; 
E^  fount,  by  foieirt,  bv  river's  line, 
Ix)  track  the  paths  o/  a  love  divine ; 
To  read  its  deep  meanings — to  see  and  hear 
God  in  earth's  garden — and  not  to  fear! 


THE  SISTER'S  DREAM. 

Sag geHed  hf  a  pietare,  in  which  a  yoong  girl  ia  repreaeoM 
aa  aleeping,  and  visited  during  iier  ilumben  by  iho  ipirita  sf 
her  departed  niteia. 


She  sleeps ! — ^but  not  .the  free  and  stmny  sleep 

That  lightly  on  the  brow  of  childhood  lies : 

Though  l^ppy  be  her  rest,  and  soft,  and  deep» 

Yet,  ere  it  sunk  upon  her  shadow'd  eyes. 
Thoughts  of  past  scenes  and  kindred  graves 

o'erswept 
Her  soul's  meek  stillness :— she  had  pray'd  and 
wept 

And  now  in  visions  to  her  couch  they  come, 
The  early  lost— the  beautiful->the  dead— 

That  unto  her  bequeath'd  a  mournful  home. 
Whence  with  their  voices  all  sweet  laughter 
fled; 

Thev  rise— the  sisters  of  her  youth  arise. 

As  from  the  world  where  no  frail  blossom  dies. 

And  well  the  sleeper  knows  them  not  of  earth— 
Not  as  they  were  when  binding  up  the  flowers, 

Tellinpr  wild  Ic^^ends  round  the  winter's  hearth. 
Braiding  their  long  fliir  hair  for  festal  hours; 

These  things  are  past ; — a  spiritual  gleam, 

A  solemn  glory,  robes  them  in  that  dream 
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Yet  if  the  glee  «r  lile*8  fresh  buddiog  yean 
In  thoee  pons  bspects  may  no  more  be  read, 

rhence,  too,  h&th  bonow  melted, — and  the  tears 
Which  o*er  their  mother's  holy  dust  the^  shed, 

Arc  all  effaced ;  there  earth  hath  leil  no  sign 

Save  its  deep  love,  still  touching  every  line. 

But  nh !  more  soft,  more  tender,  breathing  more 
A  thought  of  pity,  than  in  vanished  days : 

While  hovering  silently  and  brightly  o*cr 

The  lone  one's  head,  they  meet  her  spirit's  gaze 

With  their  immortal  eyes,  that  seem  to  say, 

*♦  Yet,  sister,  yet  we  love  thee,  come  away  I" 

T  will  fade;  the  radiant  dream !  and  will  she  not 
Wake  with  more  painfiil   yearning  at    her 
heart? 
Will  not  her  home  seem  yet  a  lovelier  spot. 
Her  task  more  sad,  when  those  bright  shadows 
part? 
And  the  green  summer  after  them  look  dim. 
And  sorrow's  tone  be  in  the  bird's  wild  hymn  ? 

But  let  her  hope  be  strong,  and  let  the  dead 
Visit  her  soul  in  heaven's  calm  beauty  still. 

Be  their  names  utter'd,  be  their  memory  spread 
Yet  round  the  place  they  never  more  may  fill ! 

AU  is  not  over  with  earth's  broken  tie — 

Where,  where  should  sisters  love,  if  not  on  high  ? 


WRITTEN  AFTER  VISITING  A  TOMB, 
Near  WooditoJc,  in  ih$  County  of  KiJkenny. 

Yea !  hide  beoMtfa  the  monlderinc  heap. 

The  undeliffhiiiic,  dif hted  thinr ; 
There,  io  the  eold  earth,  boned  deep. 

In  ineoeelet  H  wait  the  Bprinr. 


1  STOOD  where  the  lip  of  song  hid  low, 
Where  the  dust  had  gather'd  on  beauty's  brow ; 
Where  stillness  hung  on  the  heart  of  love. 
And  a  marUe  weeper  kept  watch  above. 

I  stood  in  tho  silence  of  lonely  thought. 
Of  deep  affections  that  inly  wrought 
Tronbled,  and  dreamy,  and  dim  with  fear — 
— ^Tbey  knew  themsdves  eriled  spirits  here ! 

Then  didst  thou  pass  me  in  radiance  by. 
Child  of  the  sunbeam,  bright  butterfly  I 
TlioQ  that  dost  bear  on  thy  fairy  wings. 
No  burden  of  mortal  sufferings ! 

ThoQ  wert  flitting  past  that  solemn  tomb, 
Over  a  bright  world  of  joy  and  bloom, 
And  strangely  I  felt,  as  I  saw  thee  shine, 
The  an  that  sever'd  thy  life  and  mine. 

Hftns,  with  its  inborn  mysterious  things^ 

Of  love  and  grief  its  unfathom'd  springs. 

And  quick  Uioughts  wandering  o'er  earth  and 

sky. 
With  voices  tu  question  eternity ! 
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Thine,  in  its  reckless  and  joyous  way, 
Like  an  embodied  breeze  at  play ! 
Child  of  the  sunlight! — ^thou  wmged  and  free ! 
One  moment,  one  moment,  I  envied  thee  1 

Thou  art  not  loneljr,  though  bom  to  roam, 
Thou  hast  no  longmgs  that  pine  for  home. 
Thou  seek'st  not  the  haunts  o£  the  bee  and  bird 
To  fly  from  the  sickness  of  hope  deferr'd : 

In  thy  brief  being,  no  strife  of  mind. 
No  boundless  passion  is  deeply  shrined; 
While  I — as  I  gazed  on  thy  svrift  flight  by. 
One  hour  of  my  soul  seem'd  infinity ! 

And  she,  tliat  voiceless  below  me  slept, 
Flow'd  not  her  song  from  a  heart  that  wept  ? 
— O  love  and  song,  though    of  heaven  your 

powers, 
Dark  is  your  fete  in  this  world  of  ours ! 

Yet,  ere  I  tum*d  from  that  silent  place. 
Or  ceased  firom  watching  thy  sunny  race. 
Thou,  even  thou,  on  those  glancing  wings. 
Didst  waft  me  visions  of  brighter  things ! 

Thou,  that  dost  image  the  flreed  soul's  birth, 
And  its  fliffht  away  o'er  the  mists  of  earth. 
Oh !  fitly  &y  path  is  through  flowers  that  rise 
Round  the  dark  chamber  where  genius  lies  1 


PROLOGUE  TO  THE  TRAGEDY  OF  FIESCa 


Af  tranalated  ftom  the  German  of  Sehiller,  bf  Colonel 
D'Afuilar,  and  peifonned  at  the  Theatre  Boral.  DuUin,  De- 
cemher,  1838.  

Too  long  apart,  a  bright  but  sever'd  band, 
The  mighty  minstrek  of  the  Rhine's  feir  land. 
Majestic  strains,  but  not  fer  us  had  sung,-^ 
Mouldering  to  melody  a  stranger  tongue. 
Brave  hearts  leap'd  proudly  to  their  words  of 

power, 

As  a  true  sword  bounds  ferth  in  battle's  hour ! 
Fair  e^es  rain'd  homage  o'er  the  impassion'd  layB^ 
In  lovmg  tears,  more  eloquent  than  praise; 
While  we,  fitr  distant,  knew  not,  dream'd  not 

aught 
Of  the  high  marvels  by  that  mapic  wrought. 
But  let  the  barriers  of  the  sea  give  way, 
When  mind  sweeps  onward  with  a  conqueror's 

sway ! 
And  let  the  Rhine  divide  high  souls  no  more 
From  mingling  on  iia  old  heroic  shore, 
Which,  e'en  like  ours,  brave  deeds  through  many 

anage, 
Ilare  made  the  Poet's  own  firee  heritage  I 

To  us,  though  feintly,  may  a  wandering  tone 
Of  the  fiir  minstrel^  at  last  be  known; 
Soimds  which  the  thrillmg  pulse,  the  burning  teai 
Have  sprang  to  greet,  must  not  be  strangers  hem 
And  if  by  one,  more  used,  on  march  and  heath. 
To  the  shrill  bagle,  than  the  muse*^  breach 
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With  a  wtrni  hetrt  the  offferia;  liftth  been  biooght 
4nd  in  a  tnistin^  lojaHy  of  tSoiu[lit, — 
So  let  it  be  received ! — a  Soldier'tliand 
Bean  to  the  breast  of  no  angenerona  land 
A  seed  of  foreign  thores.    0*er  this  &ir  cUmCf 
Since  Tara  heard  the  harp  of  ancient  time, 
Ualh  0ong  held  enpire ;  then  if  not  with  fVime, 
Let  the  gnea  isle  with  kindness  bless  his  aim, 
The  joy,  the  power,  of  kindred  song  to  spread. 
Where  once  that  harp  **  the  soul  of  music  shed  !** 


A  FAREWELL  TO  ABBOTSFORD. 


Than  linat  iPtra  gifM  to  Sir  Wakar  8Mll,at  the  rate  of 
Abboltford,  io  tha  aoaMBar  of  I8S9.  Ha  waa  than  apparaotly 
Id  the  vWour  of  an  aiiaiance  whoaa  ooarfiaa  pramind  kmff 
continuanea :  aod  tba  glaiieo  of  hia  qaiek,  mi  ioc  ajra,  aad  Iha 
1W7  aound  of  bia  ktndlr  Toiee.  aaanad  to  kiodla  tha  ftednaM 
of  b«  owD  aaonr  and  banignantapiritin  al  wks  bad  tba  bap* 
piaaH  of  apptoaehior  him. 


Hon  of  the  fified!  ftns  ^es  well. 

And  a  blesdng  on  thee  rest; 
While  the  beafber  waves  its  purple  bell 

0*er  noor  and  mcnuitAin  crest; 
While  stream  to  stream  aremd  thee  caUsi 

Aad  braes  with  hroom  are  drest, 
Glad  be  the  harping  in  thy  hall»— 

A  Messing  on  thee  rest! 

While  the  high  Toioe  fit>m  thee  sent  forth. 
Bids  rock  and  cairn  repty^ 


Wakening  the  spirits  of  the  North, 
Like  a  ehieftam's  gathering  ery ; 
While  its  deep  master40Bes  hoM  sway, 


As  a  king's,  o*er  every  breast, 
Home  of  the  Legend  and  the  Lay ! 
A  blessing  on  thee  rest 

Joy  to  thy  hearth,  and  bond,  and  bower  I 

Long  bonoars  to  thy  line ! 
And  hearts  of  proof^  and  hands  of  power. 

And  bright  names  worthv  thine ! 
By  the  mcnr  step  of  childhood  still 

MajT  thy  free  sward  be  prest ! 
•^Whiie  one  proud  poise  in  the  land  can  thrill, 

A  blessing  on  thee  rest ! 


SCEHE  m  A  DALECARLIAK  MINE. 

**  Oh !  Ibndly.  fervwitly,  thoaa  two  Ud  kyrad. 
Had  mingled  mioda  in  Lova*a  own  pefA«C  truat ; 
Had  «8icb*d  faiifhl  annaeia,  dranat  of  MiaiM  rMS»{ 
And  tbna  they  meL** 

fUsTB,  with  yourtorohes,  haste!  maksfirefighl 


Thtf  speed,  they  prsM-*what  hatfa  the  miner 

Cmmdl 


Relic  or  treasore,  giant  sword  of  old  7 

CSems,  beddod  deep,  rich  veins  of  burning  gold  T 

^Not  so— the  dead,  the  dead !    An  awe-ntmck 

band. 
In  silence  gathering  round  the  silent  stand. 
Chained  by  one  feehng,  hushing  e*en  their  breath. 
Before  the  thing  that,  in  the  might  of  death. 
Fearful,  yet  beautifuli  amidst  them  la^ — 
A  sleeper,  dreaming  not ! — a  youth  with  hair 
Makiuj^  a  sunny  gfeam  (how  sadly  fStir !) 
O'er  his  coM  brow :  no  shadow  of  decay 
Ilad  toueh'd  those  pale  bright  foatnrcs — ^yet  he 


A  mien  of  other  days,  a  garb  of  yore. 

Who  could  unfold  that  mystery?     From  the 

throng 
A  woman  wildly  broke ;  her  eye  was  dim. 
As  if  through  many  tears,  through  vigils  long. 
Through  weary  strainings :  —  idl  lu^  been  for 

him! 
Those  two  had  loved !  And  there  he  lay,  the  dead. 
In  his  3routh*s  flower — end  she,  the  living,  stood 
With  her  my  hair,  whence  hue  and  gloss  hid 

And  wssted  fonn,  and  cheeky  whose  flashing 

blood 
Had  long  since  ebb*d — a  meeting  sad  and  strange ! 
—Oh !  are  not  meetings  in  this  world  of  change 
Sadder  than  partings  oil !    She  stood  there,  stil^ 
And  mute,  and  gazmg,  all  her  soul  to  fill 
With  the  loved  &oe  onoe  more — the  young,  &ir 

face, 
'Midst  that  rude  cavern  tofoshVl  wiA  sealplaii^s 

grace, 
By  torchlight  and  by  death :— eatil  at  last 
From  her  deep  heart  the  spirit  of  the  past 
Gush'd  in  low  broken  tones : — ^**  And  there  thod 

art! 
And  thus  we  meet,  tha^  bved,  and  did  but  part 
As  for  a  fow  brief  hours ! — My  friend,  my  friend ! 
First  love,  and  only  one  I  is  this  the  end 
Of  hope  deforr'd,  youth  blighted !    Yettii^bnyw 
Still  wears  its  own  proud  beauty,  aad  thy  cheek 
Smiles— how  unehaaged  Awhile  I,  the  worn, 

and  weak. 
And  faded— oh !  thou  wouldst  but  scorn  me  now. 
If  thou  couldst  look  on  me  !— a  wilher'd  leaf; 
Sear'd  — though  for  thy  sake-^  the  bbst  of 

grief! 
Better  to  see  thee  thus!    For  then  didst  gtH 
Bearmg  my  imafe  on  thy  heart,  I  know, 
Unto  the  dead.    My  Ubie  t  tfarmigh  the  night 
How  have  I  call'd  thee !   With  the  morning  l^t 
How  have  I  watch*d  for  thee  i^-^wept,  wandered, 

pray'd. 
Met  the  fierce  mountain-tempest,  undismay'd. 
In  search  of  thee !    Bound  ray  worn  life  to  one, 
One  torturing  hope !  Now  let  me  die !  TT  is  gxine. 
Take  thy  betrothed!**  — And  on  his  hieast  she 

feU— 
— Oh!  since  their  youth's  lost  p^'wiiimntf*  &ifr 

weD, 
How  changed  in  all  but  love! — the  true,  the 

strong, 
Joming  m  death  whom  lifo  had  parted  kmg ! 
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-They  had  one  prave— Kme  lonely  bridal  bed — 
No  frioid,  no  kinunan,  there  a  tear  to  abed ! 
Hii  name  had  ceaaed — her  heart  outUfed  each  tie. 
Once  more  to  look  on  that  dead  fiLoe--and  die ! 


A  THOUGHT  OF  THE  FUTURE. 


Dreamui  !  and  wovldst  thoa  know 
If  Love  goea  with  na  to  the  Tiewless  bourne? 
Wouldst  thou  bear  henoe  th'  nnfatbom*d  aouroe 
of  woe 

In  thy  heart's  lonely  urn  7 

What  hath  it  been  to  thee. 
That  power,  the  dweller  of  thy  secret  breast  7 
A  dove  sent  forth  acroes  a  stormy  sea. 

Finding  no  place  of  rest : 

A  precious  odour  cast 
On  a  wild  stream,  that  recklessly  swept  by ; 
A  voice  of  music  utter*d  to  the  blast. 

And  winning  no  reply. 

Even  were  such  answer  thine, 
Wouldst  thou  be  blest  7-*  too  sleepless,  too  pro- 
found. 
Are  thy  soul's  bidden  springs ;  there  is  no  line 

Their  depth  of  love  to  sound. 

Do  not  words  ftint  and  fail. 
When  thou  wouldst  fill  them  with  that  ocean's 

power? 
As  thine  own  cheek  before  high  thoughts  grows 
pale 
In  some  o*erwhelmiag  power  ? 

Doth  not  thy  frail  ton  sink 
Beneath  the  oham  that  binds  thee  to  one  spot,^ 
When  thy  heart  strives,  held  down  by  many  a  link 

Where  thy  beloved  are  not  7 

Is  not  thy  very  soul 
0(l  in  the  gush  of  powerless  blessing  shed. 
Till  a  vain  tenderness,  beyond  control. 

Bows  down  thy  weary  head  7 

And  wouldst  thou  bear  all  (Ais, 
Tlie  burden  and  the  shadow  of  thy  life. 
To  trouble  the  blue  skies  of  cloudless  blias, 

With  earthly  feelings'  strife  7 

Not  thus,  not  thus— oh  no— 
Not  veil'd  and  mantled  with  dim  doods  of  care. 
That  spirit  of  my  sool  should  with  me  go, 

To  breathe  celestial  air : 

But  as  the  sky-lark  springs 
To  its  own  sphere,  where  night  afar  u  driven, 
As  to  Its  place  the  flower-seed  findeth  wings, 

So  must  love  mount  to  Heaven ! 

Vamly  it  shall  not  sfritt 
There  on  weak  woris  to  pour  a  stream  of  fire ; 
Thought  unto  thoughtshaH  kindling  impuhc  give, 

As  lightmigfat  wmke  a  lyre. 


And,  oh  i  its  blessmgg  then 
Shower'd  like  rich  balsam  forth  on  some  dev 


Powerless  no  more,  a  gilt  shaU  surely  bear, 
A  joy  of  sunlight  shed ! 

Let  me,  then,  let  me  dream 
That  k>ve  goes  with  us  to  the  shore  unknown , 
So  o'er  its  burning  tears  a  heavenly  gleam 

In  mercy  shall  be  thrown ! 


A  THOUGHT  OF  HOME  AT  SEA. 

*T  IS  lone  on  the  watersk 

When  eve's  mournful  bell 
Sends  forth  to  the  sunset 
A  note  of  farewell ! 

When,  borne  with  the  shadows 
And  winds  as  they  sweep, 

There  comes  a  fond  memory 
Of  Home  o'er  the  deep ! 

•   When  Uie  wing  of  the  sea-bird 
Is  turn'd  to  her  nest. 
And  the  heart  of  the  sailor 
To  all  he  loves  best 


'T  is  lone  on  the  ^ 

That  hour  hath  a  spell 
To  bring  back  sweet  Totces, 

And  words  of  fiveweO ! 


A  THOUGHT  OF  THE  ROSE. 

Rom, Son!  por dw ralh tea b«lla 
BMDpra  9  Miitta  <Q«glapawh. 


How  much  of  memory  dwells  amidst  thy  bloom, 
Ro9e  I  ever  wearing  beauty  for  thy  dower ! 

The  bridal  day — the  nsstival — the  tomb— 
Thou  hast  thy  part  in  each,  tiiou  ataleliost 
flower! 

Therefore  with  thy  soft  breath  come  doating  by 
A  thousand  images  of  love  and  grief, 

Dreams,  fill'd  with  tokens  of  mortality, 
Deep  thoughts  of  all  things  beautiml  and  brief. 

Not  such  thy  speOs  o'er  those  that  hatPd  thee  fint. 
In  the  clear  light  of  £2den's  golden  day  * 

There  thy  rich  leaves  to  crimson  glory  burst, 
Link'd  with  no  dim  remembrance  of  decay 

Rose !  for  the  banquet  gatbcr'u,  and  the  biei ; 

Rose !  colour'd  now  by  human  hope  or  poin 
Surely  where  death  is  not — ^nor  changr,,  uor  fe^ 

Yet  may  we  meet  thee,  Toy's  own  flower, 
agam! 
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THE  BELL  AT  SEA. 


eoMt  of 


The  daofanoi  Uel  called  Um  Ball-Roek,  on  tho 
Fifo.  uMd  romariy  to  bo  OMrkad  oolf  hf  •  ImB.  wluehwo 
plaoed  M  to  be  ewuiiff  by  the  notioo  of  tbe  wavet,  wImo 
tide  roM  aboTo  Um  rock.  A  lif  bt-bouie  baa  udoo  boeo 


Wmeif  the  tide^s  billowy  swell 
Had  reach'd  its  height, 

Then  toU*d  the  rock's  lone  bell 
Sternly  by  night. 

Far  over  cliff  and  surge 
Swept  the  deep  sonnd, 

Making  each  wild  wind's  dirge 
Still  more  profound. 

Yet  that  funereal  tone 

The  sailor  bless'd, 
Steering  through  darkness  on, 

With  fearless  breast 

E'en  to  may  we,  that  float 

On  life's  wide  sea. 
Welcome  each  warning  note, 

Stern  though  it  be ! 


THE  COTTAGE  GIRL. 

A  CB1LD  beside  a  hamlet's  fount  at  play, 
Her  &ir  face  laughing  at  the  sunny  day; 
The  cheerful  girl  her  labour  leaves  awhile. 
To  gaze  on  Heaven's  and  Earth's  unsullied  smile ! 
Her  happy  dog  looks  oo  her  dimpled  cheeks. 
And  of  his  joy  in  his  own  language  speaks ; 
A  gush  of  waters,  tremulously  bright. 
Kindling  the  air  to  gladness  with  Uieir  light ; 
And  a  soft  gloom  beyond,  of  summer  trees, 
Darkening  the  tur^  and  shade w'd  o'er  by  these, 
A  low,  dim,  woodland  cottage : — ^this  was  all ! 

What  had  the  scene  for  memory  to  recall 
With  a  fond  look  of  love  7   What  secret  spell 
With  the  heart's  pictures  made  its  image  dwell? 
What  but  the  spirit  of  the  joyous  child. 
That  freshly  forth  o'er  stream  and  verdure  smiled. 
Casting  upon  the  common  things  of  eartJi 
A  brightness,  bom  and  gone  with  infant  mirth ! 


0EATH  OF  AN  INFANT. 


Dkath  found  strange  beauty  on  that  cherub  brow, 
And  doah'd  it  out — ^There  was  a  tint  of  rose 
(>!  clioek  and  lip, — ^he  touch'd  the  veins  with  ioe, 
And  the  rose  faded ,  forth  from  those  blue  eyes 
There  spoke  a  wishful  tenderness, — a  doubt 
Whether  to  grieve  or  sleep,  which  innocence 
Alone  can  wear.    With  ruthless  haste  he  bound 
The  mlken  fringes  of  their  curtaining  lids 


For  ever ;  there  had  been  a  murmuring  sound, 
W^ith  which  the  babe  would  daan  its  mother^s 

ear. 
Charming  her  even  to  tears.    The  spoiler  set 
His  seal  of  silence.     But  there  beam'd  a  smile 
So  fix'd  and  holy  from  that  marble  brow, — 
Death  gazed,  and  led  it  there  ; — ^he  dared  not  steal 
The  flignct-ring  of  Heaven. 


THE  SUBTERRANEAN  STREAM 


"Tbou  itrean. 
Whoae  poarcc  ia  loaccuioibljr  profiiund, 
Wtiitber  do  thjr  mfttrrioui  waicn  tend  * 
Thoa  iaMgeat  mj  life." 


Darkly  thou  glidcst  onward. 
Thou  deep  and  hidden  wave  ! 

The  laufirhing  sunshine  hath  not  look'd 
Into  Uiy  secret  cave. 

Thy  current  makes  no  music — 

A  hoUow  sound  we  hear, 
A  muffled  voice  of  mystery. 

And  know  that  thou  art  near. 

No  brighter  line  of  verdure 

Follows  thy  bncly  way ; 
No  fairy  moss,  or  lify*s  cup. 

Is  froshen'd  by  thy  play. 

The  halcyon  doth  not  seek  thee. 
Her  glorious  wings  to  lave ;  • 

Thou  Imow'st  no  tint  of  the  summer  sky 
Thou  dark  and  hidden  wave ! 

Yet  once  will  day  behold  thee, 

When  to  the  mighty  sea. 
Fresh  bursting  from  their  caTom'd  veins 

Leap  thy  lone  waters  free. 

There  wilt  thou  greet  the  sunshine 

For  a  moment,  and  be  lost. 
With  all  thy  melancholy  sounds. 

In  the  ocean's  billowy  host 

Oh !  art  thou  not,  dark  river. 
Like  the  fearful  thoughts  untold. 

Which  haply  in  the  hadi  of  night 
O'er  many  a  soul  have  roU'd  7 

Those  earth-born  strange  misgiving»«- 
Who  hath  not  felt  their  powbr  ? 

Yet  who  bath  breathed  them  to  his  friend 
E'en  in  his  fondest  hour  7 

Tliey  hold  no  heart-communion, 

liiey  find  no  voice  in  song. 
They  dimly  follow  far  fh>m  earth 

The  grave's  departed  thmng. 
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Wild  18  their  coune,  and  lonely. 
And  fruitless  in  man's  breast ; 

They  come  and  go,  and  leave  no  trace 
Of  their  mysterious  quest 

Yet  snrdy  must  their  wanderings 
At  length  be  like  thy  way ; 

Their  shadows  as  thy  waters  lost, 
In  one  bright  flood  of  day  1 


THE  PENITENTS  OFFERING. 
8t  Luxb,  vii.  37.  38. 


THINGS  THAT  CHANGE 


THOU  that  with  pallid  cheek, 

And  eyes  in  sadness  meek. 
And  &ded  locks  that  humbly  swept  the  ground, 

Fh>m  their  long  wanderings  won, 

Before  the  all-healing  Son, 
Didst  bow  thee  to  the  earth,  oh,  lost  and  found  I 

When  thou  wooldst  bathe  hit  foet, 

With  odours  richly  sweet. 
And  many  a  shower  of  woman^s  baning  tear. 

And  dry  them  with  that  hair, 

Brought  low  the  dust  to  wear 
Fhm  the  crowded  beauty  of  its  fostal  year. 

Did  he  reject  thee  then. 

While  the  sharp  scorn  of  men 
On  thy  once  bright  and  stately  head  was  cast? 

No,  from  the  Saviour's  mien, 

A  solemn  light  serene, 
Dore  to  thy  soul  the  peace  of  God  at  last 

For  thee,  their  smiles  no  more 

Familiar  faces  wpre. 
Voices,  once  kind,  had  leamM  the  stranger's  tone. 

Who  raised  thee  up  and  bound 

Thy  silent  spirit's  wound  7 
He,  from  ail  guilt  the  stainless.  He  alone  I 

But  which,  oh,  erring  child ! 

From  home  so  long  beguiled. 
Which  of  thine  offerings  won  those  w(«ds  of 
Heaven, 

That  o'er  the  bruised  reed, 

Condemn'd  of  earth  to  bleed. 
In  music  pass'd,  **  Thy  sins  are  all  forgiven  7" 

Was  it  that  perfume  fraught 

With  balm  and  inoense,  brought 
From  the  sweet  woods  of  Araby  the  blest? 

Or  that  fost  flowing  nia 

Of  tears,  which  not  in  vain 
To  Him  who  scom'd  not  tears,  thy  woes  eoaftssM  ? 

No,  not  by  these  restored 

Unto  thy  Father's  board. 
Thy  peace,  that  kindled  joy  in  Heaven,  was  made ; 

But  eostlier  in  his  eyes, 

By  that  blest  sacrifioe. 
Thy  heart,  thy  fuH  deep  heart,  before  Ifim  laid. 

2  D  38*  • 


Krow'st  thou  that  seas  are  sweeping 

Where  cities  once  have  been  ? 
When  the  cahn  wave  is  sleeping, 

Their  towers  may  yet  be  seen; 
Far  down  below  the  glassy  tide 
Man's  dwelUng  's  where  his  voice  hath  died ! 

Know'st  thou  that  flocks  are  feeding 

Above  the  tombs  of  old, 
Which  kings,  their  armies  leading, 

Have  linger'd  to  behold  7 
A  short,  smooth  greensward  o'er  them  spread 
Is  all  that  marks  where  heroes  bled. 

Know'st  thou  that  now  the  token 

Of  temples  once  renown 'd, 
Is  but  a  pillar,  broken. 

With  grass  and  walLflowers  crown'd  7 
And  the  lone  serpent  rears  her  young 
Where  the  triumphant  lyre  hath  sung  ? 

Well,  well,  I  know  ibe  story 

Of  ages  pass'd  away. 
And  the  moumftil  wrecks  that  glory 

Has  left  to  dull  decay. 
But  thou  hast  yet  a  tale  to  learn 
More  foil  of  warnings  sad  and  stem. 

Thy  pensive  eye  but  ranges 

O'er  ruin'd  &ne  and  hall. 
Oh !  the  deep  soiii  has  changes 

More  sorrowfol  .than  alL 
Talk  not,  while  these  before  thee  throng 
Of  silence  in  the  place  of  song. 

See  scorn — where  love  has  perish'd ; 

Distrust — where  friendship  grew ! 
Pride — ^where  once  nature  cherish'd 

All  tender  thoughts  and  true ! 
And  shadows  of  oblivion  thrown 
O'er  every  trace  of  idols  gone. 

Weep  not  for  tombs  &r  scatter'd. 

For  temples  prostrate  laid— 
In  thine  own  heart  lie  shatter'd 

The  altars  it  had  made. 
Go,  sound  its  depths  in  doubt  and  fear ! 
Heap  up  no  more  its  treasures  h$re. 


HYMN  OF  THE  VAUDOIS  MOUNTAlNE*:UJt 
IN  TIMES  OF  PERSECUTION. 

"Thanks  be  to  GodTor  the  moantalm!** 

HnnU'a  B—k  ^  tJu  SttMu 

Foe  the  strength  of  the  hills  we  bless  thee« 

Our  God,  our  fothers'  God ! 
Thou  hast  made  thy  children  mighty. 

By  the  touch  of  the  mountain  socL 
Thou  hast  fiz'd  our  ark  of  refhge, 

Where  the  spoiler's  foot  ne'er  trod ; 
For  the  strength  of  the  hills  we  btess  thes^ 

Our  God,  our  fothet's  God ! 
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We  are  watcfaen  of  a  beacon 

WhoM  light  moat  never  die ; 
We  are  gnu^diana  of  an  alfiar 

'Midat  the  ailenoe  of  the  aky : 
The  rocka  yield  Ibiinta  of  coorage. 

Struck  ferth  aa  by  thy  rod ; 
For  the  atrength  of  the  hiUa  we  bkaa  thee, 

Onr  God,  our  fiUher*a  God ! 

For  the  dark  reaoonding  caTerna, 

Where  thy  atill,  amall  voice  is  heard  * 
For  the  atrong  pinea  of  the  foreeta, 

That  by  thy  breath  are  atirr'd; 
For  the  atorma,  on  whoae  free  piniona 

Thy  apirit  walka  abroad ; 
For  the  atrength  of  tho  hilla  we  bless  thoc, 

Our  God,  our  fiOher'a  God ! 

The  lojraJ  eagle  darteth 

On  hia  quarry  flrom  the  heighta, 
And  the  ateg  that  knowa  no  maaler 

Seeka  there  hia  wild  dehghti ; 
But  we,  ftr  thy  communion. 

Have  aought  the  mountain  aod; 
For  the  atrength  of  the  hilla  we  Ueai  thee, 

Our  God,  our  ikther'a  God 

Hie  bamier  of  the  cUeftftfai 

Fas,  ftr  bekyw  na  wavea; 
The  war-horae  of  the  apearman 

Oannot  reach  onr  lofty  eavea ; 
Thy  dark  cbuds  wrap  the  throahoad 

Of  freedom**  kat  abode ; 
For  the  atrength  of  the  hilla  we  bkaa  thee, 

Ov  God,  our  lBtber*a  God ! 

For  the  ahadow  of  thy  preaence, 

Roud  onr  camp  or  rock  outspread. 
For  the  atem  defilea  of  battle. 

Bearing  record  of  our  dead; 
For  the  anowa  and  for  the  torrents. 

For  the  free  heart's  burial  sod ; 
For  the  atrength  of  the  faiUa  we  bleai  tho^ 

Our  God,  our  father's  God ! 


THE  FOUNTAIN  OF  MARAH. 


*  And  mhm  (her  cstmeto  Marah.'tlMr  eoold  DotMak  of  tbs 
«at«n  of  Marah.  for  ther  wen  bitlar. 

*  Aod  cko  pMpIs  Baranirad^sffaiBit  Momi,  nrlof.  What 
•baliMdrnkl 

And  be  erM  onlo  tke  Lord;  and  the  Locd  liiowed  bin  a 
tiee.  which  when  lie  had  eaat  into  the  waten.  the  waUaa 
— Xsed.XT.S3-^ 


Whioix  is  the' tree  the  urophet  threw 

Intc  Che  bitter  wa^f 
f  icft  it  no  acioB  where  it  grew. 

The  thitating  aon|  to  aaveT 

•The  pofaii»r rack oatrtddblVt leaped: A«ai the hbat  or 

Gerierb  Marked  hr  a  flhapel.  sad  ealled  the  7W/<fti»nm#. 

t  Gbeiraid  kalmtUt  aa  a  diifinaiioB  of  rank,  am  laeattoaed 
in  Simood*e  0wi(nrlaDd. 

IVo  Kmviheo.  Ibe  eeleNrited  Jleat  det  Tukea. 


Hath  nature  lost  the  hidden  power 

Ita  precious  foliage  shodT 
Is  there  no  distant  eastern  bower. 

With  audi  aweet  leatea  o'eil^pfisadf 


Nay,  wherefore  ask? — since  gifts  ate 
Which  yet  may  well  imbue 

Earth's  many-tronblcd  founts  with 
Of  HeaTen*s  own  balmy  dew. 

Oh !  mingled  with  the  cop  of  griefi 
Let  foiUi's  deep  spirit  be ; 

And  every  prayer  shall  win  a  leaf 
From  that  blest  healing  tree* 


EVENllNO  SONG  OF  THE  T7R0LESB 
FEASANT&« 

Com  to  the  sunset  tree ! 

The  day  is  past  and  gone ; 
The  woodman's  axe  liea  free. 

And  the  mper'a  work  k  dene. 

The  twilight  star  to  heaTea, 
And  the  summer  dew  tefltfww 

And  rest  to  ua  u  given 
By  the  cool  aoft  evening  hc^va. 

Sweet  k  the  hour  of  rest! 

Pkaaant  the  tfrHHTa  tdw  tifli. 
And  the  gleaming  of  the  "W^ 

And  tlw  turf  wherebn  We  ie. 

When  the  burden  and  the  heat 

Of  kbour's  task  ars  o'er. 
And  kindly  voicea  greet 

The  tired  one  at  hk  door. 

Come  to  the/feunset  ti^ ! 

Hie  dav  k  past  knd  gone ; 
The  Woomnan's  axe  lies  frCe, 

And  iht  reaper's  work  k  dbora. 

Yes ;  tuneful  k  the  soond 

That  dweUs  in  whispering  boag!ir 
Welcolne  the  fi^ahness  round. 

And  the  gak  that  ftna  not  hnMa. 

But  rest  more  aw<$et  and  still 

Than  ever  night-iall  g&ve, 
Our  longmg  heaita  ahafl  fill 

In  the  world  beyond  the  grave. 

Thet«  ahall  no  tempest  Udw, 
No  aoerehing  rnxm-tide  beat ; 

There  ahall  be  no  mot«  anftw. 
No  weary  wandeflngftet 

And  we  lift  our  trusting  eyea, 
From  the  hilk  oar  ftithMra  tnd. 

To  the  quiet  of  the  akka. 
To  the  Sabbath  of  bur  Gbd. 


•  '*The  hived  boor  of  mpam  ie  iiiifclfee>  *  IM  i 
tha  v^ftmti  tree.**— See  Cepcain  Sheror'a  na 
j  sodTEefleetioot  durinf  a  ramble  in  GermStor.* 
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GooM  to  tbe  lOiMei  trae ! 

Tbo  day  b  pait  and  fooo ; 
TIm  woo(Uiun*8  axe  Uet  free, 

Jknd  the  rsa^'«  work  ii  fkme! 


FRAGMENT. 

Oh,  what  itf  Nature's  atren^  t  the  vacant  eye 
By  mind  deserted  hath  a  £ead  reply; 
The  wUd  delirious  Uug^hter  of  despair. 
The  mirth  of  frenay^-seek  an  answer  tiers. 
— ^Weep  not,  sad  moralist,  o*er  desert  plains, 
8trew*d  with  the  wrecks  of  grandeur,  mouldering 

Aivhee  of  triunaphs  long  with  weeds  o'ergrown. 
And  regal  eities-'Hiow  the  serpent's  own  ^ 
Earth  has  more  dreadful  mins,  one  lost  inind 
Whose  star  ia  <|jaench*d,  hath  lessons  for  mankind 
Of  deeper  import  than  each  pvoetrate  dome 
Mingling  ito  marUe  with  tbe  dnst  of 


THE  IMAGE  OF  THE  DEAD. 


Thtt  thor  wlwn  d«uli  Iwth  k^dba  ftwi.ow  lif  kt. 
Are  worthiMl  of  tbe  miad*!  regard ;  wiUi  tbsm 
Tha  rutura  canopt  coDUidiet  tbe  pait 
Mortattty't  kit  exereiM  tnd  proof 
boodeqiOBO.  ffgriaw^rU, 

**Th«  lov«  wheft  dtatfa.hatii  sat  hit  aaal. 
Kor  Bfooao  aliill,  sor  rirti  alMl, 


Bgrtu. 


I  CAU.  thee  1ilast!^^oagh  nowthe  voiee  befled. 
Which  to  thy  soul  brought  day.«pring  with  its 
tone. 
And  o*er  the  gentle  eyes,  thoogh  dnst  be  spread. 
Eyes  that  ne'«r  looh'd  «n  thine  but  light  was 
thrown 
Far  through  thy  braast : 

And  though  the  music  of  thy  Hfb  be- broken, 
Or  cha^«d  in  c^ry  chord  ainoe  he  is  gone, 

FeeKng  all  this,  even  yet,  by  many  a  token, 
O  tlKNi,  the  deeply,  but  the  krightly  knw, 
I  eali  thee  blest 

For  in  thy  heart  tiicve  is  a  borf  spot. 
As  *mid  4he  waste  an  isle  of  fbunt  and  pafan^ 

For  ever  gone !— 4he  world's  breath  enters  not, 
Tbe  passieB.tempest0  may  not  break  its  calm : 
*T  is  thine,  all  thine. 

Tbilher,  in  tf«sl  imbafied«  ni^%t  ihan 
Jftom  weary  wands,  acdd  fnetonga;. 

^neoafamg  thy  soul's  thirst  at  tha  kiddoi  wn. 
That,  furd  with  waters  of  sweet  monary,  lies 
In  Hi  own.sfariae. 


Thon  luMt  thy  hmie!— 'tkwre  .'m  no  paw«r  In  ^ 
/change 
To  roach  that  temple  of  the  past— no  sway 
In  all  time  brings,  of  sudden,  darkt  or  MrpAge, 
To  sweep  the  still  transparent  peace  away 
from  its  hushM  air. 

And,  oh !  that  glorious  image  of  fhc  dead ! 

Sole  thing  whereon  a  deatliless  love  may  rest. 
And  in  deep  faith  and  dreamy  worship  slied 

Its  high  gifts  fearlessly*-:!  call  Uiee  ^Dft, 
If  only  there  ! 

Blest,  for  the  beautiftl  within  thee  dwalliag, 
Ne^r  to  Ade !— a  xaftige  from  dirtmst, 

A  spring  of  purer  lift,  st3l  freshly  welling, 
To  ck>the  the  barrenness  of  eartUy  dnst 
With  flowen  divine. 

And  thou  hast  been  boloved  !r-4t  ia  iio  dnain. 
No  fiJse  mirage  for  thee,  the  fervent  love. 

The  rainbow  still  uareacb*€i,.the  ideaigl^avi. 
That  ever  seems  belore,  b«yiind»/«)NHie» 
Far  off  to  shine. 

But  tAoK,  from  all  the  daughters  of  the  earth 
Singled  and  mark*d,  hast  Icnown  its  homo  and 
place. 
And  the  high  memory  of  (ta  holy  wqrth 
To  thb  own  life  a  glory  and  a  graea 
For  .thee  hath  given. 

And  art  thou  not  sliU  femHy,  trai  V  lav^  7 
—Thou  art !— the  love  hia  spint  bore' away 

Was  not  fer  earth  !•— a  treaaare  but  removed, 
A  bright  bird  parted  fer  a  clearer  day*— 
Tbiae  Blpll  in  UaaaeM ! 


THE  IVY  QF  KENILWO^TP* 

HKAanVr  then^kaitha  Ivy  ai^iM, 
Waving  whaie  aUelse  hath.dkd, 
In  the  place  of  regal  mirth. 
Now  the  silent  KaMlnrarth  7 

l|rithita.|niiay.g|is»pipg  l^wm 
There  a  solemn  robe  it  weaves ; 
And  a  voice  is  in  each  feld. 
Like  an  araela*s.of  oU. 

Heanf  st  thou,  while  with  dawi  «r  niglu 
Shone  its  berries  darkly  bright? 
Ves !  the  whisperer  seem*d  to  say, 
•"  Att  thinga-^aU  thiagafass  away . 

•*  Wheie  I  am,  the  hatp  hath  no^ 
■Bannera  and  nrond  ahMdanmong« 
.  And  the  bleod.i«d  wkM^tfwMM'iiea, 
•And  tha  fiie  ahot^aricaef  glee. 

^  Where  I  am,  now  last  and  kaia, 
vOnMily.Mrtfipa  km94ttmm^fmA>  gone 
Gorgeous  masques  have  glided^* 
Unto  MUlngiiftfrMomr. 
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**  Fbmff  fipom  these  iUmnined  towen, 
Light  hath  piereed  the  forest  bowen, 
Ldie,  and  pool,  and  fount  ha^e  been 
Kindled  by  their  midnight  iheen. 

**  Where  is  now  the  fetsting  hij^? 
Where  the  lordlj  minstrelsy  7 
Where  the  toamey*8  ringing  spear  7 
—I  am  sole  and  silent  here ! 

**  In  m J  home  no  hearth  is  crown*d, 
Through  my  hall  no  wine  foams  round. 
By  m^  gates  hath  ceased  the  lay — 
All  thinge— all  things  pass  away !" 

Yes !  thr  warning  Toioe  I  knew, 
Itv  !  and  its  tale  is  true ; 
Ail  is  passing,  or  hath  pass'd — 
Thou,  thysell;  must  perish  last  \ 

Yet  my  secret  soul  replied, 
•*  Surely  one  thing  shall  abide  ; 
*MidBt  the  wreck  of  ages,  one, 
Heayen's  eternal  Word  alone  !*' 


LIGHTS  AND  SHADES. 


Thi  gloomiest  day  hath  gleams  of  light, 
Tm  darkest  waye  hath  bright  foam  near  it ; 

And  twinkles  through  the  cloudiest  night 
Some  solitary  star  to  cheer  it 

The  gloomiest  soul  is  not  tttt  gloom ; 

Tlw  saddest  heart  is  not  siTsadness ; 
And  sweetly  o*er  the  darkest  doom 

There  siunos  some  lingering  beam  of  gladi 

Deniair  is  neyer  quite  despair ; 

^or  life,  nor  death,  the  future  closes ; 
And  round  the  shadowy  brow  of  care 

Will  hope  and  fimcy  twine  their  roues. 


MONUMENTAL  INSCRIPTION. 


EUe  stait  do  moude,  OS  Iw  pi 
Ont  l6  pin  deitin 

Kt  VLum, sBe adura,  oe qua  ' 
L'Mpaee  d'un 


dttroDt  ies  comi. 


The  s]nrit  meek,  and  yet  by  pain  unshaken. 

The  fiuth,  the  loye,  the  lofly  constancy, 
Guide  us  where  thtse  are  with  our  sister  flown— 
They  were  of  Thee,  and  thou  hast  claim*d  thins 
own! 


EiaTH !  guard  what  here  we  lay  in  holy  trust, 
Tliat  which  hath  left  our  nome  a  darken'd 


Wantinjf  the  fiirm,  the  smile,  now  yeil'd  with  dust, 

The  light  departed  with  our  loveliest  &oe. 
Yet  from  thy  bonds,  undying  hope  springs  free— 
We  haye  but  lent  our  beautiful  to  thee. 

But  thou,  oh  Heayoi!  keep,  keep  what  TAovhast 
taken. 
And  with  our  treasure  keep  our  hearts  on  high 


KORNER  AND  HIS  SISTER. 


CbailM  nwodora  KonMr.^Uw  oolebratod 
po8t  and  toklier.  wai  kiHod  in  a  tkirmnh  with  a  deiadiMaat 
of  Fraoeli  trofipi,  oo  tlw  SOili  of  Aagiitt,  1813.  a  few  boon 
aftar  Um  compoutioii  or  liis  popnkr  piece,  **  The  Sword-eooc.  '* 
He  was  buried  et  the  Ttllate  of  Wobbelio  io  Mecklenbvrch. 
under  a  beeoufal  oak.  io  a  receMof  which  he  had  rrequcBibr 
deperiled  Teraee  oorapoeed  br  bin  while  campeignins  io  Iib 


Tieinilr.  The  mooameat  erected  to  his  nwinofrie  of  east  iran. 
■nd  tiie  upper  pert  ii  wrooffbt  iato  a  lyre  aad  iwoid,  a  fevoar- 
ite  enblein  of  KomerX  fro<n  which  one  of  hii  worki  had  bno 
ooUtied.  Near  the  i rave  of  the  poet  it  that  of  hie  oalr  niter, 
who  died  of  i lief  for  hii  loei,  havioK  ooly  iorYivad  Urn  loof 
enoogh  to  oomplete  kb  portiail.  and  a  dzawina  of  hie  bniinl- 
plnee.  Over  the  sale  of  the  eemelery  ie  eosiaTnd  one  of  hii 
own  Knee: 

**yerfbi dia trmiaB Todtea  nicht.'* 
Forget  not  the  fkilbfbl  dead. 
Am  Jtic&«rdM»*«   Trm$Uti§m  a/*  ZerB«r*«  I4ff 
W9rk$,  wnd  Dowtu^t  LttUn  fnm  MecUmhtrtclu 


Green  waye  the  oak  for  eyer  o*er  thy  rest. 
Thou  that  beneath  its  crowning  fb&age  sleepest 

And,  in  the  stillness  of  thy  country's  breast. 
Thy  place  of  memory,  as  an  altar,  keepest ; 

Brightly  thy  spirit  o*er  her  hills  was  pour*d. 
Thou  of  the  lyre  and  sword ! 

Rest,  bard !  rest,  soldier !— by  the  father*s  hand 
Here  shall  the  child  of  after  years  be  led. 

With  his  wreath^frermg  silently  to  stand. 
In  the  hu8h*d  presence  of  the  glorious  dead> 

SokUer  and  bard !  fi>r  thou  thy  path  hast  trod 
With  freedom  and  with  God. 

The  oak  wayed  proudly  o*er  thy  burial  rite, 
On  thy  crown'd  bier  to  slumber  warriors  bore 
thee. 
And  with  true  hearts  thy  brethren  of  the  fight 
Wept  as  they  yail'd  their  drooping  banners  o*er 
thee. 
And  tlie  deep  guns  with  rolling  peal  gaye  token. 
That  lyre  and  sword  were  broken. 

7%oii  hast  a  hero*s  tomb : — a  lowlier  bed 
Is  hers,  the  gentle  girl  beside  thee  lying. 

The  gentle  girl  that  bow'd  her  fair  young  head. 
When  thou  wert  gone,  in  silent  sorrow  dying. 

Brother,  true  friend!  the  tender  and  the  braye-^ 
She  pined  to  share  thy  grave. 

Fame  was  thy  gift  fhnn  others ; — but  for  Act, 

To  whom  the  wide  world  held  that  only  spot 
SBie  loved  thee  S — feydy  in  your  liyes  ye  were. 

And  in  your  early  deaths  diyided  not 
Thou  hast  thine  oak,  thy  trophy: — what  hath 
she? 
H<cr  own  Uest  plaoo  by  thee  * 
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It  was  th^  spirit,  brother !  which  had  made 

The  bright  earth  [^ lorious  to  her  ihoughtiul  eye, 
Sidoe  first  in  childhood    'midst  the  vines   ye 
fday'd. 
And  sent  glad  singing  throagh  the  flee  blue 
sky. 
Ve  were  but  two — and  when  that  spirit  pass'd. 
Woe  to  the  one,  the  last! 

Woe,  yet  not  long ! — She  Iinger*d  but  to  trace 
Thine  image  from  the  image  in  her  breast, 

Once,  once  again  to  see  that  buried  fiice 
But  smile  upon  her,  ere  she  went  to  rest 

Too  sad  a  smile !  its  Uving  light  was  o*er. 
It  answerM  her*s  no  more. 

'fhe  earth  grew  silent  when  thy  Yoice  departed, 
The  home  too  lonely  wheni  e  thy  step  had  fled ; 

What  then  was  left  for  her,  the  i^thful  hearted  ? 
Death,  death,  to  still  the  yeamini,  for  the  dead 

Softly  she  perishM : — ^be  the  flower  deplored 
Here  with  the  lyre  and  swoni ! 

Have  ye  not  met  ere  now  7 — so  let  those  trust 

That  meet  £br  moments  but  to  part  for  years. 
That  weep,  watch,  pray,  to  hold  back  dust  from 
dost, 
That  love,  where  love  is  but  a  fount  of  tears. 
Brother,  sweet  sister !  peaoe  around  ye  dwell — 
Lyre,  sword,  and  flower,  farewell  !* 


THE  SPELLS  OF  HOME. 

'^Tbsm  Mend  the  tin  thtt  itrengtbeB 

Our  hearta  in  lioun  of  grief, 
T%o  eilver  liniit  thai  leocthen 

Jof  *•  vimie  wheo  moat  brief.'* 

BcfTMnL  BwtffHm 


Bt  the  soft  green  light  in  the  woody  glade. 
On  the  banks  of  moss  where  thy  childhood  playM ; 
By  the  household  tree  through  which  thine  eye 
First  look'd  in  love  to  the  summer  sky  ; 
By  the  dewy  gleam,  by  the  very  breath 
Of  the  primrose  tufts  m  the  grass  beneath, 
Upon  thy  heart  there  is  laid  a  spell. 
Holy  and  predoos — oh !  guard  it  well! 

By  the  sleepy  ripple  of  the  stream^ 
Which  hath  lullM  thee  into  many  a  dream ; 


the  shiver  of  the  ivy-leaves 
To  the  wind  of  mom  at  thy  casement  eaves, 
By  the  bees*  deep  murmur  in  the  limes, 
By  the  music  of  the  Sabbath  chimes. 
By  every  sound  of  thy  native  shade. 
Stronger  and  dearer  the  spell  is  made. 

By  the  gathering  round  the  winter  hearth, 

When  twilight  calTd  unto  household  mirth ; 

By  the  fairy  tale  or  the  legend  old 

In  that  ring  of  happy  faces  told ; 

By  tiie  quiet  hour  when  hearts  unite 

In    the    parting   prayer  and  the  kind  **Gtjad 

night;" 
By  the  smiling  eye  and  the  loving  tone. 
Over  thy  life  has  the  spell  been  thrown. 

And  bless  that  gift — ^it  hath  gentle  might, 
A  guardian  power  and  a  guiding  light 
It  hath  led  the  freeman  forth  to  stand 
In  the  mountain-battles  of  his  land ; 
It  hath  brought  the  wanderer  o'er  the  seaa. 
To  die  on  the  hills  of  his  own  fresh  breeze , 
And  back  to  the  gates  of  his  fiither's  halt, 
It  hath  led  the  weeping  prodigaL 

Yes !  when  thy  heart  in  its  pride  would  strv  f 
Froi  I  the  pure  first  loves  of  its  youth  away , 
When  *he  sullying  breath  of  the  world  wouiia 

come 
0*er  tue  flowers  it  brought  fix>m  its  childhoods 

home: 
Think  thou  again  of  the  woody  glade. 
And  the  sound  by  the  rustling  ivy  made. 
Think  of  the  tree  at  thy  fiither's  door. 
And  the  kindly  spell  shall  have  power  onn# 


THE  FALLEN  LIME-TREE. 


'^Tbe  foilowiaf  lioee  recently  addreaed  to  tlie  author  of 
the  above,  br  the  Tenwable  father  of  Korner,  who,  with  the 
mother,  etill  mirvivei  the  **  Ljrre,  Sword,  and  Flower"  here 
commemoratedt  maj  not  be  uninterestiog  to  the  Geiman 


WobDant  toot  aoi  der  Feme  voo  t^ndJidien  lioflen  getra* 

ten, 
Bchmeiebelt  mH  Hnderader  Kraf\  noh  in  der  Traoenden  Obr, 
8  tatki  den  eifaebeodBO  Glaoben  an  eoleber  leden  Verwande- 


Die  ran  Tempel  die  braet  nor  fiir  dae  Wordlge  waihn. 
Ana  dem  Lande  sue  den  eich  itetii  der  forererte  Jnociinff 
flincexogen  gefublt,  wird  Oim  eio  glaniender  Lohn. 
Beil  den  BrittiMhea  Volke,  weno  ihn  die  Deaticha  nieht 

fraud  iet! 
Uber  Lander  und  Hear  itidien  neb  berde  die  Hand. 


Ob,  joy  of  the  peasant !  O  stately  lime 
Thou  art  fiillen  in  thy  golden  honey-time.. 
Thou  whose  wavy  shadows, 

Ixmg  and  long  aso, 
Screen'd  our  gray  ferefathers 
From  the  noontide's  glow ; 
Thou,  beneath  whose  branches, 

Touch*d  with  moonlight  gleams. 
Lay  our  early  poets 
Wrapt  in  fairy  dreams. 
O  tree  of  our  fathers!  O  hallow'd  tree ! 
A  glory  is  gone  from  our  home  with  thee 

Where  shall  now  the  weary 

Rest  through  summer  eves  7 
Or  the  bee  find  hooey. 

As  on  thy  sweet  leaves  7 
Where  shall  now  the  ring-doy  * 

Build  again  her  nest  7 
She  so  loo^  the  inmate 

Of  thy  fragrant  breast  7 
But  the  sons  of  tM  peasant  have  lost  in  then 
Far  more  than  the  ring-dive,  far  more  thap  loe 

bee! 
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TImw  mft j  fsC  find  oof 6rtM, 

Loaijr  MM  profound, 
FnU  at  dewy  dimness. 

Odour  and  soft  aonnd : 
But  tbe  geoUe  memoriM 

dinginp  nil  to  thee. 
When  ilual  they  be  sr&therM 
Round  another  tree  7 
O  pride  of  our  fiOhera ;  O,  haHowM  tree ! 
The  cnyiro  of  the  hamlet  is  Meo  in  thee ! 
f 


THE  FREED  BIRD. 


flwIlUr  tUn  the  ■umnar's  KglA, 
i^ifWr  far  than  youth'*  dalif  bl, 
tfirtfkar  fiv  tiwo  bapmr  nitht, 

Thott  ttt  «MM  «Si  «H«  I 

Ai  ih»  mrtk  wKes  laavet  ara  daitt. 
As  tha  nigbl  whaa  akep  b  apel 
riwjoria6Bd. 
laaiWlhaii,ala«l 


Rmiftjf,  retm,  my  Bird ! 

J  haio  dress'd  thy  eage  with  flowenK 
*l*i8  lorely  as  a  ricMet  banh 

In  the  heart  of  finest  bowers. 

*  I  am  free,  I  am  free,  I  return  no  move  I 
The  weary  tiiHe  of  Ihe  cage  is  o'er ! 
Throogh  the  rolling  cloods'I  can  soar  on  high. 
The  sky  is  around  me,  the  bright  blao  sky ! 

'*  The  hills  lie  beneath  me^  spread  &r  and  dear. 
With  their  glowing  heath^flowem  and  bounding 

deer-* 
I  see  the  waves  flash  on  (he  sonny  ^shore— 
I  am  free,  I  am  free— I  fetora  no  more  !** 

Ahs,  alaa,  my  Bird  I 

Why  seekVt  thou  to  be  free? 
Wert  Uiou  not  Uest  in  thy  little  bower. 
When  thy  song  breathed  naught  but  gleet 

**Did  my  song  of  summer  breathe  navgfat  but 

glee? 

Did  the  Toioe  of  the  captive  seem  sWeet  to  tfiee  ? 
— Oh !  hadat  thou  known  its  deep  meaning  well ! 
}*,  had  tales  of  a  burning  heart  to  tell ! 

*  From  a  dream  of  the  forest  that  music  spiang. 
Through  its  notes  the  peal  of  a  torrent  rang; 
And  ito  dying  fall,  when  it  soothed  thee  bert,  , 
Sigh'd,  for  wild  flowers  and  a  leafy  nest** 

Was  it  with  thee  thus,  my  Bird  ? 

Yet  thine  eye  flash'd  ctear  ated  bright ! 
I  have  seen  the  glance  of  sudden  Joy 

In  its  quick  and  dewy  light 

*  It  flash*d  with  the  fire  of  a  tameless  race, 
With  the  soul  of  the  wild  wood,  my  native  place ! 
With  the  spirit  that  panted  through  heaven  to 

soar— - 
Woo  me  not  back— I  return  no  mere  I 

Mv  hotoe  is  high  amidst  rocking  trees, 
Vy  Irindred  things  are  the  star  and  breoae, 


And  the  ibunt  uncheekM  in  its  kMieljr  pi*T* 
And  the  odours  that  wander  afar;  away  !* 

Farewell,  forewell  then,  Bird ! 

I  have  call*d  on  spirits  gooe^ 
And  it  may  be  tliey  joyM  like  thee  to  part. 

Like  thee*  that  wert  all  my.  own ! 

**  If  they  were  captives,  and  pincd'like  me. 
Though  Love  might  guard  them,  they  jpy*d  to  h* 

fi^! 
They  sprang  from  the  earth  with  a  burst  of  power. 
To  the  strength  of  thoir  wings,  to  their  triuin|ih*s 

hour! 

^Callthem  not  back  when  the  chain  is-riven. 
When  the  way  of  the  pinion  is  all  through  heaven  I 
Farewell ! — vVith  my  song  through  tlM  ckMidii  I 

soar, 
I  pierce  the  blue  skies — ^I  am  Earth*s  no  more  !** 


THE  MEETING  OF  THE  BROTHERSL* 


•• ^Riiearirdayi 

Wan  irt:h  biM  ift  hiihaart.* 


Tofe  voices  of  two  forest  hoyn, 

In  years  when  hearts  entwine. 
Had  fillM  with  childhood's  merry  noise 

A  valley  of  the  Rhine. 
To  rock  and  stream  that  sound  was  known. 
Gladsome  as  hunter's  bugle-tone. 

The  sunny  laughter  of  their  eyes 

There  had  each  vineyard  seen  ; 
Up  every  cliff  whence  eagles  ries^ 

Their  bounding  step  had  been ; 
Ay !  tbair  bright  youth  a  gk>ry  threw 

O'er  the  wild  place  wherein  they  grew. 

But  this,  as  day-spring's  flush,  was  brief 

As  early  bloom  or  aew  j — 
Aha !  *t  is  but  the  withered  kaf 

That  weaiB  the  enduring  hue  f 
Those  rocks  along  the  Rhino's  fair  shores 

Might  girdle  in  tiieir  world  no  more. 

For  no#  on  manhood'^  irorge  they  stood* 

And  heard  life's  thrillin?  call. 
As  if  a  silver  clarion  woo'd 

To  some  high  festival ; 
And  parted  as  young  brothers  part. 
With  love  in  each  unsullied  heart 

They  poTtcd-Hioon  the  paths  divide 

Wherein  our  steps  were  one, 
Like  river-branches,  far  and  wide 

Dissevering  as  they  run. 
And  making  strangers  in  their  eaursa 

Of  waves  that  hod  the  some  brig^  oourae^ 

Met  diey  nO  more  t — once  roOre  they  met. 

Those  kindred  hearts  and  true ! 
*T  was  on  a  field  of  death,  where  yet 

The  battle-thunders  flew, 


*For  Umi  tila  ort  whicb  lliU  liVIa  poem 
'L*B«nnbaeiitUlia.** 
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Though  the  fierce  da^r  was  weU^nigh  9«8^ 
And  the  refi.supa^  wailed  iU  laat  * 

Bat  &a  the  oom1>&t  cloaed,  tbej  ftiud- 

For  tender  thoughts  a  spftoe, 
And  eT*n  upon  tt^t  bloodj  ground 

Room  fi>r  one  brief  emhribpe, 
And  pour*d  forth  on  each  other*i  nec^ 
Such  tears  as  warriors  need  not  check. 

The  mists  o*er  boyhood^s  memory  sprea4 
All  melted  with  those  tears  * 

Tlie  faces  of  the  holy  dead 
Rose  as  in  TaniahM  yean: 

The  Rhine,  the  Rhine,  the  erer  Ue8i*4 

Lifted  its  Toice  in  each  lull  breast! 

Oh !  was  it  then  a  time  to  die  T 

It  was  !-^that  not  in  vain 
The  soul  of  childhood's  pqrit^ 

And  peace  raisrht  turn  again. 
A  ball  swept  foru — ^*t  was  cruided  welt-* 
Heart  unto  heart  those  broUiers  &U. 

Happy,  yes,  happy  thus  to  go  I 

Bearing  from  earth  away 
Affections,  gi^d  ne*er  to  know 

A  shadow — a  decay, 
A  passing  touch  of  change  or  chill, 

A  hreatli  of  aught  ^hiwe  breath  can  kiH 

And  they,  between  whose  severM  souls, 

Once  m  dose  union  tied, 
A  £ulf  is  set,  a  current  rolls 

For  ever  to  divide, — 
Well  may  Msy  envy  such  a  lot. 

Whose  hearts  yearn  on — ^but  mingle  not 


MAN  AND  W^OMAN. 


—Women  aet  Uieir  parli 


When  ther  do  make  tbeir  onler*d  hoone  faww  tbarn. 
Mco  »a^  be  buer  oat  of  doon,  muai  itir 
The  eity ;  yee,  make  the  rreat  world  aware 
That  t&er  are  in  it ;  for  the  mattery 
or  whieh  tbey  race  and  wreetle," 

JTutwleg. 

t¥ARafoa !  whose  image  oo  thy  tomb. 

With  shield  and  crested  head. 
Sleeps  proudly  in  the  purple  gloom 

By  the  stainM  window  shed ; 
rhe  records  of  thy  name  and  race 

Have  fitded  from  the  stone, 
yet  through  a  doud  of  years  I  trace 

What  thou  hast  been  and  done. 

A  banner  fit>m  its  flashing  spear 
Flung  out  o*er  many  a  fight; 

A  war-cry  ringing  &r  and  dear, 
And  strong  to  turn  the  flight; 

Kn  arm  that  bravely  bore  the  lance 
On  for  the  holy  shrine, 

K.  haughty  heart  and  kingly  glance- 
Chief!  were  not  these  Uimgs  thine  7 


A  lofiy  place  inhere  Icaclprs  saie 

Around  the  council  1^^; 
In  festive  halls  a  chair  of  state. 

When  the  blood-red  wine  was  poiir*d ; 
A  name  that  drew  a  prouder  uxne 

From  herald,  harp,  and  bard ; 
— Surdy  these  things  were  all  thine  owoi 

^9  hadst  thou  thy  reward ! 

Woman!  whose  sculptured  form  at  rest 
^     By  the  armM  knight  is  laid, 
With  meek  hands  folded  o*er  thy  breast 

In  matron  robes  array*d ; 
What  was  tky  Ule  7— Oh,  gentle  mate 

Of  him  the  bold  and  free, 
Bound  unto  his  victorious  fate. 

What  bard  hath  sung  of  thee  t 

He  woo*d  a  bright  and  burning  star ; 

Thine  was  the  void,  the  gloom. 
The  straining  eye  that  followed  far 

His  ofl-recedug  plume ; 
The  heart-sick  listening  while  his  steed 

Sent  echoes  on  the  breeze ; 
The  pang— but  when  did  &me  take  heed 

Of  griefii  obscure  as  these  7 

Thy  silent  and  sechided  boors. 

Through  many  a  lonely  day. 
While  bending  o*er  thy  broider'd  flowefi, 

With  spirit  fiur  away ; 
Thy  weeping  midnight  prayers  for  him 

Who  fought  on  Syrian  plaina ; 
Thy  watchings  till  the  torch  grew  dun,— 

Thete  fill  no  minstreUstrains. 

A  still  sa^  life  was  thine  !•— kog  yean. 

With  tasks  unguerdon*d  fHugfat, 
Deep,  quiet  love,  submissive  tears. 

Vigils  of  anxious  thought; 
Prayers  at  the  cross  in  fervour  pour*d. 

Aims  to  the  pilgrims  given ; 
O  happy,  happier  than  thy  lord 

In  tluit  lone  path  to  heaven ! 


ON  THE  TOMB  OF  MADAM  LANGHAN8 

"To  amyetprioueir  eotnorted  pair, 
Tbie  plaee  u  ooneeeraie  {  to  death  and  filh. 
And  to  the  beet  aflTecUom  tbat  proceed 
From  thia  eoiganotioo.** 

irerdvtteKft. 

How  many  hopes  were  borne  upon  thy  biei,    . 
O  bride  of  stricken  love !  in  anguish  hither ! 
Take  flowers,  the  first  and  fairest  of  the  year, 
Pluek*d  on  the  bosom  of  the  dead  to  wither ; 
Hopes  from  their  source  all  holy,  though  of  caitn« 
All  brightly  gathering  round  aflection*s  hearth. 

Of  mingled  prayer  they  told ;  of  sabbath  hocvf ; 
Of  mom*s  farewell,  and  evening's  blessed  meeting 
Of  childhood's  voice,  amidst  the  household  bowvn 
i  And  bounding  step,  and  smile  of  joyous  greeting , 
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Rut  tlioii,  yoim^  moUier !  to  thy  gentle  heart, 
'   )  and  meekly  ao  depart 


Uidavtake 


yomurrooii 
B  thy  babe,  i 


How  many  hopea  have  apnmgr  in fadianee hence! 
llieir  trace  ^et  hghU  the  duat,  where  thoa  art 

aleepmg! 
A  Bolenm  joy  cornea  o*er  me,  and  a  aenae 
Ot*  triumph,  Uent  with  naturo'a  goah  of  weeping, 
Am,  kindung  up  the  ailent  sUme,  I  see 
Tiio  glorioua  Tiaion,  caught  by  &ith  of  thee. 

Slumbercr !  love  calls  thee,  ibr-the  night  is  past; 
Put  on  the  immortal  beauty  of  thy  waking ! 
Captif  e !  and  hear*Bt  thou  not  the  trumpets  blast, 
The  long  victorious  note  thy  bondaga  breaking ! 
Thou  hear*st,  thoa  answerest,  **  God  of  Earth  and 

Heaven! 
Here  am  I,  with  the  child  whom  thou  1  ist  given  !*** 


OWEN  GLYNDWYR«  WAR  JONG. 


Saw  to  the  blazing  star  7 

The  heavens  look  down  on  freedom's  war. 

And  light  her  torch  on  high  : 
Bright  oo  the  drarai  creat 
It  tella  that  glorjr^  wmg  shall  rest, 

When  warriors  meet  to  die ! 
Let  earth'a  pale  tyrants  read  despair 

And  vengeance  in  its  flame. 
Hail  ye,  my  bards !  the  omto  (air 

Of  conquest  and  of  fame. 
And  swell  the  rushinff  mountain  air. 

With  songs  to  (dyndwyr's  name. 

At  the  dead  hour  of  night,  ^ 
MarkM  ye  how  each  majestic  height 

Burned  in  its  awfiil  beams? 
Red  shcoe  the  eternal  snows. 
And  all  the  land,  as  bright  it  rose. 

Was  full  of  glorious  dreams. 
Oh!  eagles  of  the  battles,  rise ! 

The  hope  of  Gwynedd  wakes— 
It  is  your  banner  in  ttie  skies, 

Through  each  dark  cloud  that  breaka, 
And  mantJqi,  with  triumphal  dyes. 

Your  thousand  hills  and  hikea  I 

A  aoond  is  on  the  breeze, 

A  murmur,  as  of  swelling  seas ! 

Tho  Saxon  *8  on  his  way ! 
Lo !  spear,  and  shield,  and  lance. 
From  Deva*s  waves,  with  lightning  glance, 

Reflected  to  the  day. 
But  who  the  torrent^wave  compels 

A  conqueror's  chains  to  bear  ! 
Let  those  who  wake  the  soul  that  dwells 

On  our  froe  winds  beware! 
the  greenest  and  the  loveliest  dells 

May  be  the  lion's  loir ! 

•PtrtoftbeiiM 


Of  us  (Acy  told  the  seers 

And  roonarch-bards  of  elder  yean, 

Who  walkM  on  earUi  as  powen  ; 
And  in  their  burning  strains, 
A  spell  of  night  and  mystery  reigns, 

To  guard  our  mountain  towers. 
—In  8nowdon*s  caves  a  prophet  lay . 

Before  his  gifled  sif  ht 
The  march  of  ages  pasrd  away 

With  hero  footsteps  bright ! 
But  proudest,  in  that  long  array. 

Was  Glyndwyr's  piOh  of  light ! 


SWISS  HOM&SICKNESa 

ntOX  THE  LAST  OF  THK  MKLOOUS  I 
BY  TRK  TTKOLESS  FAMILY. 


B  Hera,  wtrain  lo  Inoriff,**  Jbei. 


Wbcrkpouc  so  sad  and  faint,  my  heart  7 

The  stranger's  land  is  &ir ; 
Yet  weary,  weary  still  thou  art— 

What  find'st  thou  wanting  there  r 

What  wanting?— all,  oh  !  all  I  bve ! 

Am  I  not  lonely  here  7 
Through  a  fltir  land  in  sooth  I  rove. 

Yet  what  like  home  is  dear  ? 

My  home !  oh !  thither  would  I  fly, 

Where  the  free  air  is  sweet. 
My  &ther's  voice,  my  mother's  ejei 

My  own  wild  bills  to  greet 

My  hills  with  all  their  soaring  steepa. 

With  all  their  glaciers  bright, 
Where  in  his  joy  the  chamua  leaps. 

Mocking  the  hunter's  migkt 

Oh !  but  to  hear  the  herd-bell  sound. 
When  shepherds  lead  the  way 

Up  the  high  Alps,  and  children  bomul 
And  not  a  lamb  will  stay ! 

Oh !  but  to  climb  the  uplands  free. 
And,  where  the  pure  streams  foam 

By  the  Uue  shining  lake,  to  see 
Once  more  my  hamlet-home ! 

Here  no  fiimiliar  look  I  trace ; 

I  touch  no  friendly  hand ; 
No  child  laughs  kindlv  in  my  ftoe— 

As  in  my  own  bright  land ! 


THE  VOICE  OF  GOD. 


*  1  hwrd  thy  voitib  in  the  i erdeii,  aod  I  %r«a  afiaii 


Amidst  the  thrilling  leaves,  thy  voice, 
At  evenmg's  fiill,  drew  near ; 

Father !  and  did  not  man  rejoice 
That  blessed  sound  to  hear? 
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Did  not  his  hoart  witliiii  him  bonu 
TouchM  by  the  lolemii  Umo? 

Not  fo!  ibr,  never  to  tetorn, 
Its  purity  waa  gtme. 

rherefore,  hnidst  hdtr  ftream  and 
His  apirit  ahook  with  dread, 

And  callM  the  cedars  in  thai  hour, 
To  veil  hia  oonsdoiis  head. 


Oh!  in  each  wind,  each  fhontain  flow 
Each  whisper  of  the  shade. 

Grant  me,  my  God,  thy  voice  to  know. 
And  not  to  be  afraid ! 


THF  POETRY  OF  THE  PSALMa 


NoiLV  tliy  sonn^,  o  minstrel !  msh'd  to  meet 
Th'  Eternal  on  the  pathway  of  the  bkst. 
With  darkness  romid  him,  as  a  mantle,  cast, 
And  cherabim,  to  waft  liis  flying  seat 
Amidst  the  hilUh  that  smoked  beneath  his  feet, 

With  trompet  voice  thy  spirit  callM  aloud. 

And  bade  the  trembling  rocks  his  name  repeat, 

And  the  bent  oedais,  and  the  bursting  cloud, 

fiut  far  mora  gloriou^y  to  earth  made  known 

By  that  high  strain,  than  by  the  thunder's  tone. 

Than  flashing  torrents,  or  the  ocean's  roU ; 
Jehovah  spoke  through  tiM  inbreathing  flra, 
Nature's  vast  realms  fi>r  ever  to  inspire 
With  the  deep  worsjiip  of  a  living  souL 

DttbUn,  April.  183& 


THE  WANDERER. 


Tnmfkt 


ofSelmiidi  Voa  LiriiMk.* 


I  oomr  down  from  the  hills  alone. 
Mist  wraps  the  vale,  the  billows  moan ; 
I  wander  on  in  thoughtful  care. 
For  ever  asking,  sighing — Where  t 

Hie  sunshine  round  seems  dim  and  cold, 
And  flowen  are  pale,  iuid  life  is  old. 
And  words  fell  soulless  on  my  ear. 
Oh !  I  am  still  a  stranger  here. 

Where  art  thou,  land,  sweet  land,  mine  own  7 
Still  sought  for,  longed  ibr,  never  known ! 
The  land,  the  land  of  hope,  of  light. 
Where  glow  my  roses,  freshly  wight;— 

And  where  my  friends  the  green  paths  tread, 
And  where  in  beauty  rise  my  dead ; 
The  land  that  speaks  my  native  speech. 
The  blessed  land  I  may  not  reach  I 

I  wander  on  in  thoughtfid  care. 
For  ever  asking,  signing— W%«re  ? 
And  spirit-sounds  come  answering  this, 
**  T^ere,  where  th/mmrt  nol,  there  is  Uiss.** 

*86e  Uw  ongljMl  b  Uw  DabUn  UniTtnity  Bfact^M  fer 
Fcbnuqr,  1834.  89 


THI^:  SHEPHERD  POET  OF  THE  ALPS. 


**  Ood  fsvs  Mm  reTerenos  of  lawi, 

Ym  ■tirriBC  blood  in  ftoedDia's  oauw 

A  iiNril  to  hii  ruoJu  tkia. 

Tho  eje  of  Um  hawk,  aod  the  iis  therein  !** 


SiNOiNO  of  the  free  blue  skv. 
And  the  wild  flower  glens  that  lie 
Far  amidst  the  ancient  hills, 
Which  the  fountain-music  fills ; 
Sinking  of  the  snow-peaks  bright 
And  the  royal  eagle's  flight. 
And  the  courage  and  the  grace 
Foster'd  by  the  chamois-cEase : 
In  his  fetters  day  by  day, 
So  the  ahepherd-poet  lay. 

Wherefore,  from  a  dungeon  cell 
Did  those  notes  of  freedom  swell, 
Breathing  sadneas  not  their  own. 
Forth  with  every  Alpine  tone  7 
Wherefore  7— Can  a  tyrant's  ear 
Brook  the  mountain-winds  to  hear 
When  each  blast  goes  pealing  by 
With  a  fong  of  liberty  7 

Darkly  hung  th'  oppressor's  hand 

O'er  the  ahepherd-poet's  land. 

Sounding  there  the  waters  gush'd. 

While  the  lip  of  man  was  hush'd; 

There  the  feicon  pierced  the  cloud, 

While  the  fiery  heart  was  bow'd ; 

But  this  might  not  long  endure 

Where  the  moimtain-homea  were  pure ; 

And  a  valiant  voice  arose. 

Thrilling  all  the  silent  snows ; 

HU — ^now  singing  fer  and  lone. 

Where  the  yoimg  breeze  ne'er  was  known! 

Singing  of  the  glad  blue  sky, 

Wihlly — and  how  moumfuUy  I 

Are  none  but  the  wind  and  the  lammer-geyer 
To  be  free  where  the  hills  unto  heaven  asptra  i 
Is  the  soul  of  song  fi^m  the  steep  glens  past, 
Now  that  their  poet  is  cbain'd  at  l^t  7 — 
Think  of  the  mountains,  and  deem  not  ao ! 
Soon  shall  each  blast  like  a  clarion  blow. 
Yes !  though  forbidden  be  every  word. 
Wherewith  that  spirit  the  Alps  hath  stirr'd. 
Yet  ev'n  as  a  buried  stream  through  earth 
RoUs  on  to  another  and  brighter  birth,  * 
So  shall  the  voice  that  hath  seem'd  to  die^ 
Burst  forth  with  the  anthem  of  Liberty ! 

And  another  power  is  moving 

In  a  bosom  fondly  loving : 

Oh !  a  sister's  heart  is  deep. 

And  her  spirit 's  strong  to  keep 

Each  light  link  of  earnr  hours, 

All  sweet  BcentB  of  childhood's  flowers ! 

Thus  each  lay  by  Emi  sung 

Rocks  and  crystal  caves  among. 

Or  beneath  the  linden-leaves, 

Or  the  cabin's  vinc-himg  eaves. 
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•^  ThM  *H  Ml  whm  wM  flvwm  uplipw 
0*er  eng  mad  iptiiy  i»v« ; 
Thou  *rt  nol  w)M*ra  pioai  ue  ■ounding. 
Or  joyous  tocrenta  bouuding*- 

AkB,jnj  brother! 

*Thon  'rt  not  wbtm  green*  qb  h«fb. 
The  brighter  peatuiue  lie; 
Et*d  tboee,  UuneowB  wild  plaofi^ 
Beer  of  our  chain  dark  traoee : 

AhM,injhniMMirS 

**  Fv  hath  the  mpbeam  eineMti 
Nor  found  thy  londy  bed; 
Long  hath  the  fresh  wind  sought  tbae^ 
Nor  one  sweet  whisper  brought  thee 
iMas,Hiy  bratlwri 

*  Thou,  that  for  joy  wert  bom, 
Ffeo  aa  the  wings  of  mom. 
Will  aught  thy  young  His  eherbh, 
Where  the  Alpine  roee  would  pariah  f 
Alas^my  bfottiec* 

•«Ouist  thou  be  afai^g  still, 

Aa  oQoe  oo  ^"^^  hill  1 

la  not  thy  soul  nrsoken. 

And  the  bright  gift  from  thee  talMnf 

Alas,  alaa,  my  fatolliar  !* 

And  waa  the  bright  gift  from  tbo  captive  fled  T 
Like  th9  fire  on  Tiis  hearth  was  his  spirit  4esd  f 
Not  so ! — ^but  as  rooted  in  stillness  deep, 
The  pure  stream-lily  its  place  will  koep^ 
Though  its  tearful  urns  to  tiie  blast  may  quriw. 
While  the  red  waves  rush  down  the  :' 


Ka^d  though  aa  bird-oules  gushing, 
Transient  as  a  wan  ck  Mk*s  flushing, 
Each  in  young  Teresa*s  breast 
Left  its  tiery  words  impressM ; 
Treasured  there  lay  eyerv  line 
Aa  a  rich  book  on  a  hidifen  shrine; 
Fair  ^as  that  lone  girl,  and  meek. 
With  a  pale  transparent  cheek. 
And  a  deep  fringed  violet  ejre, 
Seeking  in  sweet  shade  to  he ; 
Or,  if  raised  to  glance  above. 
Dim  with  its  own  dews  of  love ; 
And  a  pure  Madonna  brow, 
And  a  ailvor  voice,  and  low. 
Like  the  echo  of  a  flute, 
Even  the  last,  ere  all  be  mute. 
But  a  loftier  soul  was  seen 
^  In  the  orphan  sister's  mien. 
From  that  hour  when  chains  defiled 
Him,  the  high  Alps*  noble  child ; 
Tones  in  her  quivering  voice  awoke. 
As  if  a  harp  of  battle  spoke ; 
Light,  that  soem*d  bom  of  an  eagle's  nest. 
Flashed  from  her  lofl  eyes  unreprcisM ; 
And  her  fi)rm,  like  a  spreadinj^  watcr-fiower. 
When  its  frail  cup  swells  With  a  sudden 

shower, 
Seem*d  all  dilated  with  love  and  pride. 
And  grief  for  that  brother,  her  young  heart's 

guide. 
Well  might  tfa^  love! — those  two  had  grown 
Orphans  together  and  alone ; 
The  silence  of  the  Alpine  skpr 
Had  hushM  their  hearts  to  piety ; 
The  turf,  o'er  their  dead  mother  laid, 
Had  been  their  altar  when  they  pray*d ; 
There,  more  in  tenderness  than  woe. 
The  stars  had  seen  their  young  tears  flow ; 
The  obuds,  in  spirit-like  descent, 
Their  deep  thoughts  by  one  touch  had  blent, 
And  the  wild  storms  link*d  them  to  each 

others 
How  dear  can  peril  make  a  brother ! 

^.  r  is  thdr  hearth  a  flyrsaken  spot^ 

Tite  vine  waves  unpruned  o'er  their  mountain  cot. 

Away,  in  that  holy  affection's  might. 

Hie  maiden  is  sone,  like  a  hnne  of  the  night ; 

She  is  gone  fi>rm  aJbne,  but  her  lighted  &ce, 

Filling  with  soul  every  secret  pUce, 

Hath  a  dower  fh>m  hnven,  and  a  gift  of  sway. 

To  arouse  brave  hearts  in  its  hidden  way. 

Like  the  sudden  flinging  forth  on  bigl^ 

Of  a  banner  that  starteUi  silently ! 

She  hath  wander'd  through  a  hamlet-vale. 

Telling  its  children  her  brother's  tale; 

And  the  strains,  by  his  i^irit  pour'd  away, 

Freely  as  fountains  might  shower  their  spr^y, 

From  her  fervent  lip  a  new  life  have  caught. 

And  a  power  to  kindle  yet  bolder  thought ; 

While  somstimes  a  melody  all  her  own, 

Liko  a  gush  of  tears  in  its  plaintive  tone, 

May  he  heard  'midst  the  lonely  rocks  to  flow, 

Oeai  through  the  water-chimea^deai,  yet  low : 


nver. 
So  freedom's  faith  in  his  bosom  lay, 
TrembMng,  yet  not  to  be  borne  away ! 
He  thought  of  the  Alps  and  their  breezy  air. 
And  felt  that  his  oouolry  np  chains  mighl  be^; 
He  thought  of  the  hunter's  haughty  lifl, 
And  knew  there  must  yet  be  noble  strife ; 
But,  oh !  when  thought  of  that  orphan  maid 
His  high  heart  melted— he  wept  and  pray'd ! 
For  h^  Hw  her  not.  as  she  moved  e'en  thant 
A  vrakener  of  hfroos  in  every  glen. 
With  a  glanoe  inapirod  which  no  grief  ooukl  tayne. 
Bearing  on  hopq  ]ik#  » torch's  flame. 
While  the  strengthening  voice  of  mighty  wrongs 
Gave  echoes  back  to  her  thrilling  son^ps ; 
But  his  dreams  were  fill'd  by  a  haunting  tone. 
Sad  as  a  sleeping  iniknt's  moan ; 
And  his  soul  was  pierced  by  a  mournful  em 
Which  look'd  on  it — oh !  how  beseechingly ! 
And  there  floated  past  him  a  fragile  form. 
With  a  wilk>wy  droop,  as  beneath  the  storm ; 
Till  wakening  in  anguish,  his  fidnt  heart  stravu 
In  vain  with  its  burden  of  helpless  love ! 
— ^Thus  woke  the  dreamer  one  weary  night-^ 
There  flash'd  throi^h  his  dungeon  a  swul  strung 

light; 
He  sprang  up--fae  cUmb'd  to  the  grating-bara, 
— It  was  not  the  rising  of  moon  or  stars. 
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fibl »  ifigml  floEM  frofli »  peak  of  laow^ 
Rock*d  throujjrh  the  dark  skiea  to  «nd  iro< 
Thcivsliol  Ibvtfa  anflUnr    inotlier  •tiIK«- 
A  hundred  answera  of  hill  to  hill ! 
TosBing  Uko  pinoe  in  the  tempMt*s  waj. 
Joyoualy,  wildly,  the  bright  spires  play. 
And  each  is  hailM  with  a  peaJing  8hout» 
For  the  high  Alpe  wsmg  their  bannera  out ! 
Emi !  yoang  Emi !  the  land  haa  risen ! 
— ^Alas !  to  be  lone  in  thy  narrow  prison ! 
Those  free  streamers  fencing,  and  thou  not  there ! 
—Is  the- moment  of  rapture^ or  fierco  despair? 
—Hark  I  theio  's  a  tumult  that  shakes  kis  oeU ! 
At  the  gates  of  the  mountain  citadel  I 
Uark!  a  clear  voiee  threugk  the  xodft  ■wmdi 

ringing, 
— Dotk  be  kttow  the  sCffaio,  and  the  wildv.  Mies 

singing  7 

**  There  may  not  long  be  fetters 
Where,  the  eloud  is  in  earth*s  array. 
And  the  briflrht  floods  leap  from  cave  and  steep, 
Like aounter  on  the  prey ! 

"  There  may  not  long,  be  ft tters 
Whore  the  white  Alps  have  their  towvn ; 
Unto  eagle-homesi  if  the  arrow  comes, 
The  chain  ir  not  fbr  ouiv !" 

It  ia  she ! — She  ie-  oeme  like  a  day-apring  beam,' 
Sha  that  •»  mournfully  shadowM  his  dream  ! 
With  her  shining  eyes  and  her  buoyant  form. 
She  is  come  !•— her  tears  on  his  eheek  ara  warm, 
And  Q!  the  thrill  in  that  weeping  ▼oioa ! 
**  My  brother,  my  brother !  come  Torth^  rejoice  V* 

«-Poet!  the  land,  of  thy  leva  i»  free, 
—Sister!  thy  biothev  ia  won  by  Ifaea! 


THE  WELCOME  TO  DEATH. 


llaUd» 

latUiduUworidl 


Taou  art  welcome,  O  thou  warning  iraioe» 

My  soul  bath  pkied  ton  thee; 
flieu  art  welcome  as  sweet  soiinda  ftam  efaore, 

To  wanderer  on  the  sea. 
I  liear  thee  in  the  rastli]i|f  weod8» 

In  the  sighing  vernal  ava ; 
Thou  call*st  me  from  the  lonely  eaitht 

With  a  deeper  tone  than  thaira. 

The  lonely  earth  t  ttaee  kindnsd  alepa 
■  Froaa  ita  gfeen  paths  are  fled, 
A  dimness  and  a  huab  faave  fidTa 

0*er  all  ita  beanty  spread. 
The  sileBce  of  the  unanaweriag  aanl 

Is  on  roe  and  around; 
Myheart  hath  echoea  bvt  &r  lis*, 

Then  still  small  waning  aoond! 


Voice  after  ▼eke  hath  died  awny« 

Once  in  my  dwelling  heardt 
Sweet  househoU  name  by  name  hatk  changed 

To  grisfV  ftrbidden  word ! 
From  dreams  of  night  on  each  I  call. 

Each  of  the  fiir  removed ; 
And  waken  to  my  own  wild  cry 

Where  are  ye,  my  beloved  7 

Ye  lefl  me !  and  earth's  flowers  grew  (SIM 

With  records  of  the  past, 
And  stars  pour*d  down  another  light 

Than  o*er  my  youth  they  cast : 
The  skylark  sings  not  as  he  sang 

When  ye  were  by  my  side, 
And  mournful  tones  are  in  the  wind 

IJnheard  before  ye  died  I 

Thoa  art  welcome,  O  thou  summoner ! 

Why  should  the  last  remain  7 
What  eye  can  reach  mj  heart  of  hearts,      • 

Bearing  in  light  agam  7 
Even  could  thia  be— 4oo  muoh  of  ftar 

O^  love  would  note  be  throwtw- 
Away,  away !  from  time,  from  change. 

To  dwell  amidst  mine  own ! 


THE  PRAYER  FOR  LEFK. 


O  simsmNK  and  fair  earth ! 

Sweet  is  your  kindly  mirth. 
Angel  of  death !  yet,  yet  awhile  delay ; 

Too  sad  it  is  to  part. 

Thus  in  my  spring  of  heart, 
With  all  the  light  and  Uughter  of  tho  day. 

For  me  the  fUlinff  leaf 

Touches  no  chord  of  grief^ 
No  dark  worm  in  the  rose's  bosom  Kea: 

Not  one  triumphal  tone. 

One  hue  of  hope  is  gone 
From  song  or  bloom  beneath  the  summer 

CaXt  me  not  hence  away, 

Death,  death !  ere  yet  decay 
Over  the  golden  hours  one  shade  haa  Arown » 

The  poesy  that  dwells 

Beep  in  jrreen  woods  and  dells,. 
Still  to  my  spirit  speaks  of  joy  alone. 

Yet  not  for  this,  O  death ! 

Not  fee  the  vernal  breath 
Of  winds,  that  shake  ibrth  nrasio  from  tha  trsea 

Not  for  the  splendour  nven 

To  night's  dark  regal  heaven, 
Spdler!  I  ask  thee  not  reprieve  fit  tk$9$. 

But  fbr  the  happy  love 

Whose  light,  wheiv'or  I  roiva. 
Kindles  all  nature  to  a  sudden  sndlep 

Shedding  on  branch  and  flower 

A  rainbow-tinted  shower 
Of  richer  life— spare,  »pare  me  yet  awhile ! 

Tea  soon,  too  fiist  than  Vt  ceni% 
Too  beautiful  is  home, 
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A  home  of  gantle  ▼oioet  snd  kmd  ejM  i 

And  I  the  loved  of  mil, 

On  whom  fond  bfenings  &11 
Frt>m  ereiy  lip— oh !  wilt  tbon  rand  mmIi  tiM? 

Sweet  sisters!  weave  a  chain 

My  spirit  to  detain ; 
Hold  me  to  earth  with  strong  affection  back ! 

Bind  me  with  mighty  love 

Unto  the  stream,  the  ffrove^ 
Ooi  daily  paths,  our  life*s  &miliar  track ! 

Stay  with  me — gird  me  roond ! 
'  Your  voices  hear  a  sound 
Of  hope—a  light  comes  with  you  tnd  departs : 

Hush  my  soul*s  boding  knell. 

That  murmurs  of  larewell ! 
Ustw  can  I  leave*  this  ring  of  kindest  hearts  I 

Death !  grave !  and  are  there  those 

That  woo  your  dark  repose 
'Midst  the  rich  beauty  of  the  gbwing  earth  7 

Surely  about  them  lies 

No  world  of  loving  eyee— 
Leave  me,  oh  leave  me  unto  home  and  hearth ! 


THE  BATTLE-FIFXJ). 

I  i.(i0K*n  on  the  field  when  the  battle  was  spread. 
When  thousands  stood  forth  in  their  glancing 

array, 
And  the  beanv  fit>m  the  steel  of  the  valiant  was 

shed 
Through  the  dun  rolling  clouds  that  o*erahadow*d 

thefiray. 

I  saw  the  dark  forest  of  lances  appear. 
As  the  ears  of  the  harvest  unnumberM  they  stood ; 
I  heard  the  stem  shout  as  the  foemen  drew  near, 
Like  the  storm  that  lays  low  the  proud  pines  of 
the  wood. 

A&r,  the  harsh  notes  of  the  war^irum  wera  rolTd, 
Uprousing  tlie  wolf  from  the  dopth  uf  his  lair ; 
On  high  to  the  gust  stieain*d  the  banner's  red 

fold. 
O'er  the  death^slose  of  hate,  and  the  scowl  of 

despair, 

I  Uok'd  on  the  field  of  contention  again, 

Wl  ten  the  sabre  was  sheathed  and  tlie  tempest  had 

past; 
1 00  wild  weed  and  thistle  grew  rank  on  the  plain. 
And  the  fem  softly  sigh'd  in  the  low  wailing 


Unmoved  lay  the  lake  In  its  liour  of  repose, 
And  bright  shone  the  stars  through  the  sky's 

deepen'd  blue ; 
And  sweetly  the  song  of  the  night-bird  arose. 
Where  the  fox-gtove  lay  gemmM  with  its  pearl. 

drops  of  dew. 

B<it  when  swept  the  raidu  irf'thax  oark-fhiwidng 

host, 
As  the  ocean  In  might— u  the  ftem-doiid  in 


When   aofw  were   the  tfanaden  of  victory^ 

boastg  ■ 
The  slayer's  draad  wrath  and  thealrangth  o£  th* 


Not  a  time-wasted  cross,  not  a>  mouldering  stone. 
To  mark  the  lone  scene  of  their  shame  or  their 

pride; — 

One  grass-cover'd  mound  told  the  traveller  alone. 
Whera  thousands  lay  down  in  their  anguish  and 

died! 

Oh !  Gfery !— behold  thy  fomed  gnerdon's  extent. 
For  this  toU  thy  sfaives  through  their  earth-wasU 

ingkit: 
A  name  hke  the  mist,*when  night's  beaoone  ave 

spen^— 
A  grave,  with  it  tenants  unwept  and  forgot ! 


THE  BROKEN  LUTE. 


Bm  dwelt  in  prood  Venetian  halls, 

'Midst  forms  that  breathed  from  the  pictmed  walki 

But  a  glow  of  beauty  like  her  own. 

There  had  no  dream  of  the  painter  thrown. 

Lit  from  within  was  her  noble  brow. 

As  an  urn,  whence  rays  fhrni  a  lamp  may  flow ; 

Her  Toung,  clear  cheek  had  a  changeful  hue. 

As  if  ye  misrht  see  how  the  soul  wrought  tHrough* 

And  eTerj  flash  of  her  fervent  eye 

Seem'd  the  bright  vrakening  of  Poeaj. 

Even  thus  it  was!— finm  her  childhood'is 
years,— 
A  being  of  sudden  smiles  and  tean^*- 
Passionate  visions,  quick  light  and  shade,— 
Such  was  that  high-born  Italian  maid! 
And  the  spirit  of  son^  in  her  bosom-oell. 
Dwelt,  as  the  odours  m  violets  dwell,— 
Or  as  the  soonds  in  JEolian  strings. 
Or  in  aspen-leaves  the  quiTerings ; 
There,  ever  there,  with  the  lifo  enshrined. 
And  waiting  the  call  of  the  fointest  wind. 

Oft,  on  the  wave  of  the  Adrian  sea. 
In  the  city's  hour  of  moonlight  glee,-* 
Oft  would  that  gift  of  the  southern  sky. 
Overflow  from  her  lips  in  melody ; 
Oft  amidst  fostal  halls  it  came. 
Like  the  springing  forth  of  a  sudden  flame<— 
Till  the  dance  was  hush'd,  and  the  silvery  tone 
Of  her  inspiration  was  heard  alone. 
And  Fame  went  with  her,  the  bright,  the  crowa'd. 
And  Music  floated  her  steps  around; 
And  every  lay  of  her  soul  was  borne 
Through  the  sonny  land,  as  on  wings  of  mora. 

And  was  the  daughter  of  Venice  blest. 
With  a  power  so  deep  in  her  ytmthfhl  breast? 
Could  she  be  happy,  o'er  whose  dark  eye 
So  many  changes  and  dreams  went  by  7 
And  in  whose  cheek  the  swift  crimson  wrooglit. 
As  if  but  bom  from  the  rush  of  thooghtt 
—Yes !  in  the  brightness  of  joy  awhile 
She  moved,  as  a  bark  m  the  sunbeam's  smile; 
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For  her  tpirit,  as  over  her  lyre's  fiiU  chord. 

All,  all  on  a  happy  love  was  pour*d ! 

How  loves  a  heart,  whence  the  stream  of  song 

Flows  like  the  life-blood,  quick,  bright,  and  strong? 

How  loves  a  heart  which  hath  ever  proved 

One  breath  of  the  world  ? — Even  so  she  loved ! 

Blcet,  though  the  lord  of  her  soul  afar, 

Was  chargm|r  the  foremoet  in  Moslem  war,— 

Bearing  the  flag  of  St  Mark's  on  high, 

As  a  ruling  star  in  the  Grecian  sky. 

Proud  music  breathed  in  her  song,  when  Fame 

Gave  a  tone  more  thrilling  to  his  high  name ; 

And  her  trust  in  his  love  was  a  woman*8  faith — 

Perfect,  but  fearing  no  change  but  death. 

But  the  fields  are  won  from  the  Ottoman  host, 
In  the  land  that  quellM  the  Persian's  boast; 
And  a  thousand  hearts  in  Venice  bum. 
For  the  day  of  triumph  and  return ! 
—The  dav  is  come !  the  flashing  deep 
Foams  where  the  g[a]leys  of  victory  sweep ; 
And  the  sceptred  city  of  the  wave. 
With  her  festal  splendour  greets  the  brave ; 
Cymbal  and  dariont  and  voice  around. 
Make  the  air  one  stream  of  exulting  sound, 
While  the  beaotifal  with  their  sunny  smiles 
Look  firom  each  hall  of  the  hi 


But  happiest  and  brightest  that  day  of  all. 
Robed  for  her  warrior's  festival, 
Movinff  a  queen,  'midst  the  radiant  throng. 
Was  she,  th'  inspired  one,  the  maid  of  song ! 
The  lute  he  loved  on  her  arm  she  bore, 
As  she  rush'd  in  her  joy  to  the  crowded  shore ; 
With  a  hue  on  her  cheek  like  the  damask  glow 
By  the  sunset  given  unto  mountain-snow. 
And  her  ^e  aS  fill'd  with  the  spirit's  play. 
Like  the  flash  of  a  gem  to  the  changeful  day. 
And  her  long  hair  waving  in  ringlets  bright — 
So  came  that  being  of  hope  and  light ! 
— One  moment,  Erminia  \  one  moment  more, 
And  life,  all  the  beauty  of  life,  is  o'er ! 
The  bark  of  her  lover  hath  touch'd  the  strand — 
Whomr  leads  he  forth  with  a  gentle  hand  7 
— ^A  young,  feir  form,  whose  nymph4ike  grace 
Accorded  well  with  the  Grecian  face. 
And  the  eye,  in  its  clear  soft  darkness  meek. 
And  the  lashes  that  droop'd  o'er  a  pale  rose  cheek ; 
And  he  look'd  on  that  beauty  with  tender  pride— 
The  warrior  hath  brought  back  an  eastern  bride ! 

But  how  stood  she,  the  forsaken,  thwe. 
Struck  by  the  lightning  of  swifl  despair  7 
Still,  as  amazed  with  ffrief,  she  stood. 
And  her  cheek  to  her  lieart  sent  back  the  Uood, 
And  there  came  fh>m  her  quivering  lip  no  word— 
Only  the  fall  of  her  lute  was  heard, 
\a  It  dropt  firom  her  hand  at  her  rival's  fret. 
Into  fragmentst^whose  dying  thrill  was  sweet  i 

What  more  remaineth 7  her  day  was  done; 
Her  fate  and  the  Broken  Lute's  were  one ! 
The  Hght,  the  vision,  the  gift  of  power, 
Pass'd  ftom  her  soul  in  that  mortal  hour, 
Like  the  rich  sound  ftom  the  shatcer'd  string. 
Whence  the  gosh  of  sweetntw  no  more  might 
spring! 


As  an  eagle  struck  m  his  upward  flight. 
So  was  her  hope  from  ito  raidiant  height. 
And  her  song  went  with  it  fer  evermore, 
A  gladness  taken  from  sea  and  shore ! 
She  had  moved  to  the  echoing  sound  of  fame-* 
Silently,  silently,  died  her  name ! 
Silently  melted  her  life  away. 
As  ye  have  seen  a  young  flower  decay, 
Or  a  lamp  that  hath  sw^y  bum'd,  expire. 
Or  a  bright  stream  shrink  from  the  summer's  fire 
Leaving  ite  channel  all  dry  and  mute- 
Woe  for  the  Broken  Heart  and  Lute ! 


THE   RECALL. 


'*  Alul  the  kind.  Uie  pia/fol,  and  Ow  gay. 

Tiiejr  who  have  gladden'd  thoir  domMtic  bfl 

And  eliear'd  Uie  winter  hearth,  do  tkMf  retnrn  r* 
JoMMta  BaiUU, 

Com  home ! — there  is  a  sorrowing  breath 

In  music  since  we  went ; 
And  the  early  flower-scente  wander  by. 

With  mournful  memories  blent : 
The  sounds  of  every  household  voice 

Are  grown  more  sad  and  deep, 
And  the  sweet  word — brother — wakes  a  wish 

To  turn  aside  and  weep. 

O  ye  beloved,  come  home ! — the  hour 

Of  many  a  greeting  tone, 
The  time  of  hearth-light  and  of  song. 

Returns — and  yo  are  gone ! 
And  darkly,  heavily  it  fklls 

On  the  forsaken  room. 
Burdening  the  heart  with  tenderness, 

That  deepens  'midst  the  gloom. 

Where  finds  it  you,  our  wandering  ones, 

With  all  your  boyhood's  glee 
Untamed,  beneath  the  desert's  pohn. 

Or  on  the  lone  mid  sea  7 
'Mid  stormy  hills  of  battles  old, 

Or  where  dark  rivers  foam  7 
Oh !  life  is  dim  where  ye  are  not, 

Back,  ye  beloved !  come  home  I 

Come  with  the  leaves  and  winds  of  sprinfjb 

And  swift  birds  o'er  the  main ! 
Our  love  is  frown  too  sorrowfUl, 

Bring  us  ito  youth  again ! 
Bring  Uie  elad  tones  to  music  back— 

StHl,  still  your  home  is  fair ; 
The  spirit  of  your  sunny  life 

Alone  is  wanting  there ! 


THE  MASQUER'S  SONG. 

Tnc  festal  eve  o'er  earth  and  sky. 
In  her  sunset  robe  looks  bright 

And  the  puq^e  hills  of  Sicily, 
With  their  vineyards,  hiogh  in  liglit 
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From  tfaB  mtfblo  oitiM  df  h«r  pWM 
Glad  ▼oioM  mingiiar  Mrall; 

l««  MIOd  HBd 


Bi  A  with  fot  nMMlBod  nBd  Mr 

They  ■hiJUMui  the  fuifeg  bail 

O'l!  iweotthetoDOTwIiai  tiiAi 

Their  ctdeiK»  waila  «ikr. 
To  float  o*er  the  blue  SieiiiaJi  mm, 

At  thej  ^jtmaa  U  tlie  dnt  palo  atar. 

7'lie  ihepherd  rreeta  ihea[i  on  hie  height, 

The  henmi  m  his  eeU ; 
But  a  deeper  power  eliall  brootho  to-night. 

In  the  aoniid  of  tlie  veaper-belL 


TIMK*S  BOIXG. 

0*EM,  the  lend  plain  where  monntauia 

Greet  me  an  f  go, 
O^  the  iapei  f  waala  wham  finnlaiMi 

At  mv  bidding  flow. 
On  the  lioundldM  ham  b^  daj, 

On  ti»rloiidbf  night, 
I  am  iMhlng  benoo  awar ! 

Who  wiU  chain  my  flig^7 

War  hia  weanr  watch  wu  hMping ; 

I  hife  criuinM  hia  ipear ; 
Grief  witlnii  her  bower  weeping, 

I  hive  drxd  her  tear; 
Pleaa<ii«  eaught  a  mimiU*ahald— 

Then  1 1  iirried  bj. 
Leaving  all  her  han^iMtvaU, 

Ai^  her  gobiel  diy. 

Power  hfrl  won  a  Ifawne  6f  ffatj-^ 

Mlujrr  11  now  hia  &me  7 
GeiiMfl-aiiid— ••  I  live  in  alory  f 

Who  hiith  heard  hia  natfieT 
liOte,  beneath  a  myrtle  bough, 

Wbia|ier*d-^  Why  ao  ftat  r 
And  thu  roaei  on  hia  brow 

WiUierM  m,I  pMa'd. 

I  httve  heard  the  heifbr  lowing 

i  Tet  the  wild  wave*a  bed, 
I  liflve  aeon  the  billowa  flowing 

Wlierc  the  cattle  fed; 
Wheie  began  my  wandering!  T 

Mitmory  will  not  aay ; 
M  here  will  reat  my  weary  wingt  7 

Srienoe  torna  away. 


TIIE  lSX}G\ISSKyT^  JASJmiSLU 

I  BiANP  upon  the' thveahoM  4lMM 

Of  nuneanoealraiiMdl; 
t  hoar  mr  native  rivar  moan ; 

I  wtoAe  fiigfat  o*er  aaj  old 


I  look;  ravkd  en  the  daiteiing  M^ 
Thai  aaw  my  ehildhood^a  fdafa: 


The  law  vtnid  m  ila 


wafl 


Bui  I  muai  rule  my  awaOing  breath : 

A  sign  ia  in  the  aky ; 
Bright  o'er  yon  gray  rock*8  eagle  neat 

JBhinea  forth  a  waniing  atoi'—it  hide  me  flj. 

My  father's  sword  is  in  my^  hand. 

His  deep  voice  hannts  mine  ear, 
He  tiAlIm  me  of  the  noble  band, 

WhoM  Uvea  have  toft  a  broodfaig  glory  Imm. 

He  bids  their  offering  giurd  fVom  atain 

Their  pure  and  lofty  faith ; 
And  yield  up  all  thin^  to  maintain 

The  cause,  for  which  they  girt  themnehef  < 


And  I  ohey«— I  leofve  their  < 

Unto  the  stranger's  tread ; 
Unto  the  creeping  grass  and  flowara ; 

Unto  the  fiuling  pioloNa  of  thodead. 

I  leave  their  ahields  to  alowdeoigr, 

Their  banners  to  the  doai; 
I  go,  and  only  bear  away 

Their  old,  majestic  i 


I  go  up  to  the  ancient  hilsi 

Where  chains  may  never.-be. 
Where  leap  in  joy  the  torrent  iflla. 

Wliere  man  may  worvfatp  God,  alone  and  ftw 

There  shall  on  altar  and  «  camp 

Impregnably  arise ; 
There  aludl  be  lit  a  quenchless  temp. 

To  shine,  unwavering,  thioi^h  the  opea  afctaa^ 

And  song  shall  Nnidst  the  rooks  be  heard. 

And  fearless  prayer  aaeend ; 
While,  thrillin|r  to  God*s  holy  ^ord, 

Tiie  mountam  pines  in  adoration  bOML 

Aiid  then  the  homing  heart  tto  Msre 

Ita  deep  thought  sirall  wapfttm^ 
But  the  long*buried  truth  shall  poar 

FrM  carrenta  tfaenco,  amSdai  Ihe  wUdanan^ 

Then  &f«  thee  weU^  my  mother!a  bower. 

Farewell,  my  &ther'a  hearth ! 
Periab,  my  iiome !  wfaere>  lawloM-power 

Hath  rent  ihe  tie  ot  love  to  native  «ailh. 

Periah !  Jet  deathlike -sileDoe  fill 

Upon  the. lone  abode: 
^read  fbst,  dark  ivy^  spread  thy  p«Il  »^ 

I  go4ip*to  the  mottotoina,  with  my  God. 


;  aASfiATHficanier. 


many  a 
Qghtkii 


grenpa  thb  hf«ai  are 


Through  £kigiand*a  .|iriinnMe  meadow  pathalhoir 
way 

Toward  apira  and  towei,  *iiisi1sl  alwilewy  aiwi  m 
cending. 
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Whonoo  tOB  fWvM 
^7^ 


proebim  tbe  hilkiwM 


The  halls,  from  old  heroic  Bgt§  gn,y^ 

Poor  their  Air  ehUdren  forth ;  uid  hamleta  low, 

With  whooe  thick  orchard  blooms  the  toft  winds 

Send  out  their  famiates  in  a  hn.ppy  flow, 
Like  a  fHe  Temal  stream.    I  may  not  tread 
With  them  those  pathways, — to  the  feverish  bed 
Of  sickness  bound  ^^yet,  oh  my  God !  I  Uess 
Thy  mercy,  that  with  Sabbath  peace  hath  iillM 
My  chastenM  heart,  and  all  its  throbbings  still*d 
To  one  deep  calm  of  lowliest  thankfulness. 


THE  CmLDETS  DESTINY. 


**  And  DOM  did  lovs  liiiD,-HMt  bit  Immum  dMr,— 
Bni  pomp  ud  powvr  stant  tra  woman's  cam ; 
And  whon  ibMt  an,  Uffht  Brat  flada  a  fraror 


No  mistress  of  the  hidden  skill, 

No  wizard  ^unt  and  grim, 
Went  up  by  night  to  heath  or  hill. 

To  read  the  stars  for  him ; 
The  merriest  girl  in  all  the  land 

Of  vine-encirded  France, 
BestowM  upon  lus  brow  and  hand 

Her  philoff^hic  glance  • 
*•  I  bmd  thee  with  a  speU,*"  said  sh^ 

*^  I  sign  thee  with  a  sign ;  ^ 

No  woman's  love  shall  light  on  thoe» 

No  woman's  heart  be  ttiine! 

•>  And  trust  me.  His  not  that  thy  cheek 

Is  colourless  and  cold. 
Nor  that  thine  eye  is  slow  to  qpeak 

What  only  eyes  have  told ; 
For  many  a  cheek  of  paler  white 

Hath  bluah*d  with  passion's  kiss ; 
And  many  an  eye  of  lesser  light 

Hath  caught  Its  6re  fh)m  buss ; 
Yet  while  the  rivers  seek  the  sea. 

And  while  the  young  stars  shine* 
No  woman's  love  shall  light  oo  thee. 

No  woman's  heart  be  tmne ! 

<*  And  't  is  not  that  thy  spirit,  awed 

By  beauty's  numbing  speU, 
Shrinks  firom  the  force,  or  from  the  ftand 

Which  beauty  loves  so  well ; 
For  thou  hast  leam'd  to  watch  and  wake, 

And  swear  by  earth  and  sky ; 
And  thou  art  very  bold  to  take 

What  we  must  still  d«iy : 
I  cannot  tell :  the  charm  was  wrought 

By  other  threads  than  mine. 
The  lips  are  laghlly  begg'd  or  boaght. 

The  heart  may  not  be  thine ! 

*  Yet  thine  the  brightest  smile  shall  be 

That  ever  beauty  wore. 
And  Qonfidence  from  two  or  thrse, 

And  compUments  from  more ; 


And  one  shall  give--perchanco  hath  ghui, 

What  only  is  not  love ; 
F^riendship^— oh !  such  as  saints  hi  heatai 

Rain  on  us  from  above. 
If  she  shall  meet  thee  in  the  bower. 

Or  name  thee  in  the  shrine, 
Oh !  wear  the  ring,  and  guard  the  flower,— 

Her  heart  may  not  be  thine ! 

■"Go,  set  Ihy  boat  before  the  blast, 
Thy  breast  before  the  ff un  >— 

The  haven  shall  be  reaclrd  at  last. 
The  battle  shall  be  won ; 

Or  muse  tipon  thy  country's  laws, 
Or  strike  thy  country's  lute ; — 

And  patriot  bands  shall  sound  apphase, 
And  lovely  lips  be  smite : 

Go,  dig  the  diamond  fhwi  ikfi  wave, 
Hie  treasure  from  the  mine ; 

Enjoy  the  wreath,  the  gold,  the  gravel- 
No  woman's  heart  ii  ihine ! 

*■  I  charm  thee  flrom  the  a^fcny 

Which  others  feel  or  foign ; 
Fhim  anger,  and  from  Jeaiousj^, 

From  doubt,  and  from  disdam ; 
I  bid  thee  wear  the  scorn  of  years 

Upon  the  cheek  of  youth. 
And  curl  the  lip  at  passion's  tear% 

And  shake  the  head  at  truth : 
While  there  is  bliss  in  revelry, 

Forgetfblnes^  in  wine, 
Be  thou  from  woman's  love  as  free, 

As  woman  is  from  thine !" 


TO  THE  MEMORY  W  A  FRIEND  AND 
RELATIVE. 


'  Blmnd  ar»  lbs  pen  in  iMsrt,  fcr  thiF  ihall  aas  God.** 


Wb  miss  thy  voice  while  early  flowers  an  blow, 
ing, 
And  the  first  blush  of  hloasom  dotfais  each 
bough. 
And  the  spring  sunshine  round  our  home  is  glow- 

Soil  as  thy  smile-^thoo  woaldst  be  with  us  now 

WUhtu'—wewrongtheefnftketariJiiythimghi'-' 
Gould  our  fond  gaze  but  follow  where  Ihou  art. 

Well  might  the  glories  of  this  worid  seem  naught 
To  the  one  promise  given  the  pure  in  heart 

Yet  wert  thou  Uest  e'en  here—oh  !  ever  blest 
In  thine  own  sunny  thoughts  ilid  tranquJ 

The  silent  Joy  that  still  o'erflow'd  thy  breai^t. 
Needed  but  guarding  from  all  change  by  death 


So  is  It  seaTd  to  peace  !^<m  thy  dear  hniw 
Never  was  care  one  fleeting  shade  U>  cast. 

And  thy  calm  days  In  brightness  were  to  flew 
A  holy  stream  untroubled  to  tnt.  !ai^ 
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Farewell!  thy  life  hath  left  ranriTiziff  love 
A  wealth  of  rccorde  and  sweet  **  ieelinij^  given.** 

From  8orrow*8  heart  the  faintness  to  remove, 
By  whispers  breathing  **leai  of  Murth  than 
hoaTen.*' 

Thns  rests  thy  spirit  still  on  those  with  whom 
Thy  step  the  path  of  joyous  duty  trod, 

Bidding  them  make  an  altar  of  thy  tomb, 
Where  chastcn*d  thought  may  offer  praise  to 
God! 


WOMAN  AND  FAME. 

Happt— happier  &r  than  thou, 
With  the  laurel  on  thy  brow; 
She  thaUnakes  the  hum1>]e8t  hearth 
Lovely  but  to  one  on  earth. 

Thou  hast  a  charmed  cop,  O  Fame, 
A  draught  that  mantles  high. 

And  seems  to  lift  this  earthly  miiue 
Above  mortality. 

Away!  tome— « woman — bring 

Sweet  water  from  afibction*s  spring. 

Thou  hast  green  laurel  leaves  that  twine 

Into  so  proud  a  wreath ; 
For  that  resplendent  gift  of  thine. 

Heroes  have  smiled  in  death. 
Give  ms  iVom  some  kind  hand  a  flower, 
3*he  record  of  one  happy  hour ! 

Thou  hast  a  voice,  whose  thrilling  tone 
Csa  bid  each  life-pulse  beat. 

As  when  a  tnmipet*s  note  hath  blown, 
Calling  the  brave  to  meet : 

But  mine,  kt  mine— a  woman*s  breast, 

By  words  of  home^bofn  k>ve  be  bless*d. 

A  hollow  sound  is  In  thy  song, 

A  mockery  in  thine  eye. 
To  the  sick  heart  that  doth  but  long 

For  aid,  for  sjrmpathy, 
For  kindly  lodu  to  cheer  it  on. 
For  tender  accents  that  are  gone. 

Fame,  Fame !  thou  canst  not  be  the  stay 

Unto  the  drooping  reed. 
The  co(}l  fresh  fountain  in  the  day 

Of  the  soul's  feverish  need : 
Where  must  the  kme  one  turn  or  flee  7 
Not  unto  thee,  oh  !  not  to  thee ! 


WASHINGTON'S  STATUR 
Sent  from  Eoitland  Ic  Amorica. 


Via  I  rear  thv  giiwdian  Hcro*a  form 
On  thy  proucl  soil,  thou  Western  World  ! 
A  watcher  throog-h  each  sign  of  storm, 
O'er  Frrcdoin*8  flagr  unfarl'd. 


There,  as  before  a  shrine  to  bow. 
Bid  tiiy  true  sons  their  children  lead 
The  language  of  that  noble  brow 
For  all  things  good  shall  plettd. 

The  spirit  rearM  in  patriot  fight, 
Tlie  Virtue  bom  of  Home  and  Hcartli, 
There  calmly  throned,  a  holy  light 
Shall  pour  o*er  chainless  earth. 

And  let  that  work  of  England's  hand. 
Sent  through  the  blast  and  surge's  rosr. 
So  girt  with  tranquU  glory,  stand 
For  ages  on  thy  shore ! 

Such  through  all  time  the  greetings  be. 
That  with  Uie  Atlantic  billow  sweep ! 
I'elling  the  Mighty  and  the  Free 
Of  Brothers  o*er  the  ]>eep ! 


MARGUERITE  OF  FTIANCE.* 


Thoo  Mesn-hcarted  dov«I 


Critnig*. 


TiTK  Moslem  spears  were  gleaming 

.   Round  Damietta's  towers. 

Though  a  Christian  banner  from  her  wall. 

Waved  free  its  Lily.flowers. 
Ay,  proudly  did  the  banner  wave. 

As  Queen  of  Earth  and  Air; 
But  fiiint  hearts  throbb'd  beneath  its  folds, 

In  anguish  and  despair. 

Deep,  deep  in  Paynim  dungeon, 

TlJeir  kingly  chieflain  lay. 
And  low  on  many  an  Eastern  field 

Their  knighthood's  best  array. 
'T  was  mournful,  when  at  feasts  they  met, 

The  wine-^nip  round  to  send. 
For  each  that  touch'd  it  silently, 

Then  miss'd  a  gallant  friend ! 

And  mournful  was  their  vigil 

On  the  belel^guer'd  wall. 
And  dark  their  slumber,  dark  with  dreams 

Of  slow  defeat  and  All. 
Yet  a  few  hearts  of  Chivalry 

Rose  high  to  breast  the  storm. 
And  one— of  all  the  loftiest  there— 

Thrill'd  m  a  woman's  form. 

A  woman,  meekly  bending 

O'er  the  slumber  of  her  diild. 
With  her  soft  sad  eyes  of  weeping  love. 

As  the  Virgin  Mother's  mild. 

» Uoam  of  St  Looii.  Wbilit  b«ne«ed  bf  the  Tarb  k^)» 
miMU,  dariBff  th«  eaptivitj  of  ths  kins.  Imt  baabud.  iIm  tta« 
save  birth  to  a  Mn,  whoa  iht  iwaMdTrirtas.  ia  rnimmomora 
tioo  of  her  oiMfortniMt.  InfonnatioD  beioff  oonv«]ro4  to  hsi 
that  the  knight*  intruated  with  the  deftoee  of  the  eity  had  r» 
anired  on  eapitalatmn,  ahe  had  then  ■unraioDed  to  her  apart- 
imot,  and.  br  hnr  heroie  woida,  ao  WTomfal  npon  their  aiMriii^ 
th«i  tbejr  %g»wd  to  dofand  her  and  the  Cnm  to  tbia  hal  as 
treinitr 
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Oh!  rorighl/cradkd  wos  thj  Bbbe, 

*Mid8t  the  clash  of  spear  and  lance. 
And  a. strange,  wild  bower  waa  thine,  yoang 
Queen: 

Fair  Marguerite  of  France ! 

* 

A  daii:  and  vaulted  chamber, 

Like  a  scene  for  wizard-spell. 
Deep  in  the  Saracenic  gloom 

Of  the  warrior  citadel ; 
And  there  'midst  arms  the  couch  was  spread, 

And  with  banners  curtain*d  o*er, 
For  the  Daughter  of  the  Minstrel-land, 

The  gay  ^rovengal  shore ! 

For  the  bright  Queen  of  St  Louis, 

Tlie  star  of  court  and  hall  !— 
But  the  deep  strength  of  the  gentle  heart, 

Wakes  to  the  tempest's  caU ! 
Her  Lord  was  in  the  Paynim's  hold. 

His  soul  with  grief  oppress'd. 
Yet  calmly  lay  the  Desolate, 

With  her  young  babe  on  her  breast  I 

There  were  voices  in  the  city. 

Voices  of  wrath  and  fear — 
**The  walls  grow  weak,  the  strife  is  vain. 

We  will  not  perish  here ! 
Yield !  yield !  and  let  the  crescent  jf learn 

O'er  tower  and  bastion  high ! 
Our  distant  homes  are  beautiful — 

We  stay  not  here  to  die !" 

They  bore  those  fearful  tidings 

To  the  sad  Queen  where  she  lay— 
They  told  a  tale  of  wavering  hearts. 

Of  treason  and  dismay : 
The  blood  rush'd  through  her  pearly  cheek. 

The  sparkle  to  her  eve— 
••  Now  call  me  hither  those  recreant  knights, 

From  the  bands  of  Italy  {"• 

Then  through  the  vaulted  chambers 

Stem  iron  footsteps  rang ; 
And  heavily  the  sounding  floor 

Gave  back  the  sabre*s  clang. 
Thev  stood  around  hei^— steel-clad  men. 

Moulded  for  storm  and  fight. 
But  they  quail'd  before  tbeioftier  soul 

In  that  pale  aspect  bright 


a  before  tbe  Falcon  shrinks 

The  Bird  of  meaner  wing, 
So  shrank  they  from  th'  imperial  glance 

Of  Her— that  fingile  thmg ! 
And  her  flute-like  voice  rose  clear  and  high. 

Through  the  din  of  arms  around, 
Sweet,  and  yet  stirring  to  the  soul. 

As  a  silver  clarion's  sound. 

••  The  honour  of  the  Lily 

Is  in  your  hands  to  keep, 
And  the  Banner  of  the  Cross,  for  Him 

Who  died  on  Calvary's  steep :  • 


•"The  pmiNMal  to  capifulnte  i«  attriburod  Hy  th«  Frooeh  t 
f4tff  :«n  to  Uw  Knicbtt  of  Pico. 
2£ 


And  the  city  which  tor  Christian  prayer 

Hath  heard  the  holy  bell— 
And  is  it  these  your  hearts  woukl  yield 

To  the  godless  Infidel  7 

**  Then  bring  me  here  a  breastplate, 
'  And  a  hehn,  before  ye  fly. 
And  I  will  gird  my  woman's  fi>rm. 

And  on  the  ramparts  die ! 
And  the  Boy  whom  I  have  borne  fi>r  woe. 

But  never  for  disgrace. 
Shall  go  within  mine  arms  to  death 

Meet  for  his  royal  race. 

**  Look  on  him  as  he  slumbers 

In  the  shadow  of  the  Lance ! 
Then  go,  and  with  the  Cross  fi>rsake 

The  princely  Babe  of  France ! 
But  tell  your  homes  ye  left  one  heart 
.    To  perish  undefiled ; 
A  Woman  and  a  Queen,  to  guard 

Her  Honour  and  her  Child  !'* 

Before  her  words  they  thrill'd,  like  leaves 

When  winds  are  in  tiie  wood ; 
And  a  deepening  murmur  told  of  men 

Roused  to  a  lofUer  mood. 
And  her  Babe  awoke  to  flashing  swords. 

Unsheathed  in  many  a  hand. 
As  they  gather'd  round  the  helpless  One, 

Again  a  noble  band ! 

••  We  are  thy  warriors.  Lady ! 

Thie  to  the  Cross  and  thee ! 
The  spirit  of  thy  kindling  word 

On  every  sword  shall  be ! 
Rest,  with  thy  fliir  child  on  thy  breast, 

Rest — we  will  guard  thee  well : 
St  Denis  for  the  Lily-flower, 

And  tlie  Christian  citadel !" 


THE  SILENT  MULTITUDE 


For  wa  an  manr  in  oor  BoJitmiM. 

yemeia^Yli$e$ 


A  MiGHTT  and  a  mingled  throng 

Were  gather'd  in  one  spot; 
The  Dwellers  of  a  thousand  IfomL 

Yet  'midst  them  Voice  was  not 

The  Soldier  and  his  Chief  were  there— 

The  Mother  and  her  Child : 
The  fiiends,  the  Sisters  of  one  hearth — 

None  spoke — ^nune  moved,  none  smiled 

There  lovers  met,  between  whose  lives  , 

Years  had  swept  darkly  by ; 
After  that  heartsick  hope  deferr'd — 

They  met— but  silently. 

You  might  have  heard  the  rustling  teal. 

The  breeze's  faintest  sound. 
The  shiver  of  an  insect's  wing 

On  tliat  thick-oeopled  ground. 
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Tour  Toiee  to  whicpen  woiiid  htto  diod, 

For  the  deep  qiuet*H  sake ; 
Yoar  tread  the  eoftert  mon  have  aoogbl, 

Such  stiUneaa  not  to  break. 

What  held  the  coantleas  Multitude 
Bound  in  that  apell  of  peace  7 

How  could  the  eTer-aounding  life 
Amid  so  many  oeaae  7 

Waa  it  Bome  pageant  of  the  air— 
a#.mA  <»1a.«.  uT^u.  .w.^. 


xne  glory  hiffh  abore, 
That  ]ink*d  and  hushM  those  human  wmls, 
In  roTerential  love  7 

Or  did  aome  burdening  paaaion*s  :veight 
Hang  on  their  indrawn  breath  7 

Awe— the  pale  awe  that  freezes  words  7 
Fear— the  strong  fear  of  Death  7 

A  mightier  things— Death,  Death  himself 

Lay  on  each  lonely  heart ! 
Kindred  were  there— -yet  hermits  alt^ 

Thousand*— but  each  apart 


THE  FLOWER  OF  THE  DESERT. 


**  A  wanderer  came,  as  a  stricken  deer, 

0*er  the  waste  of  burning  sand. 
He  bore  the  wound  of  an  Arab  spear, 

He  fled  from  a  ruthless  band. 

**  And  dreams  of  home,  in  a  troubled  tide. 

Swept  o*er  his  darkening  eye, 
As  be  lay  down  by  the  ibuntam  side, 

In  his  mute  despair  to  die. 

■*  But  his  ghince  was  caught  by  the  desert**  flower 

The  precious  boon  of  hearen ! 
And  sudden  hope,  like  a  vernal  shower. 

To  his  &inting  heart  was  given. 

<*  For  the  bright  flower  spoke  of  One  above  ; 

Of  the  Presence,  felt  to  brood. 
With  a  Spirit  of  pervading*  love^ 

0*er  the  wildest  solitude. 

<*Oh !  the  seed  was  thrown  these  wastes 
In  a  Uest  and  gracious  hour!  ^ 

For  the  lorn  one  rose,  in  heart  made  Strang, 
By  the  kmely,  kmeliest  flower  r 


THE  CROSS  Of  THE  SOUTH. 


"Who  don  not  reeolloet  the  exoltation  of  Valiant  overs 
fl<kwer  in  the  torrid  wastoa  of  Africa  1— The  aflectinc  mention 
of  the  inflaenoe  of  a  flower  upon  the  mind,  by  Mnngo  Park,  in 
a  tine  of  iuiftrinc  and  doapaodeaer,  in  the  heart  of  the  aa 
aavoge  eountrr,  ii  familiar  to  eveijr  one.*'— /bwilt'a  Bo0k 


Why  art  thou  thus  in  thy  beauty  cast, 

O  lonely,  loneliest  flower ! 
Where  the  sound  of  song  hath  never  passM 

From  human  hearth  or  bower  7 

I  pity  thee,  for  thy  heart  of  love, 

For  thy  glowing  heart,  <hat  fain 
Would  breathe  out  joy  with  each  wind  to  rove — 

III  vam,  lost  thing !  in  vain  I 

I  piiy  thee  for  thy  wasted  bloom. 

For  thv  glory*8  fleeting  hour, 
Fo*  the  desert  place,  thy  living  tomb — 

O  lonely,  loneliest  flower ! 

I  said — but  a  low  Toioe  made  roply, 

*^  Lament  not  fiir  the  flower ! 
Though  its  blossoms  all  unmarkM  must  die, 

They  have  had  a  glorious  dower. 

"  Though  it  bkK>m  afar  flxHn  the  minstrel's  way. 

And  the  palhs  where  kivcrs  tread. 
Yet  strength  and  hope,  like  an  inborn  day. 

By  its  odours  hath  been  shed. 

-  Ves !  dews  more  sweet  than  c\-cr  foil 

O  cr  islnnd  of  tlic  bk  st, 
Wcru  shaken  forth,  from  its  perfumed  bell, 
H  ^  vntfcring  human  breast 


TheboantifblcomftellntlonofllMCiMi  b  enen  oMirin  Ih 

Southern  Hemiapbere.  The  followinc  Vuum  are  auppgand  to  I 
addmwd  to  it  bj  a  Spaaiah  Traveller  in  Sooth  / 


III  the  ailence  and  grandeur  of  midnig^ht  I  tread 
Where  savannahs,  in  boundless   niagiiifioeos.e, 

spread; 
And  bearing  sublimely  then*  snow-wreaths  on 

high. 
The  ftr  Cordilleras  unite  with  the  skj. 

The  fom-tree  waves  o'er  me,  the  firefly's  red  light 
With  its  quick-glancing  splendour  illumjnea  the 

night. 
And  I  read  in  each  tint  of  the  skies  and  the  earth. 
How  distant  my  steps  flrom  the  luid  of  my  birth. 

But  to  thee,  as  thy  load-stara  resplendently  hum 
In  their  clear  depths  of  blue,  with  devotion  I  turn. 
Bright  Cross  of  the  South !— and  behoUiQg  thee 

ahinc. 
Scarce  regret  the  loved  land  of  the  olive  and  fbn 

Thou  rccaflest  the  ages  when  first  o*er  the  inaiB 
My  fiOhers  unfolded  the  ensign  of  Spain, 
And  planted  their  &ilh  in  the  regions  that  see 
Its  unperishing*  symbol  emblazon'd  in  thee. 

jHow  ofl  in  their  course  o*er  the  ooean^  mw 
I        known, 

Wliere  all  was  mysterious  and  awfld  and  lone. 
Hath  their  spirit  been  checr'd  by  thy  light,  whw 

the  deep 
Reflected  its  brilliance  in  tremulous  sleep  1 
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As  the  Yision  that  rose  to  the  lord  of  the  world,* 
Whea  first  his  bright  banner  of  faiith  was  onfiirl'd ; 
Even  such  to  the  heroea  of  Spain,  when  their  prow 
Made  the  billows  the  path  of  their  glory,  wert 
tliou 


And  to  me  as  I  traversed  the  world  of  the  "vest, 
Through  deserts  of  beauty  in  stillness  that  rest; 
By  forests  and  rivers  untamed  in  their  pride, 
Thy  beams  have  a  language^  thy  course  is  a 
guide. 

Shine  on-nny  own  land  is  a  fiur  distant  ^lot, 
And  the  stars  of  thy  sphere  can  enlighten  it  not, 
And  the  eyes  that  I  love,  though  e*en  now  they 

may  be 
0*er  tlie  firmament  wandering,  can  gaze  not  on 

thee! 

But  thou,  to  my  thoughts  art^  pure-blaas^  shrine, 
A  fount  of  bright  hopes,  and  of  visions  divine; 
And  m;^  soul,  as  an  eagle  exulting  and  firee. 
Soars  lugh  o*er  the  Andes  to  mingle  with  thee. 


THE  ENGLISH  BOT. 


*  G«,  call  tfif  aoM ;  iutniet  then  what  a  debt 
Thef  owe  their  aoeestom;  and  make  them  swear 
To  par  k,  t>r  traasmiuioff  down  entire 
Tboio  laQrad  riffhtt  to  whieb  themaeivee  wert  bwii.* 


Look  from  the  ancient  mountains  down, 

My  noble  English  Boy ! 
fhv  country*8  fields  around  thee  gleam 

In  simlight  and  >in  joy. 

Ages  hare  rolled  since  fi)eman''8  muneli 
Tass*d  o'er  that  old  firm  sod ; 

For  well  the  land  hath  fealty  held 
To  Freedom  and  to  God ! 

Gaze  proudly  on,  my  English  Boy  \ 

And  let  thy  kindling  mind 
Drink  in  the  spirit  of  nigh  thought 

From  every  chainloss  wind ! 

There,  in  the  shadow  of  old  Time, 

The  halls  beneath  thee  lie. 
Which  pour*d  forth  to  the  fields  of  yore, 

Our  England*8  chivalry. 

How  bravely  and  how  saleninly 
They  stand,  'midst  oak  and  yew ! 

Whence  Cressy's  yeomen  haply  fiwned 
rhe  bow,  in  battle  true. 


And  round  their  walls  the  good 
Whose  fiuth  knew  ifo  alloy, 

And  shidds  of  knighthood,  pure 
Gaie  on,  my  English  Boy ! 


hang 


Gaze  where  the  hamlefs  ivied  church 

Gleams  by  the  antique  elm. 
Or  where  the  minster  lifts  the  cross 

High  through  the  air's  blue  realm. 

Martyrs  have  shower'd  their  free  hearts'  Uood, 
That  England's  prayer  might  rise, 

From  those  grey  fanes  of  thoughtful  year^, 
Unfetter'd,  to  the  skies. 

Aloa|p  their  aisles,  beneath  their  trees, 

This  earA's  most  gbrioos  dust. 
Once  fired  with  valour,  wisdom,  song. 

Is  laid  in  holy  trust 

Graze  on — gaze  ftrther,  farther  yet* 

My  gallant  English  Boy !    ' 
Yon  blue  sea  bears  thy  country*fe  flag. 

The  billows*  pride  and  joy  2 

Those  waves  in  many  a  fight  have  eland 

Above  her  &ithfiil  dead ; 
That  red«cross  flag  victoriously 

Hath  floated  o'er  their  bed. 

They  perish'd— this  green  turf  to  keep 

By  hostile  tread  unstatn'd ; 
Iliese  kniffhtly  halls  inriobte, 

Those  churches  unprofiined. 

And  high  and  clear  their  memory's  ligbl 

Along  our  shore  is  set. 
And  many  an  answering  beaoon^fins 

Shall  (here  be  kindied  yet ! 

Lift  up  thy  heart,  my  English  Boy !  , 

And  pray,  like  them  to  stand. 
Should  God  so  summoaiAee,  to  goni 

TtteiOtanQftheUnil. 


UNEB  WRITTEN  FOR  THE  ALBUM  AT 

R06AXNA,*  IN  1839. 


Ob!  lightly  tMod  through  these  deep  chestnut 
Dowera, 
Where  a  sweet  spirit  eoee  in  beoiity  mored ! 
And  touch  with  reverent  hand  these  leaves  tad 
flowers, 
Fair  things,  whioh  well  a  gentle  heait  halfa 
loved! 
A  gentle  heart,  of  love  and  grief  th'  abode, 
Whence  the  hngH  draam  of  song  in  teor-dBope 
flow'd. 

Anyl  bid  its  memory  sanctify  the  scene ! 
And  let  th*  ideal  presence  of  the  dead 
Float  Togpd  and  touch  the  woods  with  soflei 


And  o'er  the  streams  a  charm,  like  mopnlight 
shed: 
Thcouffh  the  souTs  depths  in  holy  mlence  fiii^— 
A  speo  to  raise,  to  chasten,  and  to  melt ! 


*  A  beaatHU  Haee  in  «be  ComlF  9f  Wieklow, 
abode  cf  the  aathomi  eT  « hfdM  * 
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DESPONDENCY  AND  ASPIRATION. 


Onai  la  UTiMlk  M  nU  Intettetto. 

DtMtM. 


Mr  aoul  was  mantled  with  dark  ihadowi,  bam 

Of  lonely  Fear,  disqoieted  in  Tain ; 
Its  phantoms  hong  aroond  the  star  of  mom, 

A  cloud-Iike  weeping  train ; 
Through  the  long  day  they  dimm*d  the  autumn. 

gold 
On  all  the  glistening  leaves ;  ahd  wildly  rolI*d, 
When  the  last  farewell  flush  of  light  was 
glowing, 
Across  the  sunset  sky ; 
0*er  its  rich  tries  of  vaporous  glory  throwing 
One  melancholy  dye. 

And  when  the  solemn  Ni^ht 

Came  rushine  with  her  might 
Of  stormy  oracles  from  caves  unknown. 

Then  with  each  fitful  bkst 

Prophetic  murmurs  pass*d. 
Wakening  or  answering  some  deep  Sibyl  tone, 
Far  buried  m  my  breast,  yet  prompt  to  rise 
With  every  gusty  wail  that  o*er  the  wind-harp  flies. 

•«Fold,  fold  thy  wuigs,*"  they  cried,  **and  strive 

no  more. 
Faint  spirit,  strive  no  more !—- for  thee  too  strong 

Are  outward  ill  and  wronr, 
And  inward  wasting  fires !— l^ou  canst  not  soar 

Free  on  a  starrv  way 

Beyond  their  blighting  sway. 
At  Heaven*s  high  nte  serenely  to  adore : 
How  shouldst  tAott  hope  earth*s  fetters  to  unbind  7 
O  passionate,  yet  weak !  O  trembler  to  the  wind ! 

Never  shall  aught  but  broken  music  flow 
From  joy  of  thine,  deep  love,  or  tearful  woe ; 
Such  homelen  notes  as  through  the  fi>re8ts  sigh. 
From  the  reed*s  hollow  shaken, 
When  sudden  breezes  waken 
Their  vafue  wild  symphony : 
1^0  power  is  tfaeini,  and  no  abidmg-place 
In  human  htorts ;  their  sweetness  leaves  no  trace, — 
Bom  only  so  4o  die ! 

**  Never  shall  aught  but  perfume,  faint  and  vain. 
On  the  fleet  fnnion  of  the  changeful  hour. 
From  thy  bnus*d  life  again 
A  moments  essence  breathe ; 
Thy  life,  whose  trampled  flower 
Into  the  bleseed  wreath 
Of  household  charities  no  longer  bound. 
Lies  pale  and  withering  on  the  barren  ground. 

*"  So  fade,  fiule  on !  thy  j^fl  of  love  shall  clin^, 
A  coiling  sadness,  round  thy  heart  and  bram, 

A  silent,  fniitless,  yet  undying  thing. 
All  sensitive  to  pain ! 

And  still  the  shadow  of  vain  dreams  shaU  fiJl 

O'er  thy  mind*s  world,  a  daily  darkening  pall. 

r<dd,  then,  thy  wounded  wing,  and  smk  subdued, 

In  oold  and  unrepining  quietude !" 


Then  my  soul  yielded*;  spells  of  numbing  bireatb 
Crept  o'er  it  heavy  with  a  dew  of  death. 
Its  powers,  like  leaves  before  the   night-rahi^ 
closing; 
And,  as  by  conflict  of  wild  ses^waves  toasM 
On  the  chill  bosom  of  some  desert  coast. 
Mutely  and  hopelessly  I  lay  reposing. 

When  silently  it  seemM 
As  if  a  soft  mist  gleam*d 
Before  my  passive  sight,  and,  slowly  curling, 
To  many  a  shape  and  hue 
Of  visionM  beauty  grew, 
Like  a  wrought  banner,  fold  by  fold  unfurling. 
Oh !  the  rich  scenes  that  o*er  mine  inward  ej9 

Unrolling  then  swept  by, 
With  dreamy  motion !  Silvery  seas  were  there 
Lit  by  large  dazzling  stars,  and  arch*d  by  skies 
Of  Southern  midnight's  most  transparent  dyea 
And  eemm*d  with  many  an  Island,  wildly  feir. 
Which  floated  past  me  mto  orient  day. 
Still  gathering  lustre  on  th*  illuminM  way. 
Till  its  high  groves  of  wondrous  flowering  trees 
ColourM  the  silvery  seas. 

And  then  a  glorious  mountain-chain  uproso 

Height  above  spiry  height ! 
A  soaring  solitude  of  woods  and  snows. 

All  steep'd  in  golden  light ! 
While  as  it  passM,  those  regal  peaks  unveiling, 
I  heard,  methoufht,  a  waving  of  dread  winga 
And  mighty  sonncu,  as  if  the  vision  hailing. 
From  lyres  that  quiver*d  through  ten  theosand 
strings: 
Or  as  if  waters  ferth  to  music  leaping. 

From  many  a  cave,  the  Alpine  E2cho*s  hall. 
On  their  bold  way  victoriously  were  sweeping, 
Link*d  in  majestic  anthems;  while  through  wh 
That  billowy  swell  and  fall. 
Voices,  like  ringing  crystal,  fill*d  the  air 
With  inarticulate  melody,  that  stirrM 
My  being's  core;  then  moulding  into  word 
Their  piercing  sweetness,  bade  me  rise  and  bear 
In  that  great  choral  strain  my  trembling  part 
Of  tones,  by  Love  and  Faith  strack  fixnn  a  humaa 
heart 

Return  no  more,  vain  bodings  of  the  night  I 

A  happier  oracle  within  my  soul 
Hath  swell*d  to  power ; — a  clear  unwavering  'Rgbt 
Mounts  throitth  the  battling  clouds  that  round 
me  TcXL, 
And  to  a  new  control 
Nature's  full  harp  gives  forth  rejoicing  tones, 

Wherein  my  glad  sense  owns 
Th*  accordant  rush  of  elemental  sound 
To  one  consummate  harmony  profound ; 
One  grand  Creation.Hvmn, 
Whose  notes  the  Seraphim 
Lift  to  the  glorious  height  of  music  wing'd  and 
crown'd. 

Shall  not  these  notes  find  echoes  in  my  Ijrre, 
Faithful  though  faint 7--Shall  notmy  s|Mrit'«firaw 
If  slowly,  yet  unswervingly,  ascend 
Now  to  its  fount  and  end  ? 


Digiti 


ized  by  Google 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEH& 


415 


Shall  not  my  earthly  love,  all  purified, 
bhme  forth  a  heavenward  guide  7 
An  angel  of  bright  power  ? — and  strongly  bear 
My  being  upward  into  holier  air. 
Where  fiery  ponion-clouds  have  no  abode. 
And  thto  tky*8  temple.«rch  o'erflowe  with  God  7 

The  radiant  hope  new-bom 

Expands  like  rising  mom 
In  my  life's  life :  and  as  a  ripening  rose, 
liie  crimson  shadow  of  its  glory  throws 
More  vivid,  hour  by  hour,  on  some  pure  stream ; 

So  firom  that  hope  are  spreading 

Rich  hues,  o*er  nature  shedding, 
Each  day,  a  clearer,  spiritual  gleam. 

Let  not  those  rays  fade  from  me ;— once  enjoy'd, 

]*  ather  of  spirits  !  let  them  not  depart ! 
Leaving  the  chiUM  earth,  without  form  and  void. 

Darkened  by  mine  own  heart ! 
Lift,  aid,  sustain  me !  Thou,  by  whom  alooe 

All  lovely  gifts  and  pure 

In  the  soul*8  grasp  endure ; — 
Thou,  to  the  steps  of  whose  eternal  throne 
All  knowledge  flows — a  sea  for  evermore 
Breaking  its  crested  waves  on  that  sole  ^hore — 

0  consecrate  my  life !  that  I  may  sing 

Of  Thee  with  joy  that  hath  a  livmg  spring. 
In  a  full  heart  of  music !— Let  my  lays 
Through  the   resounding  mountains  waft  thy 

praise. 
And  with  that  theme  the  wood's  green  cloUters  fill. 
And  make  their  quivering  leai^  dimness  thrill 
To  the  rich  breeze  of  song !   O !  let  me  wake 

The  deep  religion,  which  hath  dwelt  from 
yore. 
Silently  brooding  by  lone  cliff  and  lake, 

Ajid  wildest  river  shore ! 
And  let  me  summon  all  the  voices  dwelling 
Where  eagles  build,  and  cavern'd  rills  are  welling, 
And  where  the  cataract's  organ-peal  is  swellingi 

In  that  one  spirit  gather'd  to  adore ! 

Forgive,  O  Father !  if  presumptuous  thought 

Too  daringly  in  aspiration  rise ! 
Let  not  thy  child  all  vainly  have  been  taught 

By  weakness,  and  by  wanderings,  and  by  sighs 

01  sad  confession ! — lowly  be  my  heart. 
And  on  its  penitential  altar  spread 

The  offerings  worthless,  till  Thy  grace  impart 
The  fire  from  Heaven,  whose  touch  alone  can 
shed 
Life,  radiance,  virtue ! — ^let  that  vital  spark 
Pierce  my  whole  being,  wilder'd  else  and  dark ! 
'Hiine  are  all  holy  tilings — O  make  me  Thine, 
Ho  shall  I  too  be  pure — a  living  shrine 
Unto  that  spirit,  which  goes  forth  from  Thee, 

Strong  and  divinely  free, 
Ifearing  thy  gifts  of  wisdom  on  its  flight. 
And  brooding  o'er  them  with  a  dove-like  wing. 
Till  thought,  word,  song,  to  Thee  in  worship 

spring, 
Immortally  endow'd  for  liberty  and  light 
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Bt  the  blue  waters— the  restless  ocean  watery 
Restless  as  they  with  their  many.flashing  surges, 
Lonely  I  wander,  weeping  for  my  lust  one ! 

I  pine  for  thee  through  all  tlie  joyless  day-— 
Through  the  long  night  I  pine : — ^the  golden  sun 
Looks  dim  since  thou  hast  left  me,  and  the  spring 
Seems  but  to  weep^ — Where  art  thou,  my  b^ 

loved  7— 
Night  after  night,  in  fond  hope  vigilant. 
By  the  old  temple  on  the  breezy  diff. 
These  hands  h^ve  heap'd  the  watch-fire,  till  it 

streamed 
Red  o'er  the  shining  columns— darkly  red — 
Along  the  crested  billows ! — but  in  vain ; 
Tby  white  sail  comes  not  from  the  distant  isles — 
Yet  thou  wert  faithful  ever.    O !  the  deep 
Hatli  shut  above  thy  head — that  graceful  head ; 
The  sea- weed  mingles  with  thy  dusterinfir  locks ; 
The  white  sail  never  will  bring  back  the  loved ! 

By  the  blue  waters— the  restless  ocean  waters. 
Restless  as  they  with  their  many-flashing  surges, 
Lonely  I  wander,  weeping  for  my  lov'd  one ! 

Where  art  thou — ^where  ? — ^had  I  but  lingering 

presi 
On  thy  cold  lips  the  last  long  kiss, — but  smooth'd 
The  parted  ringlets  of  thy  shining  hair 
With  love's  fond  touch,  my  heart's  cry  had  been 

still'd 
Into  a  voiceless  grief ;— I  would  have  strew'd 
With  all  the  pale  flowers  of  the  vernal  woods, — 
White  violets,  and  the  mournful  hyacinth. 
And  frail  anemone,  thy  marble  brow. 
In  slumber  beautiibl ! — I  would  have  heap'd 
Sweet  boughs  ^d  precious  odours  on  thy  pyre. 
And  with  niine  own  shorn  tresses  hung  thine  urn. 
And  many  a  garland  of  the  pallid  rose, — 
— But  thou  liest  far  away ! — No  funeral  chant. 
Save  the  wild  moaning  of  the  wave,  is  thine ; 
No  pyre — save,  haply,  some  long-buried  wreck  ;— 
Thou  that  wert   fairest— thou  that  wert  most 

loved! — 

By  the  blue  waters — ^the  restless  ocean  waters. 
Restless  as  they  with  their  many-flashing  surges, 
Lonely  I  wander,  weeping  for  my  lost  one ! — 

Come,  in  the  dreamy  shadow  of  the  night. 

And  speak  to  me! — E'en  though  thy  voice  be 

changed. 
My  heart  would  know  it  stilL — O !  speak  to  me« 
And  say  if  yet,  in  some  dim,  far-off  world. 
Which  Knows  not  how  the  festal  sunshine  bums— 
If  yet,  in  some  pale  mead  of  Asphodel, 
We  two  shall  meet  again ! — O !  1  would  quit 
The  day,  rejoicingly, — the  rosy  light, — 
All  the  rich  flowers  and  fountains  musical. 
And  sweet  fiimili^  melodies  of  earth. 
To  dwell  with  thee  below.— Thou  answerest  nnH 
The  powers,  whom  1  have  call'd  upon  are  muttt* 
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The  vmoM  buried  in  old  whiepery  <»▼«■» 
And  bT  kme  river-eoareei,  and  amidst 
The  rioom  ind  mygt'ry  of  dark,  prophetoakh 
The  Wood-ffode*  hannU-they  give  no  reply ! 
AU  nlent— heavan  and  earth !— ibr  ever  more 
From  the  doacrted  moonUins  thpu  art  fQn»— 
For  ever  from  the  melancholy  grovea, 
Whoae  laorels  wail  thee  with  a  ahirerinff  aoond  !— 
And  I— I  vine  throogh  all  the  Joyoos  dar, 
Throaffh  the  long  nifht  I  pine^— as  fondly  pinee 
The  n^hCi  own  bird,  diaaolving  her  lorn  life 
To  aong  in  moonlight  wooda^Thoa  hear'tt  me 

not! 
Hie  Heavens  are  pitileia  of  hnroan  tears ; 
llie  deep  sea-darkneas  is  aboat  thy  head ; 
The  white  sail  never  will  bring  back  the  loved ! 

By  the  bine  waters— Uie  restless  ocean  waters, 
Restless  as  they  with  their  many.flashing  surges. 
Lonely  I  wan&r,  weeping  for  my  lost  one ! 


By  stars,  by  sunsets,  bv  soft  clouds  whicib  rQ«« 
Thy  blue  expanse,  or  sleep  in  silvery  rest. 
That  Nature's  God  hath  left  no  spot  unblessM 
With  founto  of  beauty  for  the  eye  of  love. 


RECORDS 
OF  THE  SPRING  OF  1834 

Thoit  toMMti  writtan  is  Iks  mmtlw  «r  AprlU  Uf,  and 
Jaoa,  wwB  tetMndad,  loitUwr  with  Um  Bseorda  of  Um  aotuna 
of  1834,  to  fom  a  eootiauation  of  the  aorlM.  wilitled  "  8oo- 
BSls  Dvvodoosl  ud  Manorial.'*  which  sppoarad  hi  the 
Aothof's  iMt  poUiriNd  volooM,  "  BooMi  ud  HjnuM  of 


A  VEENAL  THOUGHT. 

O  FBTAL  Sprinff !  *midst  thy  victorious  glow 
Far-spreading  (?er  the  kindled  woods  and  plains. 
And  Btreama,  that  boimd  to  meet  thee  from  their 

chains, 
Wen  might  there  lurk  the  shadow  of  a  woe 
For  human  hearts,  and  in  the  exulting  flow 
Of  thy  rich  songs  a  melancholy  tone. 
Were  we  of  mould  all  earthly ;  we  alone, 
SeverM  from  thy  great  spell,  and  doom*d  to  go 
Farther,  still  farther,  from  our  sunny  time, 
Never  to  ^1  the  breathings  of  our  prime. 
Never  to  flower  again ! — But  we,  O  spring ! 
Cheer'd  by  deep  spirit-whispers  not  or  earth, 
Press  to  the  regions  of  thy  heavenly  birth, 
As  here  thy  Flowers  and  Birds  press  on  to  bloom 

and  sing. 


III. 
Off  WATCHING  THE  FLIGHT  OF  A  SKT-LARK 

UrwARo  and  upward  still ! — in  pearly  light 
The  clouds  are  steep*d ;  the  vernal  spirit  sigfas 
With  bliss  in  every  wind,  and  crystal  skies 
Woo  thee,  O  Birds !  to  th  v  celestial  height ; 
Bird,  piercing  Heaven  with  music !  thy  free  fiigfht 
Hath  meaning  for  all  bosoms ;  most  of  all 
For  those  wherein  the  rapture  and  the  might 
Of  poesT  lie  deep,  and  strive^  and  burn. 
For  their  high  place :  O  Heirs  of  Genioe  *  learn 
From  the  sky*s  bird  your  way ! — No  joy  may  fiC 
Your  hearts,  no  gift  of  holy  strength  be  won 
To  bless  3|iOttr  songs,  ye  Children  of  the  Sim ! 
Save  by  the  unswerving  flight— upward  and  up> 
wardstiU: 


IV. 
Off  ftBCORDfl  OF  IMMATURE  GEKICBL 

On !  judge  in  thoughtful  tcniierness  of  thosts, 
Who,  richly  dower*d  for  I  lie,  are  call*d  to  die. 
Ere  the  sours  flame,  through  storms,  hath  won 

repose 
In  truth's  dtvinest  ether,  still  and  high  ! 
Let  their  mind*s  riches  claim  a  trusUful  sigh ! 
Deem  them  but  sad  sweet  fragments  of  a  strain, 
Furst  notes  of  some  yet  slrugsrling  harmony. 
By  the  strong  rush,  the  crowding  joy  and  pain 
Of  many  inspirations  met,  and  held 
From  its  true  sphere : — Oh !  soon  it  might  haw 

swell'd 
Majestically  forth !— Nor  doubt,  that  He 
Whose  touch  mysterious  may  on  earth  dissolve 
Those  links  of  music,  elsewhere  will  evolve 
Their  grand  consummate  hymn,  from 

gusts  made  fi'ee ! 


II. 

TO  THE  SKY. 
Faa  from  the  rustlings  of  the  poplar  bough. 
Which  o'er  my  opening  lifo  wild  music  made. 
Far  firom  the  green  hilu  with  their  heathery  glow 
And  flashing   streams  whereby  my  childhood 

play'/; 
In  the  dim  city,  *midst  the  sounding  flow 
Of  restless  life,  to  thee  in  love  I  turn, 
O  thou  rich  sky !  and  firom  thy  splendours  learn 
If  Of!  song-birds  come  and  part,  flowers  wane  and 

blow. 
With  thee  all  shaper  of  glory  find  their  home. 
And  thou  hai«t  taright  me  well,  majestic  Dome ! 


A  THOUGHT  OF  TtaC  SEA 

Mr  earliest  memories  to  thy  shores  are  boimd. 
Thy  solemn  shores,  thou  ever-chaunting  main  ! 
The  first  rich  sunsets,  kindling  thought  profound 
In  my  lone  being,  made  tliy  restless  plain 
As  the  vast  shining  floor  of  some  dread  fane. 
All  paved  witli  glass  and  fire.   Yet,  O  blue  deep ! 
Thou  that  no  trace  of  human  hearts  dost  keep. 
Never  to  thee  did  love  with  silvery  chain 
Draw  my  soul*s  dream,  which  thro'  all  nature 

sought 
What  waves  deny; — some  bower  or$teadfoH  Uisi, 
A  heme  to  twine  with  &ncy,  feeling,  thought, 
As  with  sweet  flowers: — £ut  chasten'd  hope  lor 

this 
Now  turns  firom  earth's  green  valleys,  as  fi-om  thee^ 
To  that  sole  changeless  world,  where  **  there  is  no 
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VI. 

DISTANT  BOUND  OF  THE  SEA  AT  EVENING. 
Yet,  rolling  far  op  some  green  mountain  dale, 
Oft  let  mo  hear,  as  oft-times  I  haTe  heard, 
Thy  swell,  thoa  deep !  when  eTening  calls  the  bird, 
And  bee  to  rest ;  when  summer  tints  grow  pale, 
Seen  tlirongh  the  gathering  of  a  dewy  veil. 
And  peasant  steps  are  hastening  to  repose, 
And  gleaming  flocks  lie  down,  and  flower-cops 

close 
To  the  last  whisper  of  the  falling  gale. 
Then,  *mid8t  the  dying  of  all  other  sound. 
When  the  soul  hears  thy  distant  voice  profound, 
rioncworshipping,  and  knows  that  through  the 

night 
*Twill  worship  still,  then  most  its  anthem  fame 
Speaks  to  our  being  of  the  Eternal  One, 
Who  girds  tired  nature  with  unslumbering  might 


VII. 
THE  RIVER  CLWYD  IN  NORTH  WALES. 
O  Cambrian  river,  with  slow  music  gliding 
By  pastoral  hills,  old  woods,  and  ruinM  towers ; 
Now  'midst  thy  reeds  and  golden  willows  hiding. 
Now  gleaming  forth  by  some  rich  bank  of  flowers; 
Long  flowM  the  current  of  my  life's  clear  hours 
Onward  with  thine,  whose  voice  yet  haunts  my 

dream, 
Though  time  and  change,  and  other  mightier 

powers. 
Far  flrom  thy  side  have  borne  me.   Thou,  smooth 

stream! 
Art  winding  still  thy  sunny  meads  along, 
Murmuring  to  cottage  and  gray  hall  thy  song. 
Low,  sweet,  unchanged:  My  being's  tide  hath 

pass'd 
Through  rocks  and  storms ;  yet  will  I  not  com- 
plain, 
If  thus  wrought  free  and  pure  fi-om  earthly  stain, 
Brightly  its  waves  may  reach  their  pare'nt-deep 
at  last 


VIII. 


ORCHARD  BLOSSOMS. 
Doth  thy  heart  stir  within  thee  at  the  sight 
Of  orchard  blooms  upon  the  mossy  bongh  7 
Doth  their  sweet  household  smile  waft  back  the 

glow 
Of  childhood's  mom?— the  wonderinir  fresh  de- 

light 
In  earth's  new  colouring,  then  all  strangely  bright, 
A  joy  of  fairy.land?— Doth  some  old  nook. 
Haunted  by  visions  of  thy  iirst-loved  book. 
Rise  on  thy  soul,  with  &ittt.8treak'd  blossoms 

white 
Shower'd  o'er  the  turf,  and  the  lone  primrose-knot. 
And  robin's  nest,  still  fliithful  to  the  spot. 
And  the  bee's  dreamy  chime?— O  gentle  flriend ! 
The  world's  cdd  breath,  not  Time's,  jthis  life 

bereaves 
Of  vernal  gifts— Time  hallows  what  he  leaves. 
And  will  ^r  us  endear  spring-memories  to  the  end. 


IX. 

TO  A  DISTANT  SCENE. 
Still  are  the  cowslips  firom  thy  bosom  sprmgmg 

0  far-off  grassy  dcU ! — and  dost  thou  see, 
When  southern  winds  first  wake  tho  vernal  tang 

The  star-gleam  of  the  wood  anemone  ? 
Doth  the  shy  ring-dove  haunt  thee  yet — ^the  bee 
Hang  on  thv  flowers  as  when  I  breathed  farewol 
To  their  wild  blooms  ?  and  round  my  beechen  tree 
Still,  in  green  softness,  dotii  the  moss-bank  swell  f 
— Oh!  strange  illusion  by  the  fond  heart  wrought. 
Whose  own  warm  life  suffuses  nature's  &ce  I 
— My  being's  tide  of  many-colour'd  thought 
Hath  pass'd  from  thee,  and  now,  rich,  lea^  place ! 

1  paint  tliee  oft,  scarce  consciously,  a  scene. 
Silent,  forsaken,  dim,  shadow'd  by  what  hath  been* 


THOUGHTS  CONNECTED  WITH  TREES. 
Trees,  gracious  trees  I  how  rich  a  gift  ye  are, 
Crown  of  tho  earth!  to  human  hearts  and  eyes  1 
How  doth  the  thought  of  home  in  lands  a&r, 
Link'd  with  your  Ibrms  and  kindly  whisperings, 

rise! 
How  the  whole  picture  of  a  childhood  lies 
Oft  'midst  your  boughs  forgotten,  buried  deep ! 
Till  gazing  through  them  up  the  summer  skies 
As  hush'd  we  stand,  a  breeze  perchance  may  creep 
And  old  sweet  leaf-sounds  reach  the  inner  world 
Where  memory  coils— and  lo !  at  once  unfurl'd 
The  past,  a  glowing  scroll,  before  our  sight. 
Spreads  clear!  while  gushing  from  their  long. 

seal'd  urn. 
Young  thoughts,  pure  dreams,  undoubting  prayers 

return. 
And  a  lost  mother's  eye  gives  back  its  holy  light 


XI. 

THE  SAME. 
And  ye  are  strong  to  shelter ! — all  meek  things, 
All  that  need  home  and  covert,  love  your  shade  I 
Birds  of  shy  song  and  low-voiced  quiet  springs. 
And  nun-like  violets,  by  the  wind  betray'd. 
Childhood  beneath  your  fresh  srreen  tents  hatk 

play'd  * 

With  his  first  primrose-wealth :— there  love  hath 

sought 
A  veiling  gloom  for  his  unutter'd  thought ; 
And  silent  grief,  of  day's  keen  glare  afraid, 
A  refuge  for  her  tears ;  and  oft-times  there 
Hath  lone  devotion  found  a  place  of  prayer, 
A  native  temple,  solemn,  hush'd,  and  d'm ; 
For  wheresoe'er  your  murmuring  trcLiours  thrill 
The  Woody  twilight,  there  roan's  heart  hath  still 
Confess'd  a  spurit's  breath,  and  heard  a  ceascleas 

hymn. 


XIL 

A  REMEMBRANCE  OP  GRASMERk 
O  TALE  and  lake,  within  your  monntain-un 
Smiling  so  tranquilly,  and  set  so  deep  * 
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Oft  doth  jonr  dreamy  lovetineas  return, 
Coloarin?  the  tender  shadows  of  my  sleep 
With  light  Elysian :— for  the  hues  that  steep 
Your  shores  in  melting  lustre,  seem  to  float 
On  golden  clouds  from  Spirit-lands  remote, 
Isles  of  the  blest ; — and  in  our  memory  keep 
Their  place  with  holiest  harmonies  :~Fair  scene, 
Most  loved  by  evening  and  her  dewy  star ! 
Oh !  ne'er  may  man,  with  touch  unhallow'd,  jar 
The  perfect  music  of  the  charm  serene  I 
Still,  still  unchanged,  may  one  sweet  region  wear 
Smiles  that  subdue  the  soul  to  love,  and  tears,  and 
prayer! 

XIII. 
ON  READING  PAUL  AND  VIRGINIA  IN  CHILD- 
HOOD. 

0  OKNTLX  story  of  the  Indian  Isle ! 

1  loved  thee  in  my  lonely  childhood  well 

On  the  seashore,  when  day*s  Ust  purple  smile 
Slept  on  the  waters,  and  their  hollow  swell 
And  dying  cadence  lent  a  deeper  spell 
Unto  thine  ocean-pictures.    *Midst  thy  palms 
And  strange  bright  birds,  my  fancy  joyM  to  dwell. 
And  watch  the  southiern  cross  thro*  midnight 

calms, 
And  track  the  spicy  wood8.-r-Yet  more  I  bless'd 
Thy  vision  of  sweet  love ;  kind,  trustful,  true. 
Lighting  the  citron  groves — a  heavenly  guest. 
With  such  pure  smiles  as  Paradise  once  knew. 
Even  then  my  young  heart  wept  o*er  the  world's 

power. 
To  reach  and  blight  that  holiest  Eden-flower. 


Oh !  by  how  subtle,  yet  how  strong  a  chain. 
And  in  the  influence  of  its  touch  how  bkss'd, 
Are  these  things  link*d,  in  many  a  thooghtftil 

breast, 
To  household  memories,  for  all  change  endear*d ! 
— ^The  matin  bird— the  ripple  of  a  stream 
Beside  our  native  porch — ^the  hearth-light's  g 
The  voices,  earliest  by  the  soul  revered ! 


XIV. 


A  THOUGHT  AT  SUNSET. 

SriLL  that  last  look  is  solemn !  though  thy  rays, 
O  Sun !  to-morrow  will  give  back,  we  know. 
This  joy  to  nature's  heart  Yet  through  the  glow 
Of  clouds  that  mantle  thy  decline,  our  gaze 
Tracks  thee  with  love  half  fcarfiil : — and  in  days 
When  earth  too  much  adored  thee,  what  a  swell 
Of  mournful  passion,  deop'ning  mighty  lays, 
Told  how  the  dying  bade  thy  light  farewell, 
O  Sun  of  Greece !  O  glorious,  &tal  Sun ! 
TxMrt,  lost ' — ^for  them  Uiy  golden  hours  were  done, 
And  darkness  lay  before  &em !  Happier  fiir 
Are  we,  not  thus  to  thy  bright  wheels  enchaia'd, 
Not  thus  for  thy  last  parting  unsustain'd, 
Ileirs  of  a  purer  day,  with  its  unsetting  star. 


XVL 


ATTRACTION  OP  THE  EAST. 

What  secret  current  of  man's  nature  turns 
Unto  the  golden  Blast  with  ceaseless  flow  7 
Still,  where  the  sunbeam  at  its  fountain  bums. 
The  pilgrim  spirit  would  adore  and  glow ; 
Rapt  in  high  thoughts,  though  weary,  &int  and 

slow, 
Still  doth  the  traveller  through  the  deserts  wind 
Led  by  those  old  Chaldean  stars,  which  know 
Where  pass'd  the  Shepherd  Fathers  of  mankind 
Is  it  some  quencliless  instinct  which  from  far 
Still  points  to  where  our  alienated  home 
Lay  m  bright  peace  ?  O  thou  true  Ekistem  Star ! 
Saviour !  atoning  Lord !  where'er  we  roam. 
Draw  still  our  hearts  to  thee,  else,  else  how  vain 
Their  hope,  the  fair  lost  birthright  to  regain. 


XVIL 


TO  AN  AGED  FRIEND. 

Not  long  thy  voice  amongst  us  may  he  heard. 
Servant  of  God ! — thy  day  is  almost  done — 
The  charm  now  hung  upon  thy  look  and  word 
Is  that  which  lingers  round  the  setting  sun, 
A  power  which  bright  decay  hath  meekly  won 
Still  from  revering  love.    Yet  both  the  sense 
Of  life  immortal — progress  but  begun — 
Pervade  thy  mien  with  such  clear  eloquence. 
That  hope,  not  sadness,  breathes  from  thv  decline; 
And  the  loved  flowers  which  round  thee  smile 

fdrcwoll. 
Of  more  than  vernal  glory  seem  to  tell. 
By  thy  pure  spirit  touch'd  with  light  divine ; 
While  we,  to  whom  its  parting  gleams  are  given. 
Forget  the  grave  in  trustful  thoughts  of  Heaven. 


XVIIL 
FOLIAGE. 


XV. 

IMAGES  OP  PATRIARCHAL  LIFE. 

l/ALM  scenes  of  patriarch  life ! — how  long  a  power 
Your  unworn  pastoral  images  retain, 
0*er  the  true  heart,  which  m  its  childhood's  hour 
Drank  their  pure  freshness  deep !   The  camels* 

tram, 
Windmg  in  patience  o'er  the  desert  plain, —  - 
The  tent — tlie  palm-tree — ^the  reposing  flock— 
The  irlcaming  fount — ^tlio  shadow  of  the  rock — 


CoMK  forth,  and  let  us  through  our  hearts  reoeivv 
The  joy  of  verdure ! — see,  the  honey'd  lime 
Showers  cool  green  light  o*cr  banks  where  wild 

flowers  weave 
Thick  tapestry ;  and  woodbine  tendrils  climb 
Up  the  brown  oak  from  buds  of  moss  and  thyme. 
The  rich  deep  masses  of  the  sycamore 
Hang  heavy  with  the  fullness  of  their  prime. 
And  the  white  poplar,  from  its  foliage  hoar, 
Scatters  forth  gleams  like  moonlight,  with  each  gale 
That  sweeps  the  boughs : — ^the  chestnut  flowers 

are  past. 
The  crownin?  glories  of  the  hawthorn  fall. 
But  arches  of  sweet  eglantine  are  cast 
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JFVom  every  hedge  5— Oh !  neyor  may  we  loee. 
Dear  friend !  oar  fresh  delight  in  simpleet  nature's 
hues. 


XIX. 


A  PRATER. 
Fathu  in  Heaven !  f?3ni  whom  the  simplest  flower 
On  the  high  Alps  or  fiery  desert  thrown, 
Draws  not  sweet  odoui  or  ^oung  life  alone, 
fiat  the  deep  virtue  of  an  mhorn  power 
To  cheer  the  wanderer  in  his  fidnting  hour, 
With  thoughts  of  Thee ;  to  strengthen,  to  infuse 
Faith,  love,  and  courage,  by  the  tender  hues 
That  speak  thy  presence ;  oh !  with  such  a  dower 
Grace  Thou  my  song ! — the  precious  gift  bestow 
From  thy  pure  spirit*s  treasury  divine, 
To  wake  one  tear  of  purifying  flow, 
To  soften  one  wrung  heart  for  Thee  and  Thine ; 
So  shall  the  life  breathed  through  the  lowly  strain. 
Be  as  the  meek  wild.flower*B— if  transient,  yet 
not  vain. 


XX. 

PRATER  CONTINUED. 


What  in  ma  if  dtrk 
;  vhst  ii  low  laiN  and  topport 


Far  are  the  wings  of  intellect  astray. 
That  strive  not.  Father !  to  thy  heavenly  seat ; 
They  rove,  but  mount  not ;  and  the  tempests  beat 
Still  on  their  plumes : — O  source  of  mental  day ! 
Chase  from  before  my  spirit's  track  the  array 
Of  mists  and  shadows,  raised  by  earthly  care 
In  troubled  hosts  that  cross  the  purer  air. 
And  veil  the  opening  of  the  starry  way,  ^ 
Which  brightens  on  to  thee! — Oh!  guide  thou 

right 
My  thought's  weak  pinion,  clear  mine  invrard 

sight. 
The  eternal  springs  of  beauty  to  discern. 
Welling  beside  thy  throne ;  unseal  mine  ear, 
Nature's  true  oracles  in  joy  to  hear : 
Keep  my  soul  wakeful  stiU  to  listen  and  to  learn. 


XXI. 

MEMORIAL  OF  A  CONVERSATION. 
Yes  !  all  things  tell  us  of  a  birthright  lost, 
A  brightness  from  our  nature  pass'd  away ! 
Wanderers  we  seem,  that  from  an  alien  coast. 
Would  turn  to  where  their  Father's  mansion  lay. 
And  but  by  some  lone  flower,  that  'midst  decay 
Smiles  mournfully,  or  by  some  sculptured  stone. 
Revealing  dimly,  with  graj  moss  o'ergrown. 
The  faint-wom' impress  of'^its  glory's  day, 
Can  trace  their  once  free  heritage ;  though  dreams 
Fraught  with  its  picture,  oft  in  startling  gleams 
Flash  o'er  their  Souls. — But  one,  oh !  One  tXaae^ 
For  lis  the  niinM  fabric  may  rebuild. 
And  bid  the  wilderness  again  be  fill'd. 
With  Edcn-flowers— One,  mighty  to  atone ! 
40* 


RECORDS 
OF  THE  AUTUMN  OF  1834. 


I. 

TBE  RETURN  TO  POETRT. 

Once  more  the  eternal  melodies  from  far, 

Woo  me  like  songs  of  home :  once  more  discenw 

ing 
Through  fitful  clouds  the  pure  majestic  star, 
Above  the  poet's  world  serenely  burning. 
Thither  my  soul,  fresh-wing'd  by  love,  is  turning, 
As  o'er  the  waves  the  wood-bird  seeks  her  nest. 
For  those  i^reen  heights  of  dewy  stillness  yearn- 
ing. 
Whence  glorious  minds  o'erlook  the  earth's  unrest 
— Now  1m  the  spirit  of  Heaven's  truth  my  guide 
Through  the  bright  land ! — ^that  no  brief  glodnessi 

found 
In  passing  bloom,  rich  odour,  or  sweet  sound. 
May  lure  mv  footsteps  from  their  aim  aside : 
Their  true,  high  quest — to  seek,  if  ne'er  to  gain* 
The  inmost,  purest  shrine  of  that  august  domain. 


II. 
ON  READING  COLERIDGE'S  EPITAPH  WRITTEll 

BT  HIMSELF. 
Snarr !  so  oil  in  radiant  fireedom  soarinjp. 
High  through  seraphic  mysteries  unconnned. 
And  oft,  a  diver  through  the  deep  of  mind. 
Its  caverns,  far  below  its  waves,  exploring ; 
And  oft  such  strains  of  breezy  music  pouring, 
As,  with  the  floating  sweetness  of  their  siglm, 
Could  still  all  fevers  of  the  heart,  restoring 
Awhile  that  freshness  left  in  Paradise ; 
Say,  of  those  glorious  wanderings  what  the  goal  T 
What  the  rich  fruitage  to  man's  kindred  soiu 
From  wealth  of  thine  bequeathed?  O  strong,  and 

high. 
And  sceptred  intellect !  thy  goal  oonfest 
WsB  the  Redeemer's  Cross — ^thy  last  bequest 
One  lesson  breathing  thence  profound  humility  \ 


IIL 
DREAMS  OF  THE  DEAD. 

On  in  still  night-dreams  a  departed  face 
Bends  o'er  me  with  sweet  earnestness  of  eye, 
Wearing  no  more  of  earthly  pains  a  trace. 
But  all  the  tender  pity  that  may  lie 
On  the  clear  brow  of  Immortahty, 
Calm  yet  profound.    Soft  rays  illume  that  mien 
The  unshadow'd  moonlight  of  some  far^iff  sky 
Around  it  floats  transparently  serene 
As  a  pure  veil  of  waters.    O  rich  sleep ! 
Thou  hast  strong  spirits  in  thy  regions  deep, 
Which  glorify  with  reci^ic'ling  breath, 
Efiacing,  brightening,  giving  forth  to  shine 
Beauty's  high  truth,  and  how  much  more  divine 
Thy  power  wben  linked  in  this,  with  thy  stsr* 
brother-a)eathi 
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IV. 

HOPE  OF  FUTURB  COMMUIflON  WITH  NATUEE. 
If  e*er  again  my  ipirit  be  allowM 
Convene  with  Nature  in  her  chamben  deep, 
Where  lone,  and  mantled  with  the  rolling  cload. 
She  broods  o*er  new-bom  waters,  as  thej  leap 
In  sword-like  flashes  down  the  heathery  steep. 
From  caves  of  mystery ; — if  I  roam  once  more 
Where  dark  pines  quiver  to  the  torrent's  roar. 
And  voiceful  oaks  respond  ;*^shall  I  not  reap 
A  more  ennobling  ioy,  a  lodier  power. 
Than  eVr-was  shed  on  life's  more  vernal  hour, 
From  such  communion  7 — ye» !  I  then  shall  know, 
That  not  in  vain  have  sorrow,  love,  and  thought. 
Their  long,  still  work  of  preparation  wrought. 
For  that  more  perfect  sense  of  God  revealM  below. 


ON  THE  DATURA  ABBOREA. 

Majbtio  plant !  such  fairr  dreams  as  lie 
Nursed,  where  the  bee  sucks  in  the  oowslip's  bell, 
Are  not  tky  train: — those  flowers  of  vase-like 

swell. 
Clear,  brge,  with  dewy  moonlight  fiU*d  from  high, 
And  in  U^ir  monumental  purity 
Serenely  drooping,  round  thee  seem  to  draw 
Visions  link*d  strangely  with  that  silent  awe 
Which  broods  o*er  Sculpture's  works. — A  meet 

ally 
For  thoee  heroic  forms,  the  simply  grand. 
Art  thou :  and  worthy,  carved  by  plastic  hand. 
Above  some  kingly  poet's  tomb  to  shine 
In  spotless  marbJc ;  honouring  one,  whose  strain 
Soar'd  upon  wings  of  thought  that  knew  no  stain 
Free  through  the  starry  heavens  of  truth  divine. 


Like  cloads,  that  with  their  wavering  hues  and 


Poortray  majestic  buildings  >-Dome  and 
Bright  epire,  that  throa|^  the  rainbow 

shower 

Points  to  th'  unchanging  stars ;  and  high 
Far-sweeping  to  some  glorious  altar,  made 
For  holiest  ntes :  ncanwhile  the  waning  fa 
Melts  from  me,  and  by  fervent  dreuns 

wrought, 
I  sink:  — O  friend!   O  ImkM  with  eaeh 

thought! 

Aid  me,  of  those  rich  visions  to  detain 
All  I  may  grasp;  until  thou  seest  fulfilled. 
While  time  and  strength  allow,  my  hope  to 
For  lowly  hearts  devout,  but  oat  endorin^ 


and  the 


o*€9r 
high 


VIII. 
THE  POETRY  OF  THE  PBALMSL 
Nobly  thy  song,  O  minstrel !  ruah*d  to  meet 
Th*  Eternal  on  the  pathway  of  the  bhurt, 
With  darkness  round  him,  as  a  mantle,  cast. 
And  cherubim  to  wafl  his  flying  seat; 
Amidst  the  hills  that  smoked  beneath  his  feet 
With  trumpet-voice  thy  spirit  call'd  aloud. 
And  bade  the  trembling  rocks  his  name  repeat. 
And  the  bent  cedars,  and  the  bursting  cloud. 
But  far  more  gloriously  to  earth  mam  known 
By  that  high  strain  than  by  the  thunder's  1 
The  flashing  torrents,  or  the  ocean's  roll, 
Jehovah  spake,  through  the  inbreathing  fire, 
Nature's  vast  realms  for  ever  to  inspire 
With  the  deep  worship  of  a  living  aouL 


Vt 

ON  A  SCENE  IN  THE  DAR6LE. 
*TwA8  a  bright  moment  of  my  life  when  first, 
O  thou  pure  stream  through  rocky  portals  flowing 
That  temple-chamber  of  thy  glory  burst 
On  my  glad  sight ! — ^thy  pebbly  couch  lay  glowing 
With  deep  mosaic  hues;  and,  richly  throwing 
O'er  thy  cliff-walls  a  tinge  of  autumn's  vest. 
High  bloom'd  the  heaUi-flowers,  and  the  wild 

wood's  crest 
Was  touch'd  with  gold. — Flow  ever  thus,  bestow- 

mg 
Gifls  of  delight,  sweet  stream !  lon  all  who  move 
Gently  along  thjr  shores ;  and  oh !  if  love, 
« True   bve,  m  secret    nursed,  with   sorrow 

fraught — 
bhould  sometimes  bear  his  treasured  griefi  to 

Thee, 
Then  full  of  kindness  let  thy  music  be, 
Smging  repose  to  every  troubled  thought ! 


vn. 

•  DESIGN  AND  PERFCttMANOE. 

finET  float  before  my  soul,  the  fiiir  d?sigiis 
'•V'hich  I  would  body  forth  to  Life  and  Power, 


IX. 

TO  6I1.VI0  PELLICO  ON  READING  BIS 

"PRIGIONE.»» 

TnxRB  are  who  climb  the  mountain's  heathery 

side. 
Or,  in  life's  vernal  strength  triumphant,  ur^ 
The  bark's  fleet  rushing  through  the  created 

surge. 

Or  spur  the  courser's  fiery  race  of  pride 
Over  the  green  savannas,  gleaming  wide 
By  some  vast  lake ;  yet  thus,  on  fixuning  sea, 
Ot  chainlcss  wild,  reign  far  less  nobly  free, 
Than  thou,  in  that  lone  dungeon,  glorified 
Bjr  thy  brave  suffering.— Thou  from  its  dark  cdl 
Fierce  thought  and  bdeflil  passion  didst  exclude^ 
Filling  the  dedicated  solitude 
With  God ;  and  where  Hi$  spirit  deigns  to  dweD, 
Thongh  the  worn  frame  in  fettere  withering  he^ 
Ther&-4hroned  in  peace  divine  is  liberty ! 


rO  THE  SAME.  RELEASED. 
How  flows  thy  being  now  7 — like  some  glad  hynui. 
One  strain  of  solemn  rapture  7— doth  thine  eye 
Wander  through  tears  oi  voiceless  feeling  dim. 
O'er  the  crown'd  Alps,  that,  'midst  the 
■ky. 
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Steep  in  (he  sunlight  of  thine  Italy  7 
Or  is  thy  gaxe  of  referent  lore  profbnnd, 
Uuto  those  dear  parental  faces  bound. 
Which,  with  their  silvery  hair,  so  oft  g^lanced  by, 
Haunting  tliy  prison-dreams  ?~  Where'er  thou  art, 
Blessing  be  shed  upon  thine  inmost  heart, 
Joy,  from  kmd  looks,  blue  skies,  and  flowery  sod. 
For  that  pure  Toice  of  thooghtfhl  wisdom  sent 
Forth  from  thy  •cell,  in  sweetness  eloquent. 
Of  love  to  man,  and  quenchless  trust  in  God ! 


THE  PROCESSION. 


**Th«  peaee  vbieh  puKth  sH  mdentanfimr,*'  dbel< 
hMir  is  h«r  luoks  and  muTemeot*.  It  kj  on  her  eoanlen 
like  ft  ■(Mdy  iimfaftdowed  atMoiigltf. 

OritrUgt, 


For  alone  she  scemM  *midst  the  throng  to  be. 
Like  a  bird  of  the  waves  far  away  at  sea ; 
Alone,  in  a  moumcr*s  vest  array'd. 
And  with  folded  hands,  e*en  as  if  she  prayed. 

It  faded  before  me,  that  masque  of  pride. 
The  haughty  swell  of  the  music  died ; 

nner,  and  armour,  and  tossing  plume. 
All  melted  away  in  the  twilight's  gloom. 

But  that  orphan  form,  with  its  willowy  grace. 
And  the  speaking  prayer  in  that  pale,  cdm  face. 
Still,  still  o*er  my  thoughts  in  the  nighuhour 

glide — 
—Oh !  Love  is  lovelier  than  all  beside. 


Tmas  were  trampling  sounds  of  many  feet, 
And  music  rush'd  through  the  crowded  street; 
Proud  music,  such  as  tells  the  sky. 
Of  a  chief  rotum'd  from  victory. 

There  were  banners  to  the  winds  unroll'd. 
With  haughty  words  on  each  bUizon'd  ibid ; 
High  battto-names,  which  had  rung  of  yore^ 
When  lances  clash'd  on  the  Syrian  shore. 

Borne  fh)m  their  dwellings,  green  and  kuM, 
There  were  flowers  of  the  woods  on  the  pathway 

strown; 
And  wheels  that  crush'd  as  they  swept  along — 
Oh !  what  doth  the  violet  amidst  the  throng  7 

I  saw  where  a  bright  Procession  pass'd 
The  gates  of  a  Minster,  old  and  vast ; 
And  a  king  to  his  crowning  place  was  led. 
Through  a  sculptur'd  line  of  the  warrior  dead. 

I  saw,  far  gleaming,  the  long  array 
Of  trophies,  on  those  high  tombs  that  lay. 
And  the  oolourM  light,  uiat  wrappM  them  all,  * 
Rich,  deep,  and  sad,  as  a  royal  palL 

But  a  lowlier  grave  soon  won.  mine  eye 
Away  from  th*  ancestral  pageantry : 
A  grave  by  the  k>rdly  Minster's  gate, 
Uimonour'd,  and  yet  not  desokita 

It  was  but  a  dewy  greensward  bed. 
Meet  for  the  rest  or  a  peasant  head ; 
But  Love — Oh !  lovelier  than  all  beside  !— 
That  lone  place  guarded  and  glorified. 

For  a  gentle  form  stood  watching  there. 
Young — but  how  sorrowfully  fai 
Keeping  the  flowers  of  the  holy  spot. 
That  reckless  feet  might  profane  them  not. 

dear,  pale  and  clear,  was  the  tender  cheek. 
And  Iter  eye,  though  tearful,  serenely  meek ; 
And  I  deem'd,  by  its  gificd  gazo  of  love, 
That  her  sad  hcart*s  treasure  was  all  above. 


TO  THE  BLUE  ANEMONE. 


Flower  of  starry  clearness  bright, 
Quivering  urn  of  coloured  li^ht. 
Hast  thou  drawn  thy  cup*s  rich  dye 
From  th'  intenseness  of  tlie  sky  7 
From  a  long,  long  fervent  gaze 
Through  the  year's  first  golden  days, 
Up  that  blue  and  silent  deep. 
Where,  like  things  of  sculptured  sleep. 
Alabaster  clouds  repose. 
With  tlie  sunshine  on  their  snows? 
Thither  was  thy  heart's  love  turning, 
Like  a  censer  ever  burning, 
Till  the  purple  Heavens  in  thee 
Set  their  smile.  Anemone  ? 

Or  can  those  warm  tints  be  caught 
Each  from  some  quick  glow  of  thought  t 
So  much  of  bright  bouI  there  seems 
In  thy  bendings  and  thy  gleams. 
So  much  thy  sweet  life  resembles 
That  which  feels,  and  weeps,  and  tremfclet 
I  could  deem  thee  8pirit.fill'd, 
As  a  reed  by  music  thriU'd, 
When  thv  being  I  behold 
To  each  loving  breath  unfold. 
Or  like  woman's  willowy  form. 
Shrink  before  the  gathering  storm ; 
I  could  ask  a  voice  from  tl:^ 
Delicate  Anemone ! 

Flower !  thou  seem'st  not  bom  to  dio. 
With  thy  radiant  purity. 
But  to  melt  in  air  away. 
Mingling  with  the  soft  spring-day. 
When  the  crystal  heavens  are  still. 
And  faint  azure  veils  each  hill, 
And  the  limc-leaf  doth  not  move. 
Save  to  songs  that  stir  the  giove. 
And  earth  all  glorified  is  sedS, 
As  imaged  in  some  lakes  serene 
—Then  thy  vanishing  should  be. 
Pure  and  meek  Anemone ! 

Flower !  the  laurel  still  may  sheo 
Brightness  round  the  victor's  head 
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And  the  rose  in  beauty's  hair 

Still  its  festal  glory  wear ; 

And  the  willow-leayes  droop  o*er 

Brows  which  love  sustains  no  more : 

But  by  living'  rays  refined, 

Thou,  the  trembler  of  the  wind, 

Thou,  the  spiritual  fiower, 

Sentient  of  each  breeze  and  shower, 

Thou,  rejoicing  in  the  skies. 

And  transpierced  with  all  their  dyes : 

Breathing  vase,  with  light  o'erflowing, 

Gem-like  to  tliy  centre  glowing. 

Thou  the  poet's  type  shalt  be. 

Flower  of  soul,  Anemone ! 


THE^  BURIAL  IN  THE  DESERT. 


How  weept  yon  saUanl  Band 
O'ar  him  their  valour  eouhl  doC  aavs 
For  the  bayonet  m  red  with  gora. 
And  he,  the  beautirul  and  bmva. 
Now  alecpa  in  Ef  riK't  eand. 

mumu 


In  the  shadow  of  the  Pyramid 
Our  brother's  grave  we  made, 

When  the  battlc^ay  was  done, 

And  the  Desert's  parting  sim 
A  field  of  death  survey'd* 

The  blood-red  sky  above  us 

Was  dark'ning  into  night. 
And  tlie  Arab  watching  silently 

Our  sad  and  Imrricd  rite. 

rhe  voice  of  Egypt's  river 

Came  hollow  and  profound. 
And  one  lone  palm-tree,  where  we  stood, 

Rock'd  with  a  shivery  sotmd : 

While  the  shadow  of  the  Pyramid 
Hung  o'er  the  grave  we  made. 

When  uie  battle-day  was  done. 

And  tlie  Desert's  parting  sim 
A  field  of  death  survey'd. 

The  fiithers  of  our  brother 

Were  borne  to  knightly  tombs. 

With  torch-light  and  with  anthem-note, 
And  many  waving  plumes : 

But  he,  the  last  and  noblest 

Of  that  high  Norman  race. 
With  a  few  brief  words  of  soldier-love 

Vf^'as  gatlier'd  to  his  place ; 

In  tJiP  shadow  of  the  Pyramid, 
Where  his  youthful  form  we  laid, 

Wh<  n  the  battle-day  was  done. 

And  I  be  Desert's  parting  sun 
A  i»tl^  of  dcAth  survey'd 


But  let  him,  let  him  slumber 
By  the  old  E^ptian  wave ! 

It  is  well  with  those  who  bear  their 
Unsullied  to  the  grave ! 

When  brightest  names  are  breathed  i 

When  loiUest  fail  so  fast. 
We  would  not  call  our  brother  back 

On  dark  days  to  be  cast, 

From  the  shadow  of  the  Pyramid, 
Where  his  noble  heart  we  laid. 
When  the  battle-day  was  done. 
And  the  Desert's  parting  sun 
A  field  of  death  survey'd. 


THE  MAREBOfA. 


Mab  elle  eteit  de  moode,  oo  lea  ploi  beOcs 

Oot  le  inre  deelin  s 
Et  Roee  elle  a  vecu  ee  que  vivent  lea  roaea. 


Thbu  are  bright  scenes  beneath  Italian  skies^ 
Where  glowing  suns  their  purest  light  difiTofle, 
Uncultured  flowers  in  wild  profbsion  rise, 
And  nature  lavishes  her  warmest  hues ; 
But  trust  thou  not  her  smile,  her  balmy  breath 
Away  !  her  charms  are  but  the  pomp  of  I>eaffa . 

He,  in  the  vine-clad  bowers,  unseen,  is  dwelling- 
Where  the  cool  shade  its  fircshness  round  the* 

throws. 
His  voice,  in  every  perfiimed  zephyr  swelling. 
With  gentlest  whisper  lures  thee  to  repose. 
And  the  soft  sounds  that  through  the  foliage  agh, 
But  woo  thee  still  to  slumber  uid  to  die. 

Mysterious  danger  lurks,  a  Syren,  there. 
Not  robed  in  terrors  or  announced  in  ^loom. 
But  stealing  o'er  thee  in  the  scented  air, 
And  veii'd  in  flowers,  that  smile  to  deck  tfaj 

tomb: 
How  may  we  deem,  amidst  their  deep  array. 
That  heaven  and  earth  but  flatter  to  betray  7 

Sunshine,  and  bloom,  and  verdare  l  can  it  be. 
That  these  but  charm  us  with  destructive  wiles  7 
Where  shall  we  turn,  O  Nature !  if  in  tkte 
Danger  is  mask'd  in  beauty — death  in  smiles  T 
Oh !  still  the  Circe  of  that  fatal  shore. 
Where  she,  the  sun's  bright  daughter,  dwelt  of 
yore! 

There,  year  br  year,  that  secret  peril  spreads, 
Disguised  in  loveliness,  its  balefiil  reign. 
And  viewless  blights  o'er  many  a  landscape  shed^ 
Gay  with  the  riches  of  the  south,  in  vain. 
O'er  fairy  bowers,  and  palaces  of  state, 
Passmg  unseen,  to  leave  them  desolate. 
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And  pillaied  halla,  whose  airy  colonnades 
Were  form*d  to  echo  music's  choral  tone, 
Are  silent  now,  amidst  deserted  shades,* 
Peopled  by  scidptnre's  gfraceful  ftrms  alone ; 
And  foantains  dash,  unheard,  by  lone  alcoves, 
Neglected  temples,  and  forsaken  groves. 

And  there,  where  marble  nymphs,  in  beauty 

gleaming, 
'Midst  the  deep  shades  of  plane  and  cypress  rise, 
By  wave  or  g[rot  might  Fancy  linger,  dreaming 
Of  old  Arcadia's  woodland  deities. — 
Wild  visions ! — there  no  sylvan  powers  convene,— 
Death  reigns  the  genius  of  the  Elysian  scene. 

Ye,  too,  illustrious  hills  of  Rome !  that  bear 
Traces  of  mightier  beings  on  your  brow, 
O'or  you  that  subtle  spirit  of  the  air 
Extends  the  desert  of  his  empire  now; — 
Broods  o'er  the  wrecks  of  altar,  fane,  and  dome, 
And  makes  the  Cesar's  ruin'd  halla  his  home. 

Youth,  valour,  beauty,  oft  have  felt  his  nower. 
His  crown'd  and  chosen  victims— o'er  their  lot 
Hath  fond  affection  wept^-each  blighted  flower 
In  turn  was  loved  and  moum'd,  and  is  forgot 
But  one  who  perish'd,  left  a  tale  of  woe. 
Meet  for  as  deep  a  sigh  as  pity  can  bestow. 

A  voice  of  music,  from  Sienna's  walls. 
Is  floating  joyous  on  the  summer  air. 
And  there  are  banquets  in  her  stately  halls, 
And  graceful  revels  of  the  gay  and  nir. 
And  brilliant  wreaths  the  utar  have  array'd. 
Where  meet  her  noblest  youth,  and  loveliest  maid. 

To  that  young  bride  each  grace  bath  Nature 

given. 
Which  glows  on  Art's  divinest  dream, — ^her  eye 
Hath  a  pure  sunbeam  of  her  native  heaven — 
Her  cheek  a  tinge  of  morning's  richest  dye ; 
Fair  as  that  daughter  of  the  south,  whose  form 
Still  breathes  and  charms,  in  Vinci's   colours 

warm.t 

But  is  she  blest  7 — ^fbr  sometimes  o'er  her  smile 
A  soft  sweet  shade  of  pensiveness  is  cost. 
And  in  her  liquid  glance  there  seems  a  while, 
To  dwell  some  thought  whose  soul  is  with  the  past 
Yet  soon  it  flies — a  cloud  that  leaves  no  trace 
On  the  sky's  azure  of  its  dwelling-place. 

Perchance,  at  times,  within  her  heart  may  rise 
Remembrance  of  some  early  love  or  woe. 
Faded,  ^et  scarce  forgotten — ^in  her  eyes, 
Wakenmg  the  half-form'd  tear  that  may  not  flow. 
Yet  radiant  seems  her  lot  as  aught  on  earth. 
Where  still  some  pining  thought  comes  darkly 
o'er  our  mirth. 


*8m  Mftdaroe  d«  Sttel't  fim  deiBriptioa,  in  b«r  CorioiMb  of 
^  YUla  Boishew,  dowitad  on  account  of  the  Mal*aria 

t  An  aSiinon  to  Leonaido  da  Vinci*!  picture  of  hb  wift 
Moon  Um,  rappoMd  to  be  the  most  perfect  imirntion  of  Na- 
inre  ever  ethibitod  in  painting.  Bee  Yaeari  in  bis  Uvw  of  (be 


The  world  before  her  smiles — its  changefiil  gaze 
She  h*ath  not  proved  as  yet— her  path  seems  g^y 
With  flowers  and  sunshine — and  the  voice  of 

praise 
Is  still  the  joyous  herald  of  her  way ; 
And  beauty's  light  around  her  dwells,  to  throw, 
O'er  every  scene,  its  own  resplendent  glow. 

Such  is  the  young  Bianca — graced  with  all 
That  nature,  fortune,  youth,  at  once  can  give  ; 
Pure  in  their  loveliness — ^her  looks  recall 
Such  dreams,  as  ne'er  life's  early  bloom  survive ; 
And  when  she  speaks,  each  thrilling  tone  is 

fraught 
With  sweetness,  bom  of  high    and   heavenly 

thought 

And  he,  to  whom  are  breathed  her  vows  of  faith 
Is  brave,  and  noble — Child  of  high  descent. 
He  hath  stood  fearless  in  the  ranks  of  death, 
'Mid  slaughter'd  heaps,  the  w>irrior's  monument: 
And  proudly  marshall'd  his  cairoccio'st  way, 
Amidst  the  wildest  wreck  of  war's  array. 

And  his  the  chivalrous,  commanding  mien, 
Where  high*bom  grandeur  blends  with  courtly 

grace; 
Yet  may  a  lightning  |^lance  at  times  be  seen. 
Of  fiery  passions,  dartmg  o'er  his  face. 
And  fierce  the  spirit  kindling  in  his  eye, — 
But  e'en  while  yet  we  gaze,  its  quick,  wild  flashes 

die. 

And  calmly  can  Pietra  smile,  concealing 

As  if  forgotten,  vengeance,  hate,  remorse ; 

And  veil  the  workings  of  each  darker  feeling. 

Deep  in  his  soul  concentrating  its  force : 

But  yet,  he  lovee— Oh  I  who  hath  loved,  nor  known 

Affection's  power  exalt  the  bosom  all  its  own  7 

The  days  roll  on-*and  still  Bianca's  lot 
Seems  as  a  path  of  Eden — ^Thou  mightst  deem 
That  grief^  the  mighty  chastener,  hu  forgot 
To  wake  her  soul  from  life's  enchanted  dream  ; 
And,  if  her  brow  a  moment's  sadness  wear. 
It  sheds  but  grace  more  intellectual  there. 

A  few  short  years,  and  all  is  changed — ^her  fate 
Seems  with  some  deep  mysterious  cloud  o'ercast 
— Have  jealous  doubts  transform'd  to  wrath  and 

hate. 
The  love  whose  glow  Expression's  power  sur- 

pass'd?  « 

Lo !  on  Pietra's  brow  a  suOcn  gloom 
Is  gathering  day  by  day,  prophetic  of  her  doom. 

Oh !  can  he  meet  that  eye,  of  light  serene. 
Whence  the  pure  spirit  looks  in  radiance  forth. 
And  view  that  bright  intelligence  of  mien, 
Form'd  to  express  but  thoughts  of  lofUest  worth. 
Yet  deem  that  vice  within  uiat  heart  can  reign  ? 
-—How  shall  he  e'er  confide  in  aught  on  earth 
again? 


t  See  tbe  deeeriplioo  of  this  sort  of  consecrated  «mi>  ebanol 
in  Rismondi*!  Htstoire  dee  JU|»uMique«  Civ  Vnnes*  fe«L  Vol  I 
P.3B4. 
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In  nfence  oft,  with  itrange,  viiidicttve  gua, 
Tmuient,  yet  fiU*d  with  meaiuBf  starn  •aA  wild, 
Her  featoreB,  caiiii  in  beauty,  be  forTe^ 
Then  tums  away,  and  fixes  on  her  child 
80  dark  a  gknoe,  as  thrills  a  moAhw's  nind 
With  some  vague  ftar  searee  own*d,  and  unde- 
fined. 

Iliere  stands  a  lonely  dwelling,  by  the  wave 
Of  the  bhie  deep  which  bathes  Iulia*s  shore, 
Far  from  all  sounds,  but  rippling  seas  thai  lave 
Giav  rocks,  with  foliage  hcUy  shadowM  o*er; 
And  sighing  winds,  thst  murmur  through  the 

wood, 
FVinging  the  beach  of  that  Heqwrian  flood. 

Fair  is  that  house  of  solitude— and  &ir 
The  grocn  Maremma,  Ak  around  it  spread, 
A  sun^bright  waste  of  beauty— yet  an  air 
Of  brooding  sadness  o*er  the  scene  is  shed. 
No  human  fiwtstop  tracks  the  kme  domain, 
The  desert  of  luxuriance  glows  in  vain. 

And  silent  are  the  marUe  halls  that  rise 

'Mid  founts,  and  cypress-walks,  and  olive.|(roves 

All  sleeps  in  sunshine,  *neath  Cerulean  skies. 

And  still  around  the  sea-breexe  lightly  roves ) 

Yet  every  trace  of  man  reveals  alone. 

That  there  li&  once  hath  flouriah'd    snd  is  gone. 

There,  till  around  them  slowly,  softly  stealing, 

The  summer  air,  deceit  in  every  sigh. 

Came  firau^^  with  death,  its  power  no  sign  re- 

Thy  sireB,Pietra,  dwelt,  in  dajrs  gone  by ; 
And  strains  of  mirth  and  melody  have  flow'd. 
Where  stands,  all  voiceless  now,  the  stOl  abode. 

And  thither  doth  her  Lord,  remorseless,  bear 
fiianca  with  her  child — ^his  alter'd  eye 
And  brow  a  stem  and  fearful  calmness  wear, 
While  his  dark  spirit  seals  their  doom — to  die ; 
And  the  deep  bodings  of  his  victim's  heart. 
Tell  her,  from  fruitless  hope  at  once  to  part 

It  is  the  summer's  glorious  prime— end  blending 
Its  blue  transpaience  with  the  skies,  the  deep, 
Each  tint  of  heaven  upon  its  breast  descending, 
Soaroe  murmurs  as  it  heaves,  in  glassv  sleep, 
And  on  its  wave  reflects,  more  softly  bright. 
That  lovely  shore  of  solitude  and  light 

Fragrance  in  each  warm  southern  gale  is  breath- 

ing, 
Deck'd  with  young  flowers  the  rich  Maremma 

glows. 
Neglected  vines  the  trees  are  wildly  wreathmg, 
And  the  fresh  myrtle  in  exuberance  blows, 
And  far  around,  a  deep  and  sunny  bloom 
Mantles  the  sceuu,  as  garlands  robe  the  tomh. 

Ves !  'tis  thy  tomb,  Bionca !  fairest  flower ! 
The  voice  that  calls  thee  speaks  in  every  gale, 
Which,  o'e*  thee  breathing  with  insidious  powe*, 
'•'«ii»  the  yoimg  roses  of  thy  cheek  turn  pale, 


And,  6lal  in  its  softness,  day  by  day. 

Steak  from  that  eye  some  trembling  spark  awaj. 

But  siak  not  yet— ftv  there  are  darker  woea» 
Daughter  of  Beauty  \  in  thy  spring-morn  &diii|r, 
Sufierings  more  keen  for  thee  reserved  than  those 
Of  lingering  Death,  which  thus  thine  eye  are 


Nerve  then  thy  heart  to  meet  that  hitter  lot, 
'TIS  agony— but  soon  to  be  forgot ! 

What  deeper  pangs  maternal  hearts  can  wrimg. 
Than  hourly  to  behold  the  spoiler's  breath 
Shedding,  as  mildews  on  the  bloom  of  sprinr. 
O'er  In&ncy's  &ir  cheek  the  blight  of  Death  7 
To  gate  and  shrink,  as  gathering  shades  o'ereast 
The  pals  smooth  brow,  yet  watch  it,  to  the  knt ! 

Such  panffs  were  thine,  young  mother! — ^TbaB 

didst  Dend 
O'er  thv  fiiir  boy,  and  raise  his  drooping  head. 
And  famt  and  hooeless,  far  from  every  friend. 
Keep  thy  sad  midnightvigils  near  his  bed. 
And  watch  his  patient,  supplicating  eye, 
Fix'd  upon  thee— on  thee  !-^who  oouldst  no  aid 

supply! 

There  was  no  voice  to  cheer  thy  lonely  woe 
Through,  those  dark  hours — to  thee  the  vrind*s 

low  si|fh. 
And  the  famt  murmur  of  the  ocean's  flow. 
Came  like  some  spirit  whispering — **He  oaosl 

die!" 
And  thou  didst  vainly  clasp  him  to  the  breast 
His  young  and  sunny  smiles  so  oft  with  hope  had 

blest. 

*Tis  past— that  fearful  trial — ^he  is  gone— 
But  thou,  sad  mourner  I  host  not  long  to  vroep, 
The  hour  of  Nature's  charter'd  peace  comes  on. 
And  thou  shalt  share  thine  infant's  holy  sleepi. 
A  few  short  sufferings  yet — and  Death  shall  be 
As  a  bright  messenger  from  Heaven  to  thee. 


Bat  ask  not^-bope  not— one  relenting  thoogbt 
From  him  who  doom'd  thee  thus  to  waste  away. 
Whose  hear^  with  sullen  speechless  vengeanae 

fiunght. 
Broods  m  dark  triumph  o'er  thy  slow  decay. 
And  oddly,  sternly,  silently  can  trace 
The  gradual  withering  of  each  youthful  graoaw 

And  yet  the  day  of  vain  remorse  shall  oome. 
When  thou,  hnghi  victim!  on  his  dreams  shaft  nse 
As  an  accusing  angel— and  thv  tomb, 
A  martyr's  shrme,  be  hallow'd  in  his  eyes ! 
Then  shall  thine  innocence  his  bosom  wring. 
More  than  thy  fancied  guilt  with  jealous  panga 
could  stii^. 

Lift  thy  meek  eyes  to  Heaven — fer  all  on  earth. 
Young  sufferer!    fades  before  tlice — ^Thon  art 

lone — 
Hope,  Fortune,  Love,  smiled  brightly  on  thy  biriL 
1  Thine  hour  of  death  is  all  Affliction's  own ! 
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It  is  oar  taak  to  sufier-Huid  our  &te 
Toktra  that  mighty  loMon,  soon  or  late. 

The  aeason^s  glory  fades— the  Yintage-Iay 
Throogh  joyous  Italy  resounds  no  more ; 
Bat  mortal  lovelinesB  hath  passM  away, 
Fairer  tb^n  aught  in  snmmer*8  glowing  store. 
Beauty  and  youth  are  gone — behold  them  such 
As  Death  hath  made  them  withhis  blighting  touch! 

The  summer's  breath  came  o*er  them— and  they 

died! 
Softly  it  came,  to  give  luxuriance  birth, 
CallM  forth  young  Nature  in  her  festal  pride. 
But  bare  to  them  their  summons  from  the  earth 
Again  shall  blow  that  mild,  ddicious  breeze, 
And  wake  to  li&  and  light  all  flowers— but  those. 

No  sculptured  urn,  nor  Terse  thy  Tirtues  telling, 
O  lost  and  loveliest  one !  adorns  thy  grave. 
But  oV"  that  humble  cypress-shadcMi  dwelling 
The  dew-drops  glisten,  and  the  wild-flowers  wave — 
Emblems  qaoro  meet,  in  transient  light  and  bloom. 
For  thee,  who  thus  didst  pass  in  bnghtness  to  the 
tomb! 


SEBASTIAN  OP  PORTUGAL. 

A  DRAMATIO  FRAOMENT. 


DramaiiM  Perwimm. 
Sbbastiah.  Zamor,  a  ywng  Arab, 

GonAUBZ,  U$  friend.      Stlvkula. 


SCENE  I. 
The  geo'thore  near  Lisbon» 

SCBAST. — GONZAI^ — ^ZaMOR. 

BeUM.  With  what  young  life  and  fragrance  in 
its  breath 
Mr  native  air  salutes  me !  from  the  groves 
Of  citron,  and  the  mountains  of  the  vine. 
And  thy  majestic  tide  thus  foaming  on 
In  power  and  freeedom  o*cr  its  ^Iden  sands, 
Fair  stream,  my  Tajo !  youth  with  all  its  riow 
And  pride  of  feeling  through  my  soul  snd  frame 
Again  seems  rushing,  as  these  noble  waves 
Past  their  bright  shores  flow  joyously.  Sweet  land. 
My  own,  my  Fathers*  land,  of  sunny  skies 
And  orange  bowers ! — Oh !  is  it  not  a  dream 
Thai  thus  I  tread  thy  soil  7  Or  do  I  wake 
FVom  a  dark  dream  but  now  ?  Gonzalez,  say. 
Doth  It  not  bring  the  flush  of  early  lift 
Back  on  th*  awuenin^  spirit,  thus  to  gaie 
On  tlie  ikr  sweeping  river,  and  the  shades 
Which  in  their  undulating  motion  speak 
Of  gentle  winds  amidst  bright  waters  bom. 
After  the  fiery  skies  and  dark  red  sands 
Of  the  lone  desert  7  Time  and  toil  must  iieods 
Have  changed  our  mien ;  but  this,  our  blessed  land. 
Rath  gainM  but  richer  beauty  since  we  bode 
Her  ffLwing  shores  fkrcwelL   Seems  it  not  thus  7 
Thy  orow  is  clouded.— 


ChmtoL  To  mine  eye  the  scene 

Wears,  amidst  all  its  quiet  loveliness, 
A  hue  of  desolation,  and  the  calm. 
The  soUtude  and  silence  which  pervade 
Earthy  air,  and  ocean,  seem  bekmging  less 
To  peace  than  sadness !  We  have  proudly  stood 
Even  on  this  shore,  beside  the  Atlantic  wave, 
When  it  hath  look'd  not  thus. 

Sthati,  Ay,  now  thy  soul 

Is  in  the  past !  Oh  no,  it  lookM  not  thus 
When  the  mom  smiled  upon  our  thousand  sails. 
And  the  winds  blew  for  Afric!  How  that  hour, 
With  all  its  hues  of  glory,  seems  to  burst 
Again  upon  my  vision !  I  behold 
The  stately  barks,  the  arming,  the  array. 
The  crestB,  the  banners  of  my  cliivalry 
Swayed  by  the  sea-breeze  till  their  motion  showM 
Like  joyous  life!  How  the  proud  billows  foam'd ! 
And  tile  oars  flashed,  like  lightnings  of  the  deep^ 
And  the  tall  spears  went  glancing  to  the  sun. 
And  scattering  round  quick  rays,  as  if  to  guide 
The  valiant  unto  fame !  Aye,  the  blue  heaven 
Seem*d  for  that  noble  scene  a  canopy 
Scarce  too  majestic,  while  it  rung  alar 
To  peals  of  warlike  sound !  My  gallant  bands ! 
Where  are  you  now  7 

GofUoZ.  Bid  the  wide  desert  tell 

Where  sleep  its  dead !  To  mightier  hosts  than  them 
Hath  it  lent  graves  ere  now ;  and  on  its  breast 
Is  room  for  nations  yet ! 

S^MuL  It  cannot  be. 

That  all  have  perishM !  Many  a  noble  man. 
Made  captive  on  that  war-'field,  may  have  burst 
His  bonds  like  ours.  Cloud  not  this  fleeting  hooii 
Which  to  mv  soul  is  as  the  fountain*s  draught 
To  the  parchM  lip  of  lever,  with  a  thought 
So  darkly  sad ! 

G<mxal»         Oh  never,  never  cast 
That  deep  remembrance  from  you !  When  once 

more 
Your  place  is  'midst  earth's  rulers,  let  it  dwell 
Around  you,  as  the  shadow  of  your  throne. 
Wherein  the  land  mav  rest    My  king,  this  hoax 
(Solemn  as  that  which  to  the  voyager's  eye 
In  far  and  dim  perspective  doth  umbld 
A  new  and  boundless  world)  may  haply  be. 
The  last  in  which  the  courage  and  the  power 
Of  troth's  high  voice  may  reach  you !  Who  may 

stand 
As  man  to  man,  as  friend  to  friend,  before 
The  ancestral  throne  of  monarchs7  Or  perchanee 
Toils,  such  as  tame  the  loftiest  to  endurance, 
Henceforth  may  wait  us  herd !  But  howsoe'er 
This  be,  the  lessons  now  from  suflerings  past 
Befit  all  time,  all  change.    Oh !  by  the  blood. 
The  firee,  the  generous  blood  of  Portugal, 
Shed  on  the  sands  of  Afric, — by  the  names 
Which,  with  their  centuries  of  high  renown, 
Tliere  died,  extinct  for  ever, — let  not  those 
Who  stood  in  hope  and  glory  at  our  side 
Here,  on  this  very  sea-beach,  whence  they  pass'd 
To  fall,  and  leave  no  tropoy, — let  them  not 
Be  soon,  be  e'er  forgotten !  for  tlieir  fate 
Bears  a  deep  warning  in  its  awfulness, 
MHicnce  power  might  well  leara  wisdom  ! 

Seh^H.  ^hinkest  thou  IHsn 
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rhat  years  of  auflferanoe  and  captivity, 
Such  as  have  bowM  down  eagle  hearts  ere  now, 
And  made  high  enerpes  their  spoil,  have  passed 
So  lightly  o*cr  my  spirit  7  It  is  not  thus ! 
The  things  thou  woaldst  recall  are  not  of  those 
To  be  forgotten !  But  my  heart  hath  still 
A  sense,  a  bounding  pulse  for  hope^d  joyi 
And  it  tt  joy  which  whispers  in  the  breeze 
Sent  from  my  own  (ree  mountains.    BrsTe  Gon- 

lalez '. 
Thou  art  one  to  make  thy  fearless  heart  a  shield 
Unto  thy  friend,  in  the  dark  stormy  hour 
When  knightly  crests  are  trampled,  and  proud 

helms 
Cleft,  and  strong  breast-plates  shiverM.    Thou 

art  one 
To  infuse  the  soul  of  gallant  fortitude 
Into  the  captive's  bosom,  and  beguile 
The  long  slow  march  beneath  the  burning  noon 
With  lofty  patience ;  but  for  those  quick  bursts, 
Those  buoyant  efforts  of  the  soul  to  cast  ■ 
Her  weight  of  care  to  earth,  those  brief  delights 
Whose  source  is  in  a  sunbeam,  or  a  sound 
Which  stirs  the  blood,  or  a  young  breeze,  whose 

wing 
Wanders  in  chamless  joy ;  for  things  like  these 
Thou  hast  no  sympathies ! — And  thou,  my  Zamor, 
Art  wrapt  in  thought !  I  welcome  thee  to  this. 
The  kingdom  of  my  fathers.    Is  it  not 
A  goodly  heritage  f 

Zamor.  The  land  is  fair 

But  he,  the  archer  of  the  wilderness, 
Beholdeth  not  the  palms  beneath  whose  shade 
His  tents  are  scattered,  and  his  camels  rest ; 
And  therefore  is  he  sad ! 

Sehaat,  Thou  must  not  pine 

With  that  sick  yearning  of  the  impatient  heart. 
Which  makes  the  exile*8  life  one  feverM  dream 
Of  skies,  and  hills,  and  voices  far  away. 
And  faces  wearing  the  familiar  hues. 
Lent  by  his  native  sunbeams.    I  have  known 
Too  much  of  this,  and  would  not  sec  another 
Thus  daily  die.    If  it  be  so  with  thee, 
My  gentle  Zamor,  speak.    Behold,  our  bark 
Yet,  with  her  white  sails  catching  sunset's  glow. 
Lies  within  signal  reach.    If  it  be  thus. 
Then  fare  thee  well,  farewell  thou  brave  and  true, 
And  generous  friend  \  How  often  is  our  path 
CrossM  by  some  being  whose  bright  spirit  sheds 
A  passing  gladness  o*er  it,  but  whose  course 
Leads  down  another  current,  never  more 
I'o  blend  with  ours !  Yet  far  within  our  souls. 
Amidst  the  rushing  of  the  busy  world. 
Dwells  many  a  secret  thought,  which  lingers  yet 
Around  that  image.    And  e*en  so,  kind  Zamor, 
Shalt  thou  be  long  remembered ! 

Zamor.  "By  the  fame 

Of  my  brave  sire,  whose  deeds  the  warrior  tribes 
Tell  round  the  desert's  watchfire,  at  the  hour 
(If  silence,  and  of  coolness,  and  of  stars, 
I  will  not  leave  thee !  'Twas  in  such  an  hour 
Tlie  dreams  of  rest  were  on  me,  and  I  lay 
Shrouded  in  slumber's  mantle,  as  within 
The  chambers  of  the  dead.    Who  saved  me  then, 
\Vlicii  the  pard,  soundless  as  the  midnight,  stole 
Soft  on  the  sleeper?  Whose  keen  dart  transfix'd 


The  monarch  of  the  solitudes?  I  woke. 
And  saw  thy  javelin  crimson'd  with  hia  blood. 
Thou,  my  dekverer !  and  my  heart  e'en  then 
Call'd  thee  its  brother. 

Sehatt.  For  that  gift  of  life 

With  one  of  tenfold  price,  even  fre^om's  sel^ 
Thou  hast  repaid  me  welL 

Zamor.  Then  bid  me  not 

Forsake  thee !  Though  my  Other's  tents  may  riatt 
At  times  upon  my  spirit,  yet  my  home 
Shall  be  amidst  thy  mountams,  Prince,  and  thoQ 
Shalt  be  my  chiefj  until  I  see  thee  robed 
With  all  thy  power.    When  thou  canst  need  no 

more 
Thine  Arab's  faithful  heart  and  vigoroos  arm. 
From  the  green  regions  of  the  setting  sun 
Then  shall  the  wanderer  turn  his  steps,  and  seek 
His  orient  wilds  again. 

Sebatt.  Be  near  me  stiJl, 

And  ever,  oh  my  warrior!  I  shall  stand 
Again  amidst  my  hosts,  a  mail-dad  king, 
Begirt  with  spears  and  banners,  and  the  pomp 
And  the  proud  sounds  of  battle.    Be  thy  place 
Then  at  my  side.    When  doth  a  monarch  oeaae 
To  need  true  hearts,  bold  hands  7  Not  in  the  field 
Of  arms,  nor  on  the  throne  of  power,  nor  yet 
The  couch  of  sleep.  Be  our  friend,  wo  will  not  part. 

QonzaL    Bo  all  thy  friends  then  fiuthful,  for 
even  yet 
They  may  be  fiercely  tried. 

SehaoL  I  doubt  them  noL 

Even  now  my  heart  beats  high  to  meet  their  wd 

come : 
Let  us  away ! 

GonzaL    Yet  hear  once  more,  my  liege : 
The  humblest  pilgrim,  from  his  distant  shrine 
Returning,  finds  not  even  his  peasant  home 
Unchanged  amidst  its  vineyards.  Some  loved  &oa 
Which  made  the  sun-light  of  his  lowly  board 
Is  touch'd  by  sickness ;  some  familiar  face 
Greets  him  no  more ;  and  shall  not  fiite  and  time 
Have  done  their  work  since  last  we  parted  henoe 
Upon  an  empire  ? — ^Ay,  within  those  years. 
Hearts  from  their  ancient  worship  have  fallen  oi^ 
And  bow'd  before  new  stars :  liigh  names  have 

sunk 
Fr6m  their  supremacy  of  place,  and  others 
Gone  forth,  and  made  themselves  the  mighty 

sounds 
At  which  thrones  tremble.    Oh !  he  slow  to  tmst 
E'en  those  to  whom  your  smiles  were  wont  to 

seem 
As  light  is  unto  flowers.    Ssarch  well  the  depths 
Of  bosoms  in  whose  keepingf  you  would  shrine 
The  secret  of  your  state.    Storms  pass  not  by» 
Leaving  earth's  face  unchanged. 

Sebaat.  Whence  didst  thou  learn 

The  cold  distrust  which  casts  so  deep  a  shadow 
O'er  a  most  noble  nature  ? 

GonzaL  Life  hath  been 

My  stem  and  only  teacher.    I  have  known 
Vicissitudes  in  all  things,  but  the  most 
In  human  hearts.    Oh !  yet  a  while  tame  down 
That  ro3rol  spirit,  till  the  hour  be  come 
When  it  may  burst  its  bondage !  On  thy  brow 
The  suns  of  burning  climes  hiye  set  their  seal. 
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And  toil,  and  years,  and  perils,  bafe  not  paM'd 
O'er  the  bright  aspect,  and  the  ardent  eye 
Km  doth  a  breeie  of  lummer.    Be  that  change 
The  mask  beneath  whose  shelter  thou  may'st  read 
Men's  thoughts,  and  yeil  thine  own. 

S^mbL  Am  I  thus  changed 

From  all  I  was  ?  And  yet  it  needs  must  be, 
Since  e'en  my  soul  hath  caught  another  hue^ 
From  its  bng  suffBriiiffs.    Did  I  not  array 
The  ffalluit  flower  of  Lusian  chivalry. 
And  lead  the  mighty  of  the  land,  to  poor 
Destruction  on  the  Moslem  ?  I  return, 
Aiyd  as  a  fearless  and  a  trusted  friend. 
Bring,  from  the  realms  of  my  captivity, 
An  Arab  of  the  desert! — ^Bat  the  son 
Hath  simk  below  th*  Atlantic.    Let  ns  hence— 
GonxalesE,  fear  me  not  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  IL 

A  Street  in  LUhon  illuminated. 

Mant  Cmaxn* 

Isl  CiL  In  sooth  our  city  wears  a  goodly  mien 
With  her  fkr-Uazing  fanes,  and  festive  lamps 
Shining  from  all  her  marble  palaces, 
Countless  as  heaven's  fiur  stars.    The  humblest 

hittice 
Sends  forth  its  radiance.    How  the  sparkling 

waves 
Flinff  back  the  light ! 

fid  CU.  Ay,  *t  is  a  gallant  show ; 

And  /me  which  serves,  like  others,  to  conceal 
Tbinifs  which  must  not  be  told. 

dd  CU,  What  wouldst  thou  say  T 

Sid  Cit.   That  which  may  scarce,  in  perilous 
times  like  these. 
Be  said  with  safety.    Hast  thou  look'd  within 
Those  stately  palaces  7  Were  they  but  peopled 
With  the  high  race  of  warlike  nobles,  once 
Their  princely  lords,  think'st  thou,  good  fViend, 

that  now 
They  would  be  glittering  with  tliis  hollow  pomp, 
To  greet  a  conqueror's  entrance  7 

3d  Cit  ThoQ  say'st  welL 

None  but  a  land  forsaken  of  its  chiefi 
Had  been  so  lost  and  won. 

ith  Cit,  The  lot  is  cast ; 

We  have  but  to  yield.  Hush !  for  some  strangers 

come: 
Now,  friends,  beware. 

Ist  CiL  Did  the  King  pass  this  way 

At  morning,  with  his  train  7 

2d  Cit.  Ay,  saw  you  not 

The  long  and  rich  procession  7 

[Sebatt.  enttn  with  Oontal,  and  ZamoTn 

SehaH,  to  Ocnxal  This  should  be 

The  night  of  some  high  festival.    E'en  thus 
My  royal  city  to  the  skies  sent  up 
From  her  illumined  fanes  and  towers  a  voioe 
Of  gladness,  welcoming  oor  first  return 
From  Afric's  coast    Speak  thou,  Gonzales,  ask 
The  cause  of  this  rejoicing.    To  my  heart 
Deep  feelings  rush,  so  mingled  and  so  fast, 
My  voice  perchance  might  tremble. 


ChMoL  atixen, 

What  festal  night  is  this,  that  all  your  streets 
Are  throng'd  and  glittering  thus  7 

1st  Cit,  Hast  thou  not  heard 

Of  the  king's  entry,  in  triumphal  pomp. 
This  very  mom  7 

Chnzal.  The  King !  triumphal  pomp  I 

Thy  words  are  dark. 

Sehatt,  Speak  yet  again,  mine  ears 

Ring  with  strange  sounds.    Again ! 

1st  Cit,  I  said,  the  King, 

Philip  of  Spain,  and  now  of  Portugal, 
This  mommg  enter'd  wiui  a  conqueror's  train 
Our  city's  royal  palaee :  and  for  this 
We  hold  our  festivaL 

Sebatt,  (in  a  low  voice,)    Thou  saidst— the 
King! 
His  name  7  I  heard  it  not 

lot  Cit  Philip  of  Spain. 

Sebtut,    Philip  of  Spain!    We  slumber,  till 
aroused 
By  th'  earthquake's  bursting  shock.    Hath  there 

not  fallen 
A  sudden  darkness  7  All  thinp  seem  to  float 
Obscurely  round  mn.  Now  'tis  past   The  streets 
Are  blazmg  with  strange  fire.    Go,  quench  those 

lamps; 
They  glare  upon  me  till  my  Tery  brain 
Grows  dizzy,  and  doth  whirl.  How  dared  ye  thus 
Light  up  your  shrines  for  him  ? 

Gonxaf,  Away,  away. 

This  is  no  time,  no  scene^ 

S^it.  Philip  of  Spain ! 

How  name  ye  this  fair  land  7  Why — is  it  not 
The  free,  the  chivalrous  Portugal  7  the  land 
By  the  proud  ransom  of  heroic  blood 
Won  from  the  Moor  of  old  7  Did  that  red  stream 
Sink  to  the  earth,  and  leave  no  ftetj  current 
In  the  veins  of  noble  men,  that  so  its  tide, 
Full  swelling  at  the  sound  of  hostile  steps. 
Might  be  a  kingdom's  barrier  7 

2d  Cit.  That  high  blood 

Which  should  have  been  oor  strength,  profusely 

shed 
By  the  rash  King  Sebastian,  bathed  the  plains 
Of  fetal  Alcazar.    Our  monarch's  guilt 
Hath  brought  this  ruin  down. 

Sebaot.  Must  this  be  heard. 

And  borne  and  unchastised.    Man,  darest  thoa 

stand 
Befere  me  fece  to  fece,  and  thus  arraign 
Thy  sovereign  7 

Zamor  (aoide  to  Sebaot,)  Shall  I  lift  the  sword, 
my  Prince, 
Against  thy  foes  7 

Gonzal  Be  still !  or  all  is  lost 

2d  Cit.  I  dare  speak  that  which  all  men  think 
and  know. 
'TIS  to  Sebastian,  and  his  waste  of  life, 
And  power,  and  treasure,  that  we  owe  these  bonds. 

3d  Cit.    Talk  not  of  bonds.    May  oor  new 
monarch  rule 
The  weary  land  in  peace !  But  who  art  *hoa.7 
Whence  comest  thou,  haughty  stranger,  cnai 

these  things, 
Known  to  all  nations,  should  be  new  to  theei 
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.  {wildly)   I  ooiM  firom  ngixma  wiiere 
Um  cities  lie 
In  ruint,  not  in  chaise 

[Exii  toilA  OmuaL  tmd  Ztmt* 
2d  CiL  He  wean  tbe  mien 

Of  one  that  hath  commanded ;  yet  hia  looks 
And  words  were  stranipely  wild. 

l$t  CiL  M&rkM  you  his  fierce 

And  haughty  gestore,  and  the  flash  that  hioke 
From  his  dark  eye,  when  King  Sebastian's  name 
Became  our  theme  7 

2d  CU,  Tnut  me  there's  more  in  this 

Than  may  be  lightly  said.    These  are  no  times 
To  breatlie  mea*s  thoughts  in  th*  open  ftoe  of 

Beaven 
And  ear  of  multitudes.    They  that  would  speak 
Of  monarchs  and  their  deeds  should  keep  within 
Their  quiet  homes.  Come,  let  us  hence,  and  then 
Weil  commune  of  this  stranger.  [ExmnL 


SCENE  III. 
The  Portico  qf  a  P&Uee. 

SSBASTd — G0NZAL<— SUmOR. 

SAoMt.  Withstand  me  not !  I  tell  thee  that  my 
soul, 
With  all  its  passionate  energies,  is  roused 
Unto  that  fearful  strength  which  muit  have  way 
E'en  like  tbe  elements,  in  their  hour  of  might 
And  mastery  o*er  creation* 

OonxaL  But  they  wait 

That  hoar  in  silence.    O !  be  calm  awhile. 
Thine  is  not  come.    My  King — 

8eba$L  I  am  no  King, 

While  m  the  very  palace  of  my  sires, 
Ay,  where   mine  eyes  first  drank  the  glorious 

light. 
Where  my  soul's  thrilling  echoes  first  awoke 
To  the  high  sound  of  earth*s  immortal  namei 
Th*  usurper  lives  and  reigns.    I  am  no  king 
Until  I  cast  him  thence. 

Zamar,  Shall  not  thy  voice. 

Be  as  a  trumpet  to  the  awakening  land  ? 
Will  not  the  bright  aworda  flash  like  sun*bnnts 

forUi 
When  the  brave  hear  their  chief  7 

OomzaL  Peace,  Zamor,  peace ! 

Child  of  the  desert,  what  hast  tliou  to  do 
With  the  calm  hour  of  counsel  7 

-Monarch, 


T^ka  off  Its  interdiet    Wait  than  the  boar 
Of  that  high  impulse. 

lAUL  Is  it  not  the  sun 

Whose  radiant  buntmg  through  the  embattled 

ekrads 
Dolh  make  it  momT   Tbe  hour  of  whtdi  thov 

speak'st. 

Itself,  with  all  iU  gbry,  is  the  work 
Of  some  eomraanding  nature,  which  doth  bid 
Tbe  sullen  shades  disperse.    Away !— eVn  now 
The  bnd*s  high  hearts,  tHb  fearless  and  the  trais 
Shall  know  they  have  a  leader.    Is  not  this 
The  manskm  of  mine  own,  mine  earliest  friend* 
Sylveira7 

GcnxoL    Ay,  its  glittering  lamps  too  well 
Illume  the  stately  vestibule  to  leave 
Our  sight  a  moment's  doubt    He  ever  loved 
Such  pageantries. 

S^boMt,  Hit  dwelling  thus  &dom'd 

On  such  a  night !  Yet  will  I  seek  him  here. 
He  must  be  faithliil,  and  to  him  the  first 
My  tale  shall  be  rcveai'd.    A  sodden  chill 
Falls  on  my  heart;  and  yet  I  will  not  wron|r 
My  friend  with  dull  suspicion.    He  hath  T 
Link'd  all  too  doeeiy  with  mine  inmc 
And  what  have  I  to  lose  7 

Oanxal  U  their  Uaod  non^ 

Who  without  hope  will  follow  where  thou  kadeal 
Even  unto  death  7 

SebatL  Was  that  a  bmve  man's  voice  7 

Warrior,  and  fiiend!  how  long  then  hast  thon 

learn'd 
To  hcdd  thy  blood  thus  dear 

Gongal.  Of  auae,  mine  own 

Think*8t  thou  I  spoke  7  When  all  is  shed  for  thee 
Thoult  know  me  bettor. 

Sehaat,  (tntaring  tke  palaee.)  For  a  while  &rewcll 

[EsiL 
'    Gonzal  Thus  princes  lead  men's  hearth  Coms^ 

fidlow  me. 
And  if  a  home  is  loft  me  stiD,  brave  Zamor, 
There  will  I  bid  thee  welcome.  [Exeuat 


A  kingdom's  destiny  should  not  be  the  sport 

Of  passion's  reckless  winds.    There  is  a  time 

When  men,  in  very  weariness  of  heart 

And  careless  desolation,  tamed  to  yield 

By  misery,  strong  as  death,  will  lay  their  souls 

ETcn  at  the  conqueror's  feet,  as  nature  ainks, 

Afier  long  torture,  into  cold,  and  dull 

And  heavy  sleep.    But  cotnes  there  not  an  hour 

Of  fierce  atonement  7  Ay,  the  slnmbcrcr  wakes 

Wilii  gather'd  strength  and  vengeance.    And  the 


And  <he  remembrance  of  his  agonies 

Are  in  tlicmselvcs  a  power,  whose  iearfu.  path 

««  like  tl^  psth  of  ocean,  when  the  Heavens 


A  HaU  within  the  Palace, 

Sbsast.— SvLVKiaA. 

Sylv,  Whence  art  thou,  stranger  7  what  wonUst 
thon  with  me  7 
There  is  a  fiery  wildncss  in  thy  mien 
Stattling  and  almost  fearful 

SebaH,  From  the  stern 

And  vast  and  desolate  wilderness,  whose  lord 
Is  the  fierce  lion,  and  whoiie  gentlest  wind 
Breathes  of  of  the  tomb,  and  whose  dark  ohildm 

make 
llie  bow  and  spear  their  law,  men  bear  not  bacfe 
That  smilmgncsB  of  aspect,  wont  to  mask 
The  secrets  of  their  spirits  'midst  the  stir 
Of  courts  and  cities.    I  have  look'd  on  scenes 
Boundless,  and  strange,  and  tsrrible;  I  haw 

Imown 
Suffering  whidi  are  not  in  the  shadowy  aooya 
Of  wild  imagination ;  and  these  things 
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Have  0ttmp*d  me  with  their  impnee.    Man  of 

peace, 
Thou  looklst  on  one  fiunilwr  with  the  eztremes 
Of  grrandear  aod  of  nuaery. 

Sylv,  Stranger,  apeak 

Thy  name  and  parpose  briefly,  for  the  time 
111  suitB  these  mysieriea.   I  most  hence ;  to-night 
I  feast  the  lords  of  Spain. 

SeboBL  Is  that  a  task 

For  King  Sebastian's  friend  *. 

Sifh,  Sebastian^s  friend ! 

That  name  bath  loc^  its  meaning.    Will  the  dead 
Bise  from  their  siknt  dwellings,  to  upbraid 
The  living  for  the;r  mirth.  The  grave  sets  bomids 
Unto  all  human  friendship. 

Sebast,  ,  On  the  plain 

Of  Aloaxai  frjl  many  a  stately  flower, 
The  pride  and  crown  of  pome  high  house,  was  laid 
Low  in  the  dust  of  Afric ;  but  of  these 
Sebastian  was  not  one. 

Sylv.  I  am  not  skiU*d 

To  deal  with  men  of  mystery.    Take  then  oflT 
The  strange  dark  scrutiny  of  thine  eye  from  mine. 
What  meanest  thou  ?--8peak2 

SeboML  Sebastian  died  not  there. 

I  read  no  joy  in  that^cold  doubting^  mien.-^ 
Is  not  thy  name  Sylveira  ? 

fiy^  Ay. 

SebagL  Why  then 

Be  glad    I  tell  thee  that  Sebastian  fives ! 
Think  thou  on  this — he  lives !  Should  he  return 
— For  he  may  yet  return — and  find  the  friend 
In  whom  he  trusted  with  such  perfect  trust 
As  sliould  be  heaven's  alone— Mark'st  thou  my 


--Should  he  then  find  this  man,  not  sirt  and  arm'd, 
And  watching  o'er  the  heritage  of  his  lord. 
But,  reckless  of  high  fimno  and  loyal  faith. 
Holding  Imturioas  revels  with  his  foes. 
How  wouldst  thou  meet  his  glance  T 

SyUf,  As  I  do  thine. 

Keen  though  it  be,  and  proud. 

SebatL  Why  thou  dost  quail 

Before  it,  even  as  if  the  burning  eye 
Of  the  broad  sun  pursued  thy  shrinking  soul 
Through  all  its  deptlM. 

Syh,  Away!  He  died  not  there! 

He  9hoM  have  died  there,  with  the  chivalry 
And  strength  and  honour  of  his  kingdom,  lost 
By  his  impetuous  rashness. 

I  SehaBL  This  from  <il«ef 

Who  hath  given  power  to  falsehood,  that  one  gaze 

I      At  its  unnusk'd  and  withering  mien  should  blight 

I      High  souls  at  once  ?  I  wake.  And  this  from  thee? 

!      There  are,  whose  eyes  discern  the  secret  springs 
Which  lie  beneath  the  desert,  and  the  gold 

I      And  gems  within  earth's  caverns,  far  below 
The  everlasting  hills :  but  who  hath  dared 
To  dream  that  heaven's  most  awful  attribute 
Invested  his  mortality,  and  to  boast 
That  through  its  inmost  folds  his  giimoe  could  read 

!      One  heart,  one  human  heart  7  Why  then,  to  love 

I      And  trust  is  but  to  lend  a  traitor  arms 
Of  keenest  temper  and  unerring  aim, 
Wherewith  to  pieroe  our  souk.  But  thou,  beware ! 
Sebastian  lives ! 


Skfit.  If  it  be  so,  and  thou 

Art  of  his  folbwers  still,  then  bid  him  seek 
Far  in  the  wilds  which  gave  one  sepulchre 
To  his  proud  hoets,  a  kingdom  and  a  home, 
For  none  u  left  him  here. 

S^MSL  This  is  to  live 

An  age  of  wisdom  in  an  hoar !  The  man 
Whose  empire,  as  in  scorn,  o'erpass'd  the  bounda 
E'en  of  the  infinite  deep;  whose  orient  realms 
I/ay  bright  beneath  the  morning,  while  the  clouds 
Were  brooding  in  their  sunset  mantle,  still 
O'er  his  majestic  regions  of  the  west ; 
This  heir  (/  far  dominion  shall  return. 
And,  in  the  (ery  city  of  his  birth. 
Shall  find  no  home !  Ay,  I  wiU  tell  him  this, 
And  he  wiQ  answer  tliat  the  tale  is  false. 
False  as  a  traitor's  hollow  words  of  love ; 
And  that  the  stately  dwelling,  in  whose  halls 
We  commune  now — a  friend's,  a  monarch's  gift, 
Unto  the  chosen  of  his  heart,  Sylveira, 
Should  yield  him  still  a  welcome. 

Syiv.  Fare  thee  wet. 

I  may  not  pause  to  hear  tliee,  for  thy  words 
Are  frill  of  danger,  and  of  snares,  perchance 
Laid  by  some  treacherous  fbo.    But  all  in  vain. 
I  mock  thy  wiles  to  scorn. 

8eha$t  Ha!  ha!  the  snake 

Doth  pride  himself  in  his  distorted  cunning. 
Deeming  it  wisdom.    Nay,  thou  goest  not  thus. 
My  heart  is  bursting,  and  I  tnU  he  heard. 
What !  knowest  thou  not  my  spirit  was  bom  to 

hold 
Dominion  over  thine  ?  Thou  shaH  not  cast 
Those  bonds  thus  lightly  from  thee.    Stand  thou 

there. 
And  tremble  in  the  presence  of  thy  lord  I 

Sylo,  Tills  is  all  madness. 

Seb(ut.  Madnes^!  no, — I  say 

'Tis  reason  starting  from  her  sleep,  to  feel 
And  see,  and  know  in  all  tltcir  cold  distinctness, 
Things  which  come  o'er  her,  as  a  sense  of  pain 
O'  th'  sudden  wakes  the  dreamer.  Stay  thee  yet  - 
Be  stllL    Thou  art  used  .to  smile  and  to  obey ; 
Ay,  and  to  weep.    I  have  seen  thy  tears  flow  fii9t 
As  from  the  fulness  of  a  heart  o'ercharged 
With  loyal  love.    Oh !  never,  never  more 
Let  tears  or  smiles  be  trusted !  When  thy  king 
Went  forth  on  his  disastrous  enterprise, 
Upon  thy  bed  of  sickness  thou  wast  laid. 
And  he  stood  o'er  l^iee  with  a  look  of  one 
Who  leaves  a  dying  brother,  and  his  eyes 
Were  fill'd  with  tears  like  thine.    No !  not  lik^ 

thine: 
t  Hia  bosom  knew  no  falsehood,  and  he  deemed 
Thine  dear  and  stainless  as  a  Warner's  shield, 
Wherein  high  deeds  and  noUe  fiirms  alone 
Are  brightly  imaged  forth. 

Sylv.  What  now  avail 

These  rocoUectieos  7 

Sebatt,  What?  I  have  seen  thee  shrink 

As  a  murderer  from  llie  eye  of  light  hefate  me, 
I  have  eam'd,  (how  dearly  and  how  bitterly 
It  matters  not,  hot  I  A«m  eam'd  at  last) 
Deep  knowledge,  fearftil  wisdom.  Now !  begone* 
Henoe  to  thy  ^ests,  and  fear  aot,  thoofL  ■> 
raigned 
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E  en  of  Sebwti»n*s  friaadihiiK    Make  his  ■oora, 
(For  he  will  soorn  thee,  u  a  crouehin;  eUYO 
By  aU  high  hearts  is  tconiM)  thy  right,  thy  eharter 
iMto  vile  safety.    Let  the  secret  voice 
Whose  low  upbraidings  will  not  sleep  within  thee 
Be  as  a  sign,  a  token  of  thy  claim 
To  all  sodb  guerdooB  as  are  shower'd  on  traitors. 
When  noble  men  are  oriishU    And  ftar  thou 

not:— 
Tis  bat  the  kingly  cedar  which  the  storm 
Hark  from  his  mountain  throne :— 4h'  ignoble 

shrob, 
Grovelling  beneaAh*  may  live. 

a^lp.  '     It  is  %  part 

To  tremble  ftr  thy  life. 

&6esf .  They  that  have  lookM 

Upon  a  heart  like  thine,  shonld  know  too  well 
The  worth  of  life  to  tremble.   Bach  things  make 
Brave  men  and  reckless.  Ay,  and  they  whom  fate 
Would  trample  should  be  thus.    It  is  enough— 
Thou  Biay*st  depart 

8^9.  And  thou,  if  thou  dost  prise 

Thy  safety,  speed  thee  henoe.       [ExU  SwUmnt. 

&htui.  (flUme)  And  this  is  De 

Who  was  as  mine  own  soul ;  whose  image  rose 
Shadowinff  mj  dreams  of  glory  with  the  thought 
That  on  the  sick  man*s  weary  oouch  he  lay. 
Pining  to  share  my  battles ! 

[JIfiisie  Uird  wUkm,  and  eeiecs.] 


Te  winds  that  sweep  * 

The  conquer'd  billows  of  the  western  deep. 

Or  wander  where  the  mom 

'Midst  the  resplendent  Indian  heavens  is  bom. 

Waft  o*er  bright  isles  and  glorious  worlds  the  fame 

Of  the  crown'd  SpanianTs  name : 

Till  in  each  glowing  zone 

Its  might  the  nations  own. 

And  bow  to  him  the  vassal  knee 

Whose  sceptre  shadows  realms  from  sea  to  sea. 

SebatL    Away — away !  this  is  no  place  for  him 
Whose  name  hath  thus  resounded,  but  is  now 
A  word  of  desolation.  [Exit, 


TRANSLATIONS  FROM  HORACE. 


Book  L  Ode  XXX. 
TO  VBNUa 

Oh  !  leave  thine  own  bved  isle. 
Bright  Queen  of  Cyprus  and  the  Paphian  shores! 

And  here  on  61voera*s  fair  temple  smile. 
Where  vows  and  ucense  lavishly  she  pours. 

Waft  here  thy  glowing  son. 
Bring  Hermes,  let  the  nymphb  tbr  path  surround. 

And  youth  unlovely  till  thy  gifts  be  won, 
And  the  light  graces  with  the  zone  unbound. 


Original  of  the  foregoing 
O  Venus,  regina  Gnidi  Paphique, 
Speme  dilectam  Cyproo,  et,  voeantie 
Ture  te  multo,  Glyoers  deooram 
Transfer  in  edem. 


Fervidne  teeuoi  poer,  el  aokMib    * 
Gratis  sonis,  properentque  Nympbmi 
Et,  panun  oomis  sins  te,  Javentaa, 
Merenriusque. 


Book  I.  Od«  XXXVUL 


TO 


ATTENDANT. 


I  HATB  the  Persian's  costly  pride ; 
The  wreaths  with  bands  of  Linden  tied 

These,  boy,  delight  me  not ; 
Nor  where  the  lingering  roses  bide. 

Seek  thou  K>r  me  the  spot 
For  me  be  nought  but  myrtle  twined ; 
The  modest  mvrtle,  meet  to  bind 

Alike  tny  brows  and  mine ; 
While  thus  I  quaff  the  bowl,  reclined 

Beneath  the  o*erarching  vine. 


Originai  q/*  the  foregoing, 

Persioos  odi,  puor,  apparatus : 
Displicent  nexn  pfailyrtL  coronsB : 
Mitte  seetari,  rosa  quo  locorum 

Sera  moretur. 
Sixnplici  myrto  nihil  allaborcs 
Sedulus,  cura    Neque  te  minietnim 
Dedecct  myrtus,  neque  me  sub  arcta 

Vite  bibentem. 


BooklLOdoin 
TODELIUB. 


FiftM  be  thv  soul ! — serene  in  power. 
When  adverse  Fortune  clouds  the  sky; 

Undazzlod  by  the  triumph's  hour. 
Since,  Deuus,  thou  must  die ! 

Alike  if  still  to  grief  resigned, 
Or  if  through  festal  days  'tis  thine 

To  quaff,  in  grassy  haunts  redined. 
The  old  Falemian  wine : 

Haunts  where  the  silvery  poplar-bougfaa 
Love  with  the  pine's  to  blend  on  high. 

And  some  dear  roontain  brightly  flows 
In  graceful  windings  by. 

There  be  the  rose,  with  beauty  fraught 
80  soon  to  fade,  so  brilliant  now. 

There  be  the  wine,  the  odours  brought, 
While  Tone  and  Fate  allow! 

For  thou,  resiffDtng  to  thine  heir, 

Thy  halls,  thy  Mwers,  thy  treasured  elore 
Must  leave  that  home,  those  woodlands  fidr. 

On  yellow  Tyber's  shore. 

What  then  avails  it  if  thou  trace 
From  Inachus  thy  glorious  line  f 

Or,  sprang  from  some  ignoble  nee 
If  note  luof  be  thine? 
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Since  the  dread  lot  lor  all  matt  leap 
Forth  frnm  the  dark  revolying  am. 

And  we  must  tempt  the  gloomy  deep, 
Whence  exiles  ne*er  retam. 


Original  of  the  foregoing, 

JEqvau  memento  rebus  in  arduis 
Senrare  raentem,  non  secus  in  bonis 
Ab  insolenti  temperatam 
Letitia ;  moriture  Dellt, 
Seu  moBstOB  omni  tempore  vixeris, 
Sen  te  in  remoto  graniine  per  dies 
Festos  reclinatum  be^is 
Interiore  not&  Falerni. 
Qua  pinus  ingens,  albaque  popului, 
Umbram  hoepitalem  consociare  amant 
Ramie,  et  obliquo  laborat 
L^pAa  fugaz  trepidare  riro ; 
Hoc  Vina,  et  unguenta,  et  nimium  brovis 
Floree  amosnos  &rre  jobe  rosn, 
Dum  res,  et  etas,  ct  sororum 
Filk  triam  patiuntor  atra. 
Cedes  coemtis  saltibus,  et  domo, 
VilUque,  flavua  qaam  Tiberis  lavit 
Cedes ;  et  ezstnictu  in  altum 
Divitiis  potietur  heres. 
Divesne  priaco  natas  ab  Inacho, 
Ifil  interest,  an  pauper  et  infimi 
De  gente,  sub  diyo  moreris, 
'\^ctima  nil  miaerantis  Orcu 
Omnes  eodem  cogimur :  omnium 
Versatur  umft,  serius,  ocius 
Sors  exitora,  et  nos  in  sternum 
Ezsilium  impositora  cymbs. 


Book  ni.  Ode  xm. 

TO  THE  FOUNTAIN  OP  BANDUBIA. 
I  hi,  worthj  fragrant  gifts  of  flowers  and  wine, 

Bandusian  fount,  than  crystal  &r  more  bright! 
'i*o.morrow  shall  a  sportive  kid  be  thine, 

Whose  forehead  swells  with  horns  of  in&nt 
might : 
Mv'n  now  of  love  and  war  he  dreams  in  vain, 
]  loomed  with  his  blood  thy  gelid  wave  to  stain. 

]  et  the  red  Dog-star  bum ! — his  scorching  beam, 
Fieitse  in  resplendence  shall  molest  not  thee! 

ftill  sijelter*d  from  his   rage,  thy  banks,  fair 
Stream, 
To  the  wild  flock  around  thee  wandering  free, 

And  the  tired  oxen  from  the  furrowM  field ; 

llie  genial  freshness  of  their  breath  shall  yield. 

And  thou,  bright  Fount !  ennobled  and  renown*d, 

Shall  by  thy  poet*s  votive  song  be  made ; 
llioo   and    the    oak    with    deathless   verdure 
crown*d, 
Whose  boughs,  a  pendant  canopy,  o^ershade 
1  hose  hoUow  rocks,  whence,  murnraring  mSny  a 

tale, 
lliy  chiming  waters  pour  upop  the  vafe. 

41» 


Original  tf  the  for^^oiHg. 

O  fons  Bandusis,  splendidior  vitro, 
Dulci  digno  mero,  non  sine  floribus, 
Cras  £>naberi8  heado ; 

Cui  frons,  turgida  comibus 
Primis,  et  Venercm  et  prcelia  destinat 
Frustra ;  nam  gelldos  inficiet  i\hi 
'  Rubro  sangmne  hvos 

Lascivi  suboles  gregis. 
iTe  flagrantis  atrox  bora  Canicults 
Nescit  tangere :  tu  frigus  amabile 
Fessis  vomere  tauris 
Prssbes,  et  peoori  vaf  ow 
Fies  nobilium  tu  quoque  frontium. 
Me  dicente  cavis  impositam  ilioem 
Saxis,  undo  loquaoes 
XymphsB  desiliunt  tuas. 


Bookin.OdeXVIlL 

TO  PAUNUa 

Favnus  !  who  Iov*st  the  flying  Nymphs  to  chasu 

O  let  thy  steps  with  genial  influence  troad 
My  sunny  fiel<l^  and  be  thy  fostering  mce, 
iLefl  on  my  nursling  groves,  and  borders  shed 

IC,  at  the  mellow  closing  of  the  year, 
A  tender  kid  in  sacrmce  be  thine ; 

Nor  fiiil  the  liberal  bowls  to  Venus  dear ; 
Nor  clouds  of  incense  to  thine  antique  ahriflo 

Joyous  each  flock  in  meadow  herbage  plays, 
When  the  December  feast  retnms  to  thee , 

Calmly  the  ox  along  the  pasture  strays, 
With  festal  villagers  from  toil  set  free. 

Then  fh)m  the  wolf  no  more  the  lambs  retiea;. 
Then  shower  the  woods  to  thee  their  feliagf 
round; 

And  the  glad  labourer  triumphs  that  his  feet 
In  triple  dance  have  struck  the  hated  ground. 


Original  cf  the  foregoiiig. 

Faunk,  Nympharam  fiigientnm  amator. 
Per  meoe  fines  et  apnea  rura 
Lenis  mcedas,  abeasque  parvis 

.£quu8  alumnis ; , 
Si  tener  pleno  cadit  hcdus  anno, 
Largo  nee  desunt.  Veneris  sodali, 
Vina  crater®,  vetus  ara  multo 

Fumat  odore. 
Ludit  herboeo  pecus  omne  campo, 
Cum  tibi  Nome  rcdeunt  Deeemhrast 
Festus  in  pratis  vacat  otioao 

Cum  hove  pagus : 
Inter  audaces  lupus  errat  ngnos : 
Sparffit  agrestes  tibi  silva  frondes; 
Gandet  invisam  pepulisse  fossor 

Ter  pede  terram. 
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Df  IMITATION  or  PAET  OF  ODB  IIL  BOOK  IL* 

Brmo,  brin^  odoun  to  the  embowering  shade 
Where  the  tall  pine  and  popkr  Uend  on  hi^ ; 
Bring  rotes,  exquisite,  but  soon  to  fade. 
Snatch  e^ery  brief  doUght,  fiv  thou  must  die  ; 
Must  bid  thy  groves  fiirewell,  thy  sUtely  dome* 
Thy  lair  retreat  on  yeUow  Tyber's  shore. 
Whilst  other  inmates  refel  in  thy  home, 
And  claim  thy  piles  of  wealth;  thine  own  no 


He  who  relents  not,  dooms  thee  soon  to  tread 
The  shora  whence  none  return— the  country  nf 
thedead. 


ON  THE  HEBE  OF  GANOVA. 


WHiTun,  celestial  maid,  so  fast  away  7 
What  lures  thee  from  the  banquet  of  the  skiesT 
How  canst  thou  leave  thy  native  realms  of  day, 
For  this  low  sphere,  this  vale  of  clouds  and  sighs  7 
^  thou,  Canova!  soaring  high  above 


1.alian  art, — with  Grecian  magic  vying ! 

We  knew  thy  marMe  glowM  with  life 

But  who  had  seen  thee  image  footsteps  flying  t 


—Here  to  each  eye  the  wind  seems  gently  playing 
With  the  light  vest,  its  wavy  folds  arraying 
In  many  a  line  of  undulating  grace ; 
While  nature,  ne*er  her  mighty  laws  suspending. 
Stands,  before  marble  thus  with  motion  blending, 
^hie  moment  lost  in  thought,  its  hidden  cause  to 
trace. 


ItaB  On  .^Jm  of  nUMiB. 


Italu,  oh  !  Italia !  thou,  so  graced 

With  ill-8tarr*d  beauty,  which  to  thee  hath  been 

A  dower,  whose  fatal  splendour  may  be  traced 

In  the  deep  graven  sorrows  of  thy  mien ; 

Oh !  that  more  strength,  or  fewer  charms  were 

thine! 

That  those  might  fear  thee  more,  or  love  thee  less. 
Who  seem  to  worship  at  thy  radiant  shrine, 
Tlien  pierce  thee  with  the  death.pang*B  bitterness ! 
Not  then  would  foreign  hosts  have  drainM  the  tide 
Of  that  Eridanus  thy  blood  hath  dyed ; 
Nor  from  the  Alps  would  legions,  still  renew'd. 
Pour  down;  nor  wouldst  thou  wield  an  alien 

brand. 
And  fi^ht  thv  battles  with  the  stranger's  hand, 
Stall,  still  a  slave,  victorious  or  subdued ! 


ODE  ON  THE  DEFEAT  07 

KING  SEBASTIAN  OF  PORTUGA.    AliV 

HIS  ARMY,  IN  AFRICA. 


Htrrara,  wunmmttA  the  Diviot,  ww»  a  Hpaniifc 
Poet,  who  litad  in  the  raifD  of  ChwiM  V.,  and  a  atil  one- 
■idarvd  by  tht  CaaliliaM  u  ooo  of  ihdr  damo  wrilam.  Be 
■ioBod  at  iIm  intfodoeiioa  of  a  new  atyle  into  Spaoitb  PoeiiT. 
and  bia  lyria  amdatinfubhed  by  the  funrained  roijMy  oT  Ihcir 
laasu<«»  (be  rtrwiiient  raeurrance  ofexpfMaieM  and  innpan* 
dorived  appanttlf  from  a  fervent  aladj  oftba  propkoiie  books 
of  Scriptaro,  and  tho  lofty  tone  of  nniiooal  prido  mniMamed 
dwoosboal,  and  juatifled  indeed  by  ibo  natnra  of  die  mAJBciB 
to  wbieb  loaM  of  Ibew  prodneiiona  aro  devoted.  Una  laal 
chametoiiMie  ia  Ueodcd  with  a  deep  and  cnlhnaiantie  leelas 
of  rolifioo,  whieb  rathar  ezalti,  than  tenpen.  the  hnoffafy 
confidenoa  of  Iha  poet  in  tba  high  dcatiniea  of  hb  eoooliy. 
Spun  h  to  bfai.  what  Jodea  was  to  the  bards  who  mmg  bo- 
naatb  the  abadow  of  bar  paha-tfeea ;  the  ehoaea  and  bvoaved 
land,  wboao  paopla,  aeverad  from  all  ochan  by  the  parity  aad 
demtadnaai  of  their  fkith,  are  peenliarly  catted  to  wrenk  the 
▼angaanea  of  baaven  upon  the  infldol.  Thb  trinmphani  odb- 
▼ictioa  ia  powarfally  expraiaed  in  bia  masnifieaot  Oda  oa  tha 
Bauia  of  Lepanto. 

The  inpraaiion  of  deep  aolemolty  laf.  npon  ibo  mod  of  Iha 
Bpanirii  nader.  by  aootbor  of  Herrera'e  lyric  eooBponiiona 
will,  it  ia  foared.  ba  very  inadequately  eooveyad  Ibronsb  te 
of  the  followinf  tranalaiion. 


*  OriciBany  introdooad  In  tba  "  Laat  Oanatentine.* 


•Vtete  dolor,  y  cum 

A  voiCK  of  woe,  a  murmur  of  lamen;, 
A  spirit  of  deep  fear  and  mingled  irt ; 
Let  such  record  the  day,  the  day  of  wail 
For  Luflitania's  bitter  chastening  sent ! 
She  who  hath  seen  her  power,  her  fame  eipire. 
And  mourns  them  in  the  dust,  discrown*il  and 
pale! 

And  let  the  awiul  tele 
With  grief  and  horror  every  realm  o'ershade. 

From  Afric*8  burning  main 
To  the  far  se^,  in  other  hues  array*d. 
And  the  rod  limits  of  the  Orient*s  reign. 
Whose  nations,  haughty  tliough  subdued,  behold 
Christ*s  glorious  banner  to  the  winds  unfiiid. 

Alas !  for  those  that  in  embattled  power. 
And  vain  array  of  chariots  bi\{]  of  horse, 
O  desert  Libya !  sought  thy  fatal  coast! 
And  trusting  not  in  Him,  the  eternal  source 
Of  might  and  glory,  but  in  earthly  force. 
Making  the  strength  of  multitudes  their  boast, 

A  flushM  and  created  host. 
Elate  in  lofty  dreams  of  victory,  trod 
Their  path  of  pride,  as  o*er  a  conquered  land 
Given  for  the  spoil ;  nor  raised  their  ejtB  to  God 
And  Israel's  Holy  One  withdrew  his  hand. 
Their  sols  support}— and  heavily  and  prone 
They  fell--the  car,  the  steed,  the  rider,  afl  o^ 
thrown! 
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It  oima,  the  boor  of  wrath,  the  hour  of  woe, 
Which  to  deep  eolitade  and  tears  consi^M 
The  peopled  realm,  the  realm  of  joy  and  mirth ; 
A  gloom  was  on  the  heavens,  no  mantling  glow 
Announced  the  mom^it  seemM  as  nature  pined. 
And  boding  clouds  obecured  the  sunbeams'  birth; 

While,  startling  the  pale  earth. 
Bursting  upon  the  mighty  and  the  proud 

With  Tisitation  dmd. 
Their  erests  the  Eternal  in  his  anger  bow'd. 
And  raised  barbarian  nations  o*er  their  head, 
.  l^e  inflexible,  the  fierce,  who  seek  not  gold. 
But  ycngeance  on  their  fiws,  relentless,  uncon- 
troUU 

Then  was  the  sword  let  loose,  the  flaming  sword 

or  the  stronff  Infiders  ignoble  hand. 

Amidst  that  host,  the  pride,  the  flower,  the  erown 

or  thy  fiiir  knighthood ;  and  the  insatiate  horde, 

Not  with  th;^  Vm  content,  O  ^inM  land ! 

Sad  Lusitania !  even  thy  bright  renown 

Defiiced  and  trampled  down ; 
And  scatter*d,  rushing  as  a  torrent  flood, 
Thy  pomp  of  arms  and  banners ; — ^till  the  sands 
Became  a  lake  of  blood ! — thy  noblest  blood ! 
The  plain  a  mountain  of  thy  slaughterM  bands. 
Strength  on  thy  foes,  resistless  might,  was  shed ; 
On  thy  devoted  sons— amaze,  and  shame,  and 
dread* 

Are  these  the  conquerors,  these  the  lords  of  fight. 
The  warrior  men,  the  invincible,  the  famed. 
Who  shook  the  earth  with  terror  and  dismay. 
Whose  spoils  were  empires  7 — ^They  that  in  their 

might 
Tlie  haughty  strength  of  savage  nations  tamed. 
And  gave  the  spacious  orient  realms  of  day 

To  desolation's  sway. 
Making  the  cities  of  imperial  name 

fSyen  as  the  desert  place  7 
Where  now  the  fearless  heart,  the  soul  of  flame? 
Thus  has  their  glory  closed  its  dazzling  race 
In  one  brief  hour  7  Is  this  their  valour's  doom. 
On  distant  shores  to  foil,  and  find  not  even  a 
tomb? 

Once  were  they,  in  their  splendour  and  their  pride. 

As  an  imperial  cedar  on  the  brow 

Of  the  great  Lebanon !  It  rose,  array'd 

In  its  rich  pomp  of  foliage,  and  of  wide 

]\IajcRtic  branches,  leaving  fiir  below 

All  children  of  the  forest.    To  its  shade 

The  waters  tribute  paid, 
Fostering  its  beauty.    Birds  found  shelter  there 
Whose  flight  is  of  the  loftiest  through  the  sky. 
And  the  wild  mountain-creatures  made'  their  lair 
Beneath ;  and  nations  by  its  canopy 
Were  shadow'd  o'er.   Supreme  it  stood,  and  ne'er 
Had  earth  beheld  a  tree  so  excellently  fldr. 

But  all  elated,  on  its  verdant  stem. 
Confiding  solely  in  its  regal  height. 
It  soar'd  presumptuous,  as  for  empire  bom ; 
And  God  for  this  removed  its  diadem. 
And  cost  it  from  its  regions  of  delight. 


Forth  to  the  spoiler,  as  a  prey  and  scorn, 

By  the  deep  roots  uptom  ! 
And  lo !  encumbering  the  lone  hills  it  lay, 
Shorn  of  its  leaves,  dismantled  of  its  state. 
While,  pale  with  fear,  men  hurried  far  away 
Who  in  its  ample  shade  had  found  so  kto 
Their  bower  of  rest ;  and  nature's  savage  raee 
'Midst  the  great  rain  sought  their  dwelling-place. 

But  thou,  base  Libya,  thou  whose  arid  sand 
Hath  been  a  kingdom's  death-bed,  where  one  &ta 
Closed  her  bright  life,  and  hei'  majestic  fame. 
Though  to  thy  feeble  and  barbarian  hand 
Hath  ftllcn  the  victory,  be  not  thou  elate ! 
Boast  not  thyself;  though  thine  that  day  of  shame, 

Unworthy  of  a  name ! 
Know,  if  the  Spaniard  in  his  wrath  advance. 
Aroused  to  vengeance  by  a  nation's  cry, 

Pierced  by  his  searching  lance. 
Soon  sholt  thou  expiate  crime  with  agony. 
And  thine  affrighted  streams  to  ocean's  flood 
An  ample  tribute  bear  of  Afxic's  Faynim  blood 


FRAGMENTS  FROM  THE 
IPHIGENIA  OF  GOETHE. 


L 
JOY  OF  PYLADES  ON  HEARING  HI8  NATTVI 

LANGUAGE. 
Ok  sweetest  voice !  Oh  blest  familiar  sound 
Of  mother. words  heard  in  the  stranger's  land 
I  see  the  blue  hills  of  my  native  shore. 
The  far  blue  hills  again !  those  cordial  tones 
Before  the  captive  bid  them  freshly  rise 
For  ever  welcome !  Oh  by  this  deep  joy. 
Know  the  true  son  of  Greeoc ! 


IL 

EXCLAMATION  OF  IPHIGENIA  ON  SEEING  REB 
BROTHER.. 

Oh  hear  me,  look  upon  me,  how  my  heart 
After  long  desolation  now  unfolds 
Unto  this  new  delight,  to  kiss  thy  head. 
Thou  dearest,  dearest  one  of  oil  on  Earth ! 
To  clasp  thee  with  my  arms  which  were  hat 

thrown 
On  the  toid  winds  before !  Oh  give  me  way, 
Give  my  soul's  rapture  way : — ^the  eternal  fount 
Leaps  not  more  brightly  forth  fi-om  cliff  to  diff 
Of  high  Parnassus,  down  the  golden  vale, 
Tlxan  the  strong  joj  bursts  gushing  firom  mf 

heart. 
And  swells  around  me  to  a  flood  of  bliss, 
Orestes !  Oh  my  B/other ! 


IIL 

LOT  OF  MAN  AND  WOMAN  COMPARED  Bf 
IPHIGENIA. 
Man  by  the  battle's  hour  immortalized 
May  all,  yet  leave  his  name  to  living  soog 
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Btit  of  Ibnaken  woman's  oountloM  tean, 
What  recka  the  afUr-world  7  the  poet's  voioa 
Tells  naoi^bt  of  all  the  slow,  sad,  weary  days 
And  long,  long  nights,  through  which  the  koelj 

soul 
PoQr*d  itself  forth,  oonsumed  itself  awaj, 
In  passionate  adjurings,  vain  desires, 
And  ceaseless  weepings  for  the  early  losti 
I'he  loved  and  vanishM! 


IV. 
LONGING  OP  ORB8TES  FOR  REPOBB. 

Om  draught  from  Lethe*s  flood !  reach  me  a 

draught. 
One  last  cool  goblet  fillM  with  dewy  peace ! 
Soon  will  the  spasm  of  life  departing  leave 
My  boeom  free !  soon  shall  my  spirit  flow 
Along  the  deep  waves  of  fbrgctfulness. 
Calmly  and  silently !  away  to  you 
Ye  dead !  ye  dwellers  of  the  eternal  cloud. 
Take  home  the  son  of  earth,  and  let  him  steep 
His  o*erwom  senses  in  your  dim  repose. 
For  evermore. 


nark !  in  the  trembling  leaves, 
Mysterioos  whispers :  hark !  a  rushing  sound. 
Sweeps  through  yon  twilight  depth!  e*en  now 

they  come. 
They  throng  to  greet  their  guest !  and  who  are 

they! 
Rejoicing  each  with  each  in  stately  joy, 
As  a  King's  children  gathered  for  the  hour 
Of  some  mgh  festival  I  exultingly, 
And  kindrM-like  and  Godlike,  on  they  pass. 
The  glorious  wandering  shapes !  aged  and  young 
Proud  men  and  royal  women !  Lo,  my  race, 
My  sire's  ancestral  race ! 


THE  SCULPTURED  CHILDREN, 

Ob  Gbantrey*!  Honament  in  Lichfield  CathedraL 


(Tlie  mooaniant  kf  Ghantrar  in  LiehfHd  Ctthedral,  to  th« 
MBiDory  of  th«  tiro  children  of  Mn.  RobioMn,  It  one  or  the 
meet  aAetinc  workt  of  ait  ever  eseeoted.  He  hae  fiVMi  • 
l«thae  to  marble  irhieb  one  who  Iraele  to  hi*  natorai  fcelincn. 
end  admirei,  end  ii  onir  tonebed  at  their  bidding,  might  heve 
thought  from  anr  previoos  experience  that  It  wu  out  of  the 
power  of  ataluarr  to  attain.  The  monnment  ii  eseeated  with 
all  Ms  beentiful  aimHieUr  and  troth.  The  two  children,  two 
hltle  girla,  are  repreaented  as  Iring  in  eeeh  other**  arme,  and, 
St  fint  glanoo.  a|>penr  to  be  rieeping  ;— 


deeply  sihctiss.  Thar  wws  threirfr  < 
of  their  oMther.  sad  ahewaa  a  widow.  AtaUalc 
tlve  of  their  father  haaga  over  the  moaiuMaL  Thiaa 
the  end  of  one  of  the  aids  aialea  of  the  choir,  wlmia  Iban  is 
•othiag  to  dialnet  the  nttention  from  it,  or  wmkea  Ks  eSeak 
It  mar  be  nootemplaiod  in  ailenee  and  alone.  The  iaaeilptinm, 
la  that  aabdoad  tone  of  aHoog  Iholiiw  whieh  aecto  an  rafiafaB 
•ribevholo.   Haw 


Baaed  to  the  Mai 

Of  Ellen  Jane  sad  Marianne,  onir  ohOdren 

Ortha  lain  Sev.  VTiniam  Kobineon.  and  Ellen  Jane,  km  wifc 

Their  afeetinnnte  oMther, 

In  Ihad  leaMrabraSpe  nf  their  beaven-ioTed  i 

Cenaigae  their  reaanblnnee  to  tkii  aanetnnry. 


In  bnmUe  gratitiide  fer  the  gkmooa  i 
That " of  aaeb  it  dm Kingdoaiof  God.* ' 


A.N.J 


lb  tep  SBd  tiffl  m  Omm  «fl<«i]«d  «7c«.» 
U 14  while  lying  in  the  helplewnem  of  innocent  *1eep,  that  in- 
Duwy  and  childhood  are  viewed  with  i he  moat  iimching  inter- 
eat,  and  thia  and  the  lovelinem  of  the  children.  Ihe  nneertainty 
of  the  czprewion  at  flrst  view,  the  dim  shadowing  forth  of  that 
•Icnp  from  which  they  cannot  be  awakened,  their  hovering,  at 
I:  weie.  npon  the  confinea  of  iiiii.  at  if  they  might  atlll  be  recall- 
W  ell  ogMpire  lo  render  the  la«  faefing,  that  death  » indeed 


Fan  images  of  sleeps 

Hallow'd,  and  soft,  and  deep, 
On  whose  ealm  lids  the  dreamy  quiet  Ilea, 

Like  moonlight  on  shut  heDs 

Of  flowers,  in  mossy  dells, 
FilIM  with  the  hush  of  night  and  summer 


How  many  hearts  have  felt 

Your  silent  beauty  melt 
Their  strength  to  gashing  tenderness  away ! 

How  many  sudden  tears, 

From  depths  of  buried  years 
All  fi-cshly  bursting,  have  confess'd  your  sway ! 

How  many  eyes  will  siicd 

Stni,  o*cr  your  marble  bod, 
Such  drops  from  memory^s  troubled  ibimiuna 
wrung, 

While  hope  lialh  blights  to  bear. 

While  love  breathes  mortal  air ; 
While  roses  perish  ere  to  glory  sprung. 

Yet  fWmi  a  voiceless  home. 

If  some  sad  mother  come. 
Fondly  to  linger  o*er  your  lovely  rest. 

As  o*cr  the  cheek's  warm  glow. 

And  tl)e  sweet  breatliings  k>w. 
Of  babes  that  grew  and  faded  on  her  breast ; 

If  then  the  dove-like  tone 

Of  those  faint  murmurs  gone, 
0*cr  her  sick  sense  too  piercingly  return ; 

If  for  the  sofl  bright  boir 

And  brow  snd  bo»om  fair, 
And  life,  now  dtist,  her  soul  too  deeply  yearn ; 

O  gentle  forms,  entwined 

Like  tendrils,  which  the  wind 
May  wave,  so  clasped,  but  never  can  unlink  ; 

Send  from  your  calm  profound 

A  still  small  voice,  a  sound 
Of  hope,  forbidding  that  lone  heart  to  aink ! 

By  all  the  pure  meek  mind 

In  your  pale  beauty  shrined. 
By  childhood's  love— 4oo  bright  a  Uoom  to  die, 

0*er  her  worn  spirit  shed, 

O  fairest,  holiest  dead  \ 
The  &ith,  trust,  joy,  of  immortality ! 
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THE  VOICE  OF  MUSIC 


the  ehetrie  ehak  wliamrilb  «•  u«  darkly  bound. 
CkOdaUiMrMU 


IVhencb  is  the  might  of  thy  maBter-apell  ? 
Speak  to  mo,  voice  of  sweet  sound,  and  tell  I 
How  canst  tiiou  wake,  by  one  gentle  breath. 
Passionate  visions  of  love  and  death  \ 

How  call'st  thou  back,  with  a  note,  a  sigh. 
Words  and  low  tones  from  the  days  gone  by— 
A  sunny  glance,  or  a  fimd  ftiewell  7— 
Speak  to  me,  voice  of  sweet  sound,  and  tell! 

What  is  thy  power,  flom  the  soul's  deep  spring 
In  sudden  gushes  the  tears  to  bring  7 
Even  'midst  the  swells  of  thy  fesfaa  glee, 
FountahM  of  sorrow  are  stirr'd  by  thee ! 

Vaui  are  those  team ! — vain  and  fruitkes  an*^ 
Showen  that  refresh  not,  yet  still  must  ftii{ 
For  a  purer  bliss  while  Um  lull  heart  bums. 
For  a  brighter  home  while  the  spirit  yealhis ! 

Somethliv  of  mystery  there  surely  dwells. 
Waiting  uy  touch,  in  our  boeom-cells ; 
Somethmg  that  finds  not  its  answer  her»— 
A  chain  to  be  dasp'd  in  another  q>here. 

Therefore  a  current  of  sadness  deep, 

Through  the  stream  of  thy  triumphs  is  heard  to 

sweep. 
Like  a  moan  of  the  breese  through  a  summer  sky — 
L*ke  a  name  of  the  dead  wh^  the  wine  fiNuns 

high! 

Yet  speak  to  me  still,  though  thy  tones  bo  fraught 
With  vain  remembrance  and  troubled  thought} — 
Speak !  for  thou  tellest  my  soul  that  its  birUi 
Links  it  with  regions  more  bright  than  earth. 


THE  CHIEFTADTS  SON 

Ybb,  it  IS  ours ! — ^the  field  is  won, 

A  dark  and  evil  field ! 
Lift  from  the  ground  my  noble  son. 
And  bear  him  homewards  on  his  bloody  shield ! 

Let  me  not  hear  jrour  trumpets  ring. 

Swell  not  the  battle-hom ! 
Thoughts  fai  too  sad  thoee  notes  will  bring. 
When  to  the  grave  my  glorious  flower  b  borne ! 

Speak  not  of  victory ! — ^in  the  name 

There  is  too  much  of  woe ! 
Hush*d  bo  the  empty  voice  of  Fam»— 
Can  me  bock  Ais  whose  graceful  head  is  low. 

Speak  not  of  victory ! — from  my  haEs 

The  sunny  hour  is  gone ! 
The  ancient  banner  on  my  walls, 
Must  sink  ere  long^I  had  but  him— -but  one ! 


Within  the  dwelling  of  my  sires 
The  hearths  will  soon  be  cold. 
With  me  must  die  the  beaoorufirea 
That  streamM  at  midnight  from  the  mountain 
hold. 

And  let  them  fade,  since  this  must  be, 

My  lovely  and  my  brave ! 
Was  thy  bright  blood  pourM  forth  for  me, 
And  is  there  but  for  stately  youth  a  grave  7 

Speak  to  me  once  again,  my  boy ! 

Wilt  thou  not  hear  my  call  7 
Thou  wert  so  flill  of  life  and  joy, 
I  had  not  dreamt  of  tAia— that  thou  couldst  fid! . 

Thy  mother  watches  firom  the  steep 

For  thy  returning  plume ; 
How  shall  I  tcU  her  that  thy  sleep 
Is  of  the  silent  house,  th*  untimely  tomb  ? 

Tliou  didst  not  seem  as  one  to  die. 

With  all  thy  young  renown ! 
^Ye  saw  his  fidchion's  flash  on  high. 
In  the  mid-fight,  when  spears  and  crests  went 
down! 

Slow  be  vour  march !  the  field  is  won ! 

A  dark  and  evil  field  \ 
Lift  from  the  ground  my  noble  son. 
And  bear  him  homewards  on  his  bloody  shield 


PASSING  AWAY. 


*' Punngawar"  Is  written  00  tlM  world,  and  aU  lbs  wu   I 


It  is  written  on  the  rose 

In  its  glory's  full  array 
Read  what  those  buds  disclose— 
^Pa§§ing  atoay," 

It  b  written  on  the  skies 

Of  the  soft  blue  summer  day ; 
It  b  traced  in  sunset's  dyes — 
•*  Passing  away." 

It  is  written  on  the  trees. 

As  their  young  loaves  flflisteniug  play 
And  on  brighter  things  than  these  ■ 
•*  Passing  away." 

It  is  written  on  the  brow 

Where  the  spirit's  ardent  ra\ 
lives,  bums,  and  triumphs  now<^« 
**  Pa9$ing  away,** 

It  b  written  on  the  hearts- 

Alas !  that  there  decay 
Should  claim  from  love  a  pait— 
**  Passmg  away." 

TViends !  friends !— oh !  shall  we  ineui 

In  a  land  of  purer  day. 
Where  lovely  things  and  t 
Pass  not  away  7 
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Shall  we  know  each  other^s  eyes 

And  the  thoughts  that  in  them  lay 
When  we  mingled  synipatluaa 
Paasinjr  away  7 

Oh !  if  this  may  be  ao, 

Speed,  speed,  thou  clomng^  day! 
How  bkMt,  from  earth's  Tain  show 
To  pass  away  7 


THE  WISH 


CoMK  to  me,  when  my  soul 
Hath  hut  a  few  dim  hoars  to  linger  here ; 

When  earthly  chains  are  as  a  qhrivoUM  scroll. 
Oh!  let  me  feel  thy  presence  i  be  but  near! 

That  I  may  look  once  more 
Into  thine  eyes,  which  never  changed  for  me ; 

That  I  may  speak  to  thee  of  that  brifi^ht  shore 
Where,  with  our  treasure,  we  have  lon^M  to  bo. 

Thou  friend  of  many  days ! 
Of  sadness  and  of  joy,  of  home  and  hearth ! 

Will  not  thy  spirit  old  me  then  to  raise 
The  tremblin|(  pinions  of  my  hope  from  earth? 

By  every  solemn  thought^ 
Which  on  our  hearts  hath  sunk  in  da]^  gone  by. 
From  the  deep  voices  of  the  mountains  caught, 
Oi  all  til*  adoring  silence  of  the  sky ; 

By  every  solemn  theme 
therein,  in  low-toned  reverence  we  have  spoken. 

By  our  communion  in  each  ibrvcnt  dream 
That  sought  fh)m  realms  beyoUd  the  grave  a  token; 

And  by  our  tears  for  those 
Wh:iee  loss  hath  touchM  our  world  with  hues  of 
death ; 
And  by  the  hopes  that  with  their  dust  repose. 
As  flowers  await  the  south-wind's  vernal  breath: 

Come  to  me  in  that  day — 
n.e  one — ^the  sever'd  from  all  days — O  firiend ! 
Even  then,  if  human  thought  may  then  have 
sway, 
M%  sou)^  with  thine  shall  yot  rejoice  to  blend. 

Nor  then,  nor  there  alone : 
[  ask  my  heart  if  all  Indeed  must  die ; 

All  that  of  holiest  feelings  it  hath  known  7 
And  my  heart's  voice  replies— Eternity ! 


SONG  FOR  AIR  BY  HUMMEL. 

Oh  !  if  thou  wilt  not  give  thine  heart, 

Give  back  my  own  to  me, 
For  If  in  thine  I  have  no  part, 

Why  should  mine  dwell  with  thee  7 


Tet  no !  this  mournful  love  of  mine 

I  will  not  from  me  cast ; 
Let  me  but  dream  'twill  win  me  thine 

By  tto  deep  troth  at  last ! 

Can  aught  so  fond,  ao  fiuthful,  live 
Throofl^h  years  without  reply  7 

Oh !  if  thy  heart  thou  wilt  not  grn^ 
Give  me  a  thooght,  a  sigh  7 


A  FRAGMENT. 


Rot  on  your  battle-fields,  ye  brave ! 
Let  the  pines  murmur  o*er  your  grave. 
Your  dirge  be  in  the  moamng  wave ; 
We  call  you  back  no  i 


Oh !  there  was  mourning  when  ye  Ml» 
In  your  own  vales  a  deep-toned  kneBt 
As  agony — a  wild  farewell — 

But  that  hath  kmg  been  o*er. 

Rest  with  your  still  and  solemn  fame  ; 
The  hills  keep  record  of  vour  name. 
And  never  can  a  touch  of  shame 
Darken  the  buried  brow. 

But  we  on  ebongeftil  days  are  cast, 

When  bright  names  from  Uicir  place  fall  fiat-* 

And  ye,  that  with  your  gk>ry  past. 

We  cannot  mourn  you  now. 


TO  A  WANDERING  FEMALE  SINGER. 


Thou  hast  loved  and  thou  hast  suffer'd ! 

Unto  feeling  deep  and  strong, 
Thou  host  trembled  like  a  harp*s  fnii  string — 

I  know  it  by  thy  song  I 

Thou  hast  loved— it  may  be  vainly— 

But  well— oh  I  but  too  well— 
Thou  hast  suffered  all  that  woman's  breast 

May  bear — ^but  must  not  telL 

Thou  hast  wept  and  thou  hast  parted. 

Thou  hast  been  forsaken  long, 
Thou  hast  watch'd  for  steps  that  came  not  back- 

I  know  it  by  thy  song  * 

By  the  low  clear  silvery  gushing 

Of  its  music  fVom  thy  breast. 
By  the  quivering  like  its  flute-like  sweOr^ 

A  sound  of  the  heart's  unrest. 

By  its  fond  and  plaintive  lingering, 

On  each  word  of  grief  bo  long, 
Oh !  thou  hast  loved  and  suffer'd  much— 

I  know  it  by  thy  snng ! 
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SONG  OF  THC  SPANISH  WANDERER. 

PiixiRm,  O  say,  hatb  thy  cheek  been  fimnM 
By  the  sweet  winds  of  my  sonny  land ; 
Know'st  thou  the  sound  of  its  mountain  pines  7 
And  hast  thou  rested  beneath  its  ▼ines  7 

Hast  thou  heard  the  music  still  wandering  by, 
A  thing  of  the  breeaes,  in  Spain's  blue  sky, 
Floating  away  over  hiU  and  heath, 
With  the  myrtle's  whisper,  the  citron's  breath  7 

Then  say,  are  there  fairer  vales  than  those, 
Where  the  warbling  of  fountains  for  ever  flows  7 
Are  there  brighter  flowers  than  mine  own  which 

wave 
O'er  Moorish  ruin  and  Christian  grav«  7 

O  sunshine  and  song !  they  are  lying  &r 
By  the  streams  that  look  to  the  western  star ; 
My  heart  is  fainting  to  hear  once  more 
The  water-Toices  of  that  sweet  shore. 

Many  wore  they  that  have  died  for  thee. 
And  brave,  my  Spain !  though  thou  art  not  free. 
Yet  I  call  them  blest — they  have  rent  their  chain, 
They  sleep  in  thy  valleys — ^my  sunny  Spain ! 


NO  MORE. 

No  more  I  a  harp^tring's  deep  and  breaking  tone, 

A  last  low  summer  breeze,  a  £ir-olf  sweU, 
A  dying  echo  of  rich  music  gone^ 
BreaSie  through  those  words — those  murmurv 
of  farewell— 

No  more! 

To  dwell  in  peace,  with  home-affections  bound. 
To  know  the  sweetness  of  a  motlier's  voice. 

To  foel  the  spirit  of  her  love  around. 
And  in  the  blessing  of  her  eye  rejoice — 

No  more ! 

A  dirge-Iike  sound !  to  greet  the  early  friend 
Unto  the  hearth,  his  place  of  many  days ; 

In  the  glad  song  with  kindred  lips  to  blend. 
Or  join  the  household  laughter  by  the  Maze-* 

No  more! 

Through  woods  that  shadow'd  our  first  years  to 
rove,  ^ 

With  all  our  native  music  in  the  abr ; 
To  watch  the  sunset  with  the  eyes  we  love. 
And  turn,  and  read  our  dwn  heart's  answer 
tkere^ 

No  more ! 

Words  of  despair !  yet  earth's,  all  earth's— the  woe 
Thoir  passbn  breathes— >the  desolately  deep ! 

That  sound  in  Heaven — oh !  image  then  the  flow 
Of  gladness  in  its  tones— -to  part,  to  woep>- 

No  more ! 


To  watch,  in  dying  hope,  affection's  wane. 
To  see  the  beautiful  from  life  depart. 

To  wear  impatiently  a  secret  chain. 
To  waste  the  untold  riches  of  the  heart— 

No  more ! 

Through  kmg,  long  years  to  seek,  to  strive,  to 
yearn 
For  human  love* — and  never  quench  that 
thirst. 
To  pour  the  soul  out  winning  no  return. 
O'er  firagile  idols,  by  delusion  nursed — 

No  more ! 

On  thmgs  that  fidl  us,  reed  by  reed,  to  lean. 
To  mourn  the  changed,  the  far  away,  thtf  dead. 

To  send  our  troubled  spirits  through  the  unseen. 
Intensely  questioning  for  treasures  fled — 

No  more! 

Words  of  triumphant  music — bear  me  on 
The  weight  of  life,  tho  chain,  the  ungenlal  air 

Their  deathless  meaning,  when  our  tasks  are  done^ 
To  learn  in  joy ; — to  struggle,  to  despair — 

No  more* 


TO  MY  OWN  PORTRAIT. 


How  is  it  that  before  mine  eyes, 

While  gazing  on  thy  mien, 
All  my  past  years  of  Me  arise. 

As  in  a  mirror  seen  7 
What  spell  within  thee  hath  been  shrined, 
To  image  back  my  own  deep  mind  7 

Even  as  a  song  of  other  times. 
Can  trouble  memory's  springs ; 

Even  as  a  sound  of  vesper-chimes 
Can  wake  departed  things ; 

Even  as  a  scent  of  vernal  flowers 

Hath  records  fraught  with  vanish'd  hoars ; 

Such  power  is  thine ! — they  come,  the  dead. 
From  the  grave's  bondage  free. 

And  smiling  back  the  changed  are  led. 
To  look  in  love  on  thee ; 

And  voices  tliat  are  music  flown 

Speak  to  mo  in  tlie  heart's  full  tone 

Till  crowding  thoughts  my  soul  oppress, 
The  thoughts  of  happier  years, 

And  a  vain  gush  of  tenderness 
O'erflows  in  child-like  tears ; 

A  passion  which  I  may  nut  stay, 

A  sudden  fount  that  must  have  way. 

But  thou,  the  while— oh !  almost  strange. 

Mine  imaged  self!  it  seems 
That  on  tAy  brow  of  peace  no  change 

Reflects  my  own  swift  dreams ; 
Almost  I  marvel  not  to  trace 
Those  lights  and  shadows  in  thy  flict> 


y 


Jtmaiajumaig,  j» ne  serai  oiwa  cQmmt  fmmis,**  wis* 
moornful  expnHioo  of  MmL  «!•  8(m1'« 
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To  tee  thee  calm,  while  powert  thu  deepi 
Affection— Memory— <3rie^ 

Tan  o*er  my  eoul  ae  winde  that  deep 
0*er  a  firail  aspenJeaf ! 

Oh !  that  the  quiet  of  thine  eye 

Might  ainlL  there  when  the  ftorm  goes  by ! 

Yet  look  thou  atill  aerenely  on. 
And  if  iwcet  friends  there  be, 

That  when  my  song  and  aoul  are  gone 
Shall  seek  my  form  in  thee, 

TcU  them  of  One  for  whom  *twaa  best 

To  flee  away  and  be  at  rest ! 


THE  BROKEN  CHAIN. 


THE  ANGLER 


lint 

ThoM  cryiial  •u«uw  11100111  Mtooe  ma$ 
To  whoM  htrmodoui  babbKnv  noin 
I  wHh  mjr  tnf  lo  woaU  mjoiee  ; 
•  •  •  •  • 

And  anel*  oa,  ud  bac  to  Iwto 

A  Qoitl  pMMC«  t»  a  weloMM  frave. 


I  AM  free!-~I  have  bun4  through  my  galUng 

chain. 
The  life  of  young  eagles  is  mine  again ; 
I  may  cleave  witn  my  bark  the  glad  sounding  e.^ 
I  mi^  rove  where  the  wind  roves — my  piUh  is 

The  streams  dash  in  joy  down  the  summer  lull, 
The  birds  pierce  the  depths  of  the  sky  at  will. 
The  arrow  goes  forth  with  the  singing  breese, 
And  is  not  my  spirit  as  one  of  these  7 

Oh !  the  green  earth  with  its  wealth  of  flowers, 
And  the  voices  that  ring  through  its  forest  bowers. 
And  the  laughing  glance  of  the  founts  that  shine, 
Lighting  the  valleys— all,  all  are  mine ! 

I  may  urge  through  the  desert  my  foaming  steed, 
The  wings  of  the  morning  shall  lend  him  speed ; 
I  may  meet  the  storm  in  its  rushing  gloe — 
Its  blasts  and  its  lightnings  are  not  more  free ! 

Captive !  and  hast  thou  then  rent  thy  chain  T 
Art  thou  free  in  the  wilderness,  free  on  the  main  ? 
Yes !  there  thy  spirit  may  proudly  soar,   ' 
But  must  thou  not  mingle  with  throngs  the  more  7 

The  bird  when  he  pineth,  may  hush  his  song. 
Till  the  hour  when  his  heart  shall  again  be  stnmg ; 
But  thou,  canst  thou  turn  in  thy  woe  aside. 
And  weep  *midst  thy  brethren— no,  not  ibr  pride. 

May  the  fiery  word  from  thy  lip  find  way. 
When  the  thoughts  burning  in  thee  shall  spring 

to  day  7  , 

May  the  care  tliat  sits  m  thy  weary  breast 
Look  forlh  from  tliino  aspect,  the  revePs  guest? 

No !  with  the  shaft  in  thy  bosom  borne. 
Thou  must  hido  th»  wound  in  thy  feai  of  soom ; 
Thou  must  fold  thy  mantle  that  none  may  see, 
And  mask  tliee  with  laughter,  and  say,  thou  art 
fVee: 

No !  thou  art  chainM  till  thy  race  is  run. 
By  the  power  of  all  in  the  soul  of  one; 
oil  thy  heart,  on  thy  lip,  must  the  fetter  b»^ 
DrMiner  fimd  dreamer !  oh !  who  b  fVee  7 


Tirot;  that  hast  loved  so  long  and  weD 

The  vale*s  deiep  quiet  streams, 
Wliere  the  pore  water-lilies  dwell. 

Shedding  forth  tender  gleams ; 
And  o*er  the  pool  the  Minr-fl^r's  wing 
Glances  in  gdden  eves  of  spring. 

Oh !  lone  and  lovely  haunts  are  thinct 

Soft,  soft  the  river  flows. 
Wearing  the  shadow  of  thy  line, 

Hie  gloom  of  alder*boughs ; 
And  in  the  midst,  a  richer  hue. 
One  gliding  vein  of  Heaven*s  own  blue. 

And  there  but  low  sweet  sounds  are  heard— 

Hie  whisper  of  the  reed. 
The  plashing  trout,  the  rustling  Inrd, 

The  sc3rthe  upon  the  mead ; 
Yet,  through  the  murmuring  osiers  near 
There  stesJs  a  step  which  mortals  fear. 

*Tis  not  the  stag  that  comes  to  lave» 

At  noon,  his  panting  breast ; 
Tis  not  the  bittern,  by  the  wave 

Seeking  her  sedgy  nest; 
The  air  is  fiUM  with  summer*s  breath, 
Tlie  young  flowers  laugh— yet  look !  *t  is  De^th 

But  if^  where  silvery  currents  rove, 

Thy  heart,  grown  still  and  sage. 
Hath  leam'd  to  read  the  words  of  love 

That  shine  o*er  nature's  page ; 
If  holy  thoughts  thy  guests  have  been. 
Under  the  shade  of  willows  green ; 

Then,  lover  of  the  silent  hour 

By  deep  lone  waters  past, 
Tlienee  hast  thou  drawn  a  friith,  a  power. 

To  cheer  thee  through  the  last ; 
And,  wont  on  brighter  worlds  to  dwell, 
Mayst  calmly  bid  thy  streams  farewelL 
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Tnoo  shouldst  be  look'd  on  when  the  starlight  lalk 
Through  the  blue  stilhiess  of  the  summer  air; 

Not  by  the  torch-fire  wavering  on  the  walls, 
It  hath  too  fitful  and  too  wild  a  glare  ;— 

And  thou — ^thy  rest,  tlie  sofl,  the  lovely,  soema 

To  ask  light  steps  which  will  not  break  its  drot^asu 
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Flowers  axe  upon  thy  brow,  fttr  80  the  dead 
Were  crown*d  of  old,  with  pale  spring-flowers 
like  these; 
Sleep  on,  thine  eye  hath  sank,  jret  softly  shed. 

As  from  the  win?  of  some  &int  southern  breoe ; 
And  the  pine-houghs  o'ershado^  thee  with  gloom 
Which  of  the  grove  aeems  breathing—- not  the 
tomb. 

They  feai'd  not  death,  whose  calm  and  gradons 
thought 

Of  the  last  hour  had  settled  thus  in  thee ; 
They  who  thy  wreath  of  pallid  roses  wrought, 

And  laid  thy  head  upon  the  forest-tree. 
As  that  of  one,  by  music's  dreamy  close 
On  the  wood-vioJets  lull'd  to  deep  repose. 

They  fear'd  not  death !  Yet  who  shall  say  his 
touch 
Thus  lightly  Ms  on  gentle  things  and  &ir  7 
Doth  he  bestow,  or  will  ne  leave  so  much 
Of  tender  beauW  as  thy  features  wear, 
Thou  sloeper  of  the  bower !  on  whose  young  eyes 
So  still  a  night,  a  night  of  summer  lies  7 

Had  they  seen  aught  like  thee  7  Did  some  Mr 
boy 

Thus  with  his  graoeful  hair  before  them  rest  7 
His  graoeiul  hair  no  more  to  wave  in  joy, 

But  drooping  as  with  heavy  dews  opprest, 
And  his  ejes  veii'd  so  softly  by  its  fringe. 
And  hu  bp  Aded  to  the  white-rose  tinge? 

Oh,  happy  if  to  them  the  one  dread  hour. 
Made  known  its  lessons  from  a  brow  like  thine 

If  all  their  knowledge  of  the  spoiler's  power. 
Came  by  a  look  so  tranquilly  divine ! 

Let  him  who  thiu  hath  seen  the  lovely  part. 

Hold  well  that  image  to  his  thoughtful  heart ! 

But  thou,  fkir  slumberer ! — was  there  less  of  woe 
Or  k>ve,  or  terror,  in  the  days  of  old, 

That  men  pour*d  out  their  gladdening  spirits 
flow. 
Like  sunshine,  on  the  desolate  and  cold  7 

And  gave  thy  semblance  to  the  shadowy  king, 

Who  for  deep  souls  had  then  a  deeper  sting? 

* 
In  the  dark  bosom  of  the  earth  they  laid 

Far  more  than  foe,  for  loftier  faith  is  ours ; 
T^heir  gems  were  lost  in  ashes— yet  they  made 
The  grave  a  place  of  beauty  and  of  flowers ; 
With  fragrant  wreaths  and  summer-boughs  ar- 
rayed ^ 
And  lovely  sculpture  gleaming  through  the  shade. 

In  it  for  ffs  a  darker  gloom  to  shed 

On  its  dim  precincts  7  Do  we  not  entrust 

Bat  for  a  time  its  chambers  with  cftir  dead. 
And  strew  immortal  seed  upon  the  dust  7 

Why  should  we  dwell  on  that  which  lies  beneath. 

When  living  light  hath   tonch*d  the   brow  of 
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He  pass'd  from  earth 
Without  his  fame,— the  calm,  pure,  starry  fame 
He  might  have  won,  to  guide  on  radiantly 
Full  many  a  noble  soul, — he  sought  it  not ; 
And  e'en  like  brief  and  barren  lightning  passM 
The  wayward  child  of  genius.    And  tlie  songs 
Which  nis  wild  spirit,  in  the  pride  of  life. 
Had  showerM  forth  recklessly,  as  ocean-waves 
Fling  up  their  treasures  mingled  with  dark  weed 
They  died  before  him ;— they  were  vringed  seed, 
ScatterM  afar,  and,  falling  on  the  rock 
Of  the  world's  heart,  had  perish'd.    One  alone. 
One  fervent,  mournful,  supplicating  strain. 
The  deep  beseeching  of  ^  stricken  breast. 
Survived  the  vainly-gifted.    In  the  souls 
Of  the  kind  few  that  loved  him,  with  a  love 
Faithful  to  even  its  duappoiuted  hope. 
That  song  of  tears  found  root)  and  by  their  hearths 
Full  oft  in  low  and  reverential  tones,     ' 
FillM  with  the  piety  of  tenderness. 
Is  murmurM  to  their  children,  when  his  name 
On  some  faint  harp-string  of  remembrance  falls, 
Far  fi'om  the  world's  rude  voices,  fkr  away. 
Oh !  hear,  and  judge  him  gently :  Hwas  his  last 

I  come  alone,  and  faint  I  come. 

To  nature's  arms  I  flee ; 
The  green  woods  take  their  wanderer  home, 
But  thou,  O  Father!  may  I  turn  to  Thee 7. 

The  earliest  odour  of  the  flower. 
The  bird's  first  song  is  thine ; 
Father  in  Heaven !  my  day-spring's  hour 
Pour'd  its  vain  incense  on  another  snrine. 

Therefwe  my  childhood's  once-loved  scene 

Around  me  faded  lies ; 
Thereflnre,  remembering  what  hath  been, 
I  ask,  is  this  mine  early  paradise  7 

It  is,  it  18,—- but  Thou  art  gone. 

Or  if  the  trembling  shade 
Breathe  yet  of  thee,  with  alter'd  tone 
Thy  solemn  whisper  shakes  a  heart  dismay'd. 


TALE  OF  THE  FOURTEENTH  CENTDRY 
A  FRAGMENT. 

Trb  moonboam,  qnivering  o'er  the  wave. 
Sleeps  in  pale  gold  on  wood  and  hill. 

The  wild  wind  slumbers  in  its  cave. 
And  heaven  is^dondless    earth  is  still ! 

The  pile,  thiU  crowns  yon  savage  height 

With  battlements  of  Gothic  might 
Rises  in  softer  pomp  array'd. 
Its  massy  towers  half  k)st  m  shade. 

Half  touch'd  with  meUowing  light ' 
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The  nyi  of  nigrht,  the  tinii  of  time, 
So(UminrIin||r  on  its  dark-|^y  itaae, 

0*cr  ita  rode  stren^h  and  mien  sablime, 
A  placid  smile  have  thrown ; 

And  hi  beyond,  where  wild  and  high, 

Doimding  the  pale  blue  summer  iky, 

A  mountain  Tista  meets  the  eye. 

Its  dark,  luxuriant  woods  Bssume, 

A  pencillM  shade,  a  softer  ^loom; 

Its  jutting  cliffs  have  caufht  the  Uffht» 

Its  torrents  glitter  through  the  nighty 

SVhile  every  cave  and  deep  reoon, 

Frowns  in  more  shadowy  awfubien. 

Bcarce  moving  on  the  glassy  deep^ 
Yon  gallant  vessel  seems  to  sleeps 

But,  darting  from  its  side. 
How  swiftly  does  its  boat  design 
A  slender,  silvery,  waving  line 

Of  radiance  o*er  the  tide ! 
No  sound  is  on  the  sommer-aeas. 

But  the  k>w  dashing  of  the  oar. 
And  faintly  sighs  the  midnight  breera 

Through  woods  that  fringe  the  rocky  shore. 
^That  boat  has  reached  the  silent  bay. 
The  dashing  oar  has  ceased  to  play, 
The  breeie  has  murmurM  and  has  died 
In  forestishades,  on  ocean*s  tide. 
No  step,  no  tone,  no  breath  of  sound 
Disturbs  the  kmeliness  profound. 
And  midnight  spreads  o'er  earth  and  main 

A  calm  so  holy  and  so  deep, 
That  voice  of  mortal  were  pro&ne, 

To  break  on  nature's  sleep ! 
It  is  the  hour  for  thought  to  soar, 

High  o*er  the  cloud  of  earthly  woes ; 
For  rapt  devotion  to  odore, , 

For  passion  to  repose ; 
And  virtue  to  forget  her  tears. 
In  visions  of  soblimer  spheres ! 
For  oh !  those  transient  gleams  of  heaven. 
To  calmer,  purer  spirits  given. 
Children  of  hallowM  peace,  are  known 
In  solitude  and  shade  alone ! 
Like  flowers  that  shun  the  Uaxe  of  noon. 
To  blow  beneath  the  midnight  moon. 
The  garish  world  thev  will  not  blesa, 
But  only  live  in  lonehnese ! 

Ilark !  did  some  note  of  plaintive  swell 

Melt  on  the  stillness  of  the  air  7 
fir  was  it  fancy's  powerful  spell 

That  woke  such  sweetness  there  T 
Ko.  wild  and  distant  it  arose, 
liike  sounds  that  bless  the  bardie  repose, 
When  in  lone  wood,  or  moesy  cave 
He  dreams  beside  some  fbontain-wave^ 
And  fairy  worlds  delight  the  eyes. 
Wearied  with  life's  realities. 
•  Was  it  illusion  7 — ^yet  again 
Qines  and  falls  tli'  enchanted  strain. 

Mellow,  and  sweet,  and  faint. 
As  if  some  spirit's  touch  had  given 
The  Kiul  of  sound  to  harp  of  Heaven 

To  coolho  Q  living  saint? 


Is  it  the  mermaid's  distant  shell. 

Warbling  beneath  the  moonlight  wave  T 
^-^ch  witching  tones  might  lure  full  well 

The  seaman  to  his  grave ! 
Bure  from  no  mortal  touch  ye  rise. 
Wild,  soft,  aerial  melodies ! 
—Is  it  the  song  of  woodland-fay 

From  sparry  grot,  or  haunted  bower  7 
Hark !  floating  on,  the  magic  lay 

Draws  near  yon  ivied  tower ! 
Now  nearer  still,  the  listening  ear 
May  catch  sweet  harp-notes,  &int,  yet  datf 
And  aeoenti  low,  as  if  in  fear 

Thus  murmur,  half-suppress'd : 
**  Awake !  the  moon  is  bright  on  high. 
The  sea  is  calm  the  bark  is  nigh. 

The  world  is  hush'd  to  rest !" 
Then  sinks  tlie  voice— the  strain  is  o*cr. 
Its  last  low  cadence  dies  along  the  shore. 

Fair  Bertha  hears  th'  expected  song. 
Swift  from  her  tower  she  glides  along ; 
No  echo  to  her  tread  awakes, 
Her  fairy  step  no  slumber  breaks, 
And  in  that  hour  of  silence  deep, 
While  all  around  the  dews  of  sleep 
O'erpower  each  sense,  each  eyelid  sleep. 
Quick  throbs  her  heart  with  hope  and  Ibar, 
Her  dark  eye  glistens  with  a  teai*. 
Ha Ifl wavering  now,  the  varying  cheek 
And  sudden  pause,  her  doubts  bespeak. 
The  lip  now  flush'd,  now  pale  as  deatH, 
The  trembling  frame,  the  fluttering  breath . 
Oh !  in  that  moment,  o'er  her  soul. 
What  struggling  passions  claim  control ! 
Fear,  duty,  love,  in  conflict  high. 
By  turns  have  won  th'  ascendancy ; 
And  as,  all  tremulou^y  bright. 
Streams  o'er  her  face  uie  beam  of  night. 
What  thousand  mix'd  emotions  play 
O'er  that  fair  face,  and  melt  away : 
Like  forms  whose  quick  succession  glcania 
O'er  fkncy's  rainbow— tinted  dreams ; 
Like  the  swift  glancing  lights  that  rise 
'Midst  the  wild  cloud  of  stormy  skies, 

And  traverse  ocean  o'er ; 
So  in  that  full,  impassioned  eye 
The  changeful  meanings  rise  and  die. 

Just  seen — and  then  no  more ! 
But  oh !  too  short  that  pause — again. 
Thrills  to  her  heart  that  witching  strain, 
**  Awake !  the  midnight  moon  is  bright, 
Awake !  the  moments  wing  their  flight, 

Haste !  or  they  speed  in  vain !" 
Oh !  call  of  love!  thy  potent  spell, 
O'er  that  weak  heart  prevails  too  well. 
The  **  still  small  voice"  is  heard  no  mor» 
That  pleaded  duty's  cause  before. 
And  fear  is  hush'd,  and  doubt  is  gone. 
And  pride  fbrgof,  and  reason  flown ! 
Her  cheek,  whose  colour  came  and  fled 
Resumes  its  warmest,  brightest  red, 
Her  step  its  quick,  elastic  tread. 

Her  eye  its  beaming  smile ! 
Through  lonely  court  and  silent  hall. 
Flits  l:^r  light  shadow  o'er  the  waO, 
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And  sUll  that  low,  harmonious  call 

Meltv  on  her  ear  tlie  while ! 
Though  love*s  quick  ear  alone  could  tcU 
Thb  words  its  accents  faintly  swell, 
"  Awake,  while  yet  the  lingering  nifht 
And  stars  and  seas  befriend  our  flig^ht. 

Oh !  haste,  while  all  b  well  1** 
The  halls,  the  courts,  the  gates,  are^  past, 
She  gains  the  moonlight  l^ch  at  last 
Who  waits  to  guide  hier  trembling  feet  7 
Who  flies  the  nigitive  to  greet? 
He,  to  her  youthful  heart  endeaiM 
By  all  it  e*er  had  hoped  and  fear*d. 
Twined  with  each  wish,  with  every  thought. 
Each  day-dream  fancy  e*er  had  wrought, 
Whose  tints  pourtray,  with  flattering  skill, 
What  brighter  worlds  alone  fulfil ! 
—Alas !  that  aught  so  fair  should  fly. 
Thy  blighting  wand,  Reality ! 

A  chieftain^s  mien  her  Osbert  bore, 
A  pil|^tm*s  lowly  robes  he  wore. 
Disguise  that  vamly  strove  to  hide 
Bearing  and  glance  of  martial  pride ; 
For  be  in  many  a  battle  scene. 
On  many  a  rampart-breach  had  been ; 
Had  sternly  smiled  at  danger  nigh. 
Had  seen  the  valiant  bleed  and  die. 
And  proudly  rearM  on  hostile  tower, 
^Midst  &lchion-cla8h,  and  arrowy  shower, 

Britannia's  banner  high ! 
And  though  some  ancient  feud  had  taoglit 

His  Bertha*s  sire  to  loathe  his  name, 
More  noble  warrior  never  fought, 

For  glory^s  prize,  or  England's  fimie. 
And  wen  his  dark,  commanding  eye. 

And  form  and  step  of  stately  grace, 
Accorded  with  achievements  high. 
Soul  of  emprise  and  chivalry, 

Bright  name,  and  generous  race ! 
His  cheek,  embrown*d  by  many  a  enn, 
Pells  a  proud  tale  of  glory  won. 
Of  vigil,  march,  and  combat  rude. 
Valour,  and  toil,  and  fortitude ! 
E'en  while  youth's  earliest  blushes  threw 
Warm  o'er  that  cheek,  their  vivid  hue, 
His  gallant  soul,  liis  stripling-form. 
Had  braved  the  battle's  rud^  storm ; 
When  England's  conquering  archers  stood, 
And  dyed  thy  plain,  roitiers,  with  Uood, 
When'shiver'd  aze,  and  cloven  shield, 
And  shatter'd  helmet,  strew'd  the  field, 
And  France  around  her  King  in  vain, 
Had  roarshall'd  valour's  noblest  train ; 
In  that  dread  strife,  his  lightning  eye, 
Had  flash'd  with  transport  keen  and  high. 
And  'midst  the  battle's  wildest  tide, 
Throbb'd  his  young  heart  with  hope  and  pride. 
Alike  that  flsariess  heart  ooiUd  brave. 
Death  on  the  war-field  or  the  wave ; 
Alike  in  tiHimamcnt  or  fight. 
That  ardent  spirit  found  delight ! 
Yet  oft,  'midst  hoetUe  soenes  a&r. 

Bright  o'er  his  soul  a  vision  came. 
Rising,  like  some  benignant  star, 
On  stormy  seas,  or  plains  of  war. 


To  soothe,  witli  hopes  more  dear  than  fainei, 
The  heart  that  throbb'd  to  Bertha's  name* 
And  'midst  the  wildest  rage  of  fight. 
And  in  tlie  deepest  calm  of  night. 
To  her  his  thoughts  would  wing  their  flight 
With  fond  devotion  warm ; 
Oft  would  those  glowing  thoughts  pourtray 
Some  home,  firom' tumults  far  away. 

Graced  with  that  angel  farm ! 
'And  now  his  spirit  fondly  deems 
Fulfill'd  its  k>veliest,  dearest  dreams ! 

Who,  with  pale  cheek,  and  locks  of  snow, 

In  minstrel  garb  attends  the  chief  7 
The  moonbeam  on  his  thoughtful  brow 

Reveals  a  shade  of  grief. 
Sorrow  and  time  have  touch'd  his  face. 
With  mournful  yet  majestic  grace. 
Soft  as  tlie  melancholy  smile 
Of  sunset  on  some  rmn'd  pile ! 
— It  is  the  bard,  whoee  song  had  power, 
To  lure  the  maiden  from  her  tower ; 
The  bard  whose  wild,  inspiring  lays. 
E'en  in  gay  childhood's  earliest  days. 
First  woke  in  Osbert's  kindling  breast. 
The  flame  that  will  not  be  represt, 
The  pulse  that  throbs  for  praise  I 
Those  kys  had  banish*d  from  his  eye, 
The  bright,  soil  tears  of  infancy, 
Had  soothed  the  boy  to  calm  repose, 
Had  hush'd  his  bosom's  earliest  woes 
And  when  the  light  of  thought  awoke, 
When  first  young  reason's  day-spring  brok«>« 
More  poweHul  still,  they  bade  ariie. 
His  spirit's  burning  energies ! 
Then  the  bright  dream  ol  g^ory  warm'd. 
Then  the  loud  pealing  war-song  charm'd. 
The  k)gends  of  each  martial  11^ 
The  battle-tales  of  Palestine  ; 
And  oft,  since  then,  his  deeds  had  proved,    - 
Themes  of  the  lofty  lays  he  lotted  ! 
Now,  at  triumphant  love's  command. 
Since  Osbert  leaves  his  native  land. 
Forsaking  glory's  high  career, 
For  her,  than  glory  rar  more  dear. 
Since  hope's  gay  dream,  and  meteor  ray, 
To  distant  regions  points  his  way. 
That  there  a&ction's  hands  may  dress, 
A  fiury  bower  for  happiness ; 
That  fond  devoted  bard,  though  now. 
Time's  wint'ry  garland  wreathes  his  brow 
Though  quenched  the  sunbeam  of  his  eye. 
And  fled  his  spirit's  buoyancy ; 
And  strength  anc^  enterprise  are  past, 
'  Still  follows,  constant  to  the  last  I 

Though  his  sole  wish  was  but  to  die 
'Midst  the  calm  scenes  of  days  gone  by, 
And  all  that  hallows  and  endears 
The  memory  of  departed  yearf. 
Sorrow,  and  joy,  and  time,  have  twined 
To  those  loved  scenes,  his  |)ensive  mind , 
Ah  I  what  can  tear  the  links  apart, 
That  bind  his  ehieflain  to  his  heart " 
What  smile  but  hii  with  joy  can  light 
"nie  eye  obscured  by  age's  niirht  t 
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Last  of  a  lored  and  honoar'd  line, 
Laat  tie  to  earth  in  life*s  decline, 
Till  death  its  lingering  apark  ahall  dim. 
That  faithful  eye  must  gaie  on  him ! 

Silent  and  swift,  with  Ibotstep  light. 
Haste  on  those  fugitives  of  mght. 
They  reach'd  the  boat— 4he  rapid  oar, 
Boon  wafts  them  from  the  wooded  shore ; 
The  bark  ii  goin'd— -a  gallant  few, 
Vassals  of  Osbeit,  form  its  crew ; 
The  pennant,  in  the  moonlight  beam, 

With  soft  sofiusioD  glows ; 
From  the  white  sail,  a  silvery  gleam 

Falls  oo  the  wave's  repose ; 
Long  shadows  ondulating  play. 
From  mast  and  streamer,  o*er  the  bay ; 
But  still  BO  hash*d  the  summer  air. 
They  tremble,  'midst  that  scene  so  fair. 
Lest  mom's  first  beam  behold  them  there. 
— ^Wake,  viewless  wanderer !  breexe  of  night ; 
From  river-wave,  or  mountain-height, 
Or  dew-briffht  oouch  of  moss  and  flowers. 
By  haunted  spring,  in  forest  bowers ; 
Or  dosi  thou  lurk  in  pearly  cell. 
In  amber  grot,  where  mermaids  dwdl, 
And>  cavem'd  gems  their  lustre  throw. 
O'er  the  red  sea^flowers*  vivid  glow  7 
Where  treasures,  not  for  mortal  gaxe, 
In  solitary  splendour  blase ; 
.Vnd  sounds,  ne'er  heard  by  mortal  ear. 
Swell  through  the  deep's  unfathom'd  sphere  7 
What  grove  of  that  mysterious  world, 
Holds  thy  light  win^,  in  slumber  furPd  7 
Awake !  o'er  glittenng  seas  to  rove. 
Awake !  to  guide  the  bark  of  love  I 

Swift  fly  the  midnight  hours,  and  soon 
Shall  ftde  the  bright  propitious  moon ; 
Soon  shall  the  waning  stars  grow  pale. 
E'en  now — ^but  lo !  the  rustling  sail 
Swells  to  the  new-sprung  ocean  gale ! 
The  bark  glides  on— theJr  fears  are  o'er, 
Recedes  the  bold,  romantic  shore, 

Its  features  mingling  fast ; 
Gaze,  Bertha,  gaze,  thy  lingering  eye 
May  still  each  lovely  scene  descry 

Of  years  for  ever  past  \ 
There  wave  tiie  woods,  beneath  whoso  shade, 
With  bounding  step,  thy  childhood  play'd ; 
'Midst  fem;^  glades,  and  mossy  lawns. 
Free  as  their  native  birds  and  fawns; 
Listening  the  sylvan  sounds,  that  float 
On  each  low  breeze,  'midst  dells  remote; 
The  ring-dove's  deep,  melodious  moon. 
The  rustiing  deer  in  thickets  lone ; 
7'he  wild  bee's  hum,  the  aspen's  sigh,    ■ 
The  wood-stream's  plaintive  harmony. 
Dear  scenes  of  many  a  sportive  hour, 
Tlicre  thy  own  moontains  darkly  tower  1 
*Mid8t  their  gray  rocks  no  glen  so  rude. 
But  thou  hast  loved  its  solitude ! 
No  path  so  wild  but  thou  hast  known. 
And  traced  its  rugged  course  alone ! 
The  earliest  wreath  that  bound  thy  hair. 
Was  twined  of  glowing  heolh-flowers  there. 


There,  m  the  day-spring  of  thy  years, 

Undinmi'd  by  passions  or  by  tears, 

Ofl,  while  thy  oright,  enraptured  eye 

Wander'd  o'er  ocean,  earth,  and  sky, 

While  the  wild  breeze  that  round  thoe  bl€«r« 

Tinged  thy  warm  cheek  with  richer  hue ; 

Pure  as  the  skies  that  o'er  thy  head 

Their  dear  and  cloudless  azure  spread  ; 

Pure  as  that  gale,  whose  light  wing*  drew 

Its  freshness  from  the  mountain  dew ; 

Glow'd  thy  young  heart  with  feelings  hi^Ii« 

A  Heaven  of  haUow'd  ecstacy ! 

Such  days  were  thine !  ere  love  had  drawn 

A  cloud  o'er  that  celestial  dawn ! 

As  the  clear  dews  in  morning's  beam. 

With  soft  reflected  colouring  stream. 

Catch  every  tint  of  eastern  gem. 

To  fi)rm  tiie  rose's  diadem ; 

But  vanish,  when  the  noontide  hour. 

Glows  fiercely  on  the  shrinking  flower  ; 

Thus  in  thy  soul  each  calm  delight, 

Like  mom's  first  dew-drops,  pore  and  bn^jiil, 

Fled  swift  from  passion's  blighting  fire. 

Or  linger'd  only  to  expire ! 

Spring  on  thy  native  hills  again. 

Shall  bid  neglected  wild-nowers  rise, 
And  call  forth,  in  each  grassy  glen; 

Her  brightest  emendd  dyes  I 
There  shall  the  lonely  mountain  rose. 
Wreath  of  the  cliffs,  again  disclose ; 
'Midst  rocky  dells,  each  well-known  streaai. 
Shall  sparkle  in  the  summer  beam ; 
The  birch,  o'er  precipice  and  care, 
Its  feathery  foliage  still  shall  wave ;  ' 

The  ash  'midst  rugged  defVs  unveil 
Its  coral  clusters  to  the  gale. 
And  autumn  shed  a  warmer  bloom 
O'er  the  rich  heath  and  glowing  broom. 
But  thy  light  footstep  there  no  more. 
Each  pati),  each  dingle  shall  ezplora ; 
In  vain  may  smile  each  green  recess, 
— Who  now  shall  pierce  its  loneliness  7 
The  stream  through  eiiadowy  gioM  may  strajt 
—Who  now  shall  trace  its  glistening  way  t 
In  solitude,  in  silence  deep. 
Shrined  'midst  her  rocks,  shall  echo  sleep. 
No  lute's  wild  swell  again  shall  rise, 
To  wake  her  mystic  melodies. 
All  soft  may  blow  the  mountain  air,    ' 
— It  will  not  wave  thy  graceful  hair ! 
The  mountain-rose  may  bbom  and  die, 
— It  will  not  meet  thy  smiling  eye ! 
But  like  those  scenes  of  vanish'd  days. 

Shall  others  ne'er  delight ; 
Far  lovelier  lands  shsO  meet  tiiy  gase. 

Yet  seem  not  half  ao  bright ! 
O'er  the  dim  woodlands'  Aiding  hue, 

Still  gleams  yon  Gothic  pile  on  high ; 
Gaze  on,  while  yet  'tis  thine  to  view 

That  home  of  infancy  i 
Heed  not  the  night.dew's  chilling  power. 
Heed  not  the  ses-wind's  coldest  hoar. 
But  pause,  and  linger  on  the  deck. 
Till  of  those  towers  no  trace,  no  speoh. 
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Is  ghtauoig  o^r  tbe  ntni; 
For  when  the  mist  of  mom  ahaU  riasi 
Blending  th^  eoa,  tlie  ihore,  the  akii*. 
That  home,  onoe  v»niih*d  fMiB  thiaa  eyos, 

Shall  JbkOT  tfaem  M^  agsin ! 
There  the  daik  taies  and  eoDga  of  Tore^ 

First  with  stiange  traDsport  tbiill'd  thj  sottl, 
E*eii  while  their  fearlnl,  mjstic  kae. 

From  thy  warm  cheek  the  life-bloom  stole ; 
There,  while  thy  fiKthcx's  laptured  ear 
Dwelt  ^fondly  on  a  strain  so  deor^ 
And  in  his  eye  the  trembling  tear 

RevealM  his  spirit^s  trance ; 
How  ofU  these  echoing  halls  along, 
Thy  thrilling  voice  has  swelled  the  soiig. 
Tradition  wild  of  other  dayA 
Or  tronbadour's  heroic  lays 

Or  legend  of  romance ! 
Oh !  many  an  hour  has  there  been  thine. 

That  memory*!  pencil  oft  shall  dress 
In  softer  shades,  and  tints  that  shine 

In  meIlow*d  loveliness ! 
While  thy  sick  heart,  and  firuitless  tears. 

Shall  moam,  with  fond  andjdeep  regret,     - 
The  sunshine  of  thine' early  years. 

Scarce  deemM  so  radiaat-^till  it  set ! 
The  cloudless  peace  unprized,  till  gone, 
The  bhss,  till  vanished,  hardly  known ! 

On  rock  and  turret,  wood  and  hill. 

The  fiiding  moonbeams  linger  still ; 

Still,  Bertha,  gaze  !---Ob  yon  gray  tower. 

At  evening^s  last  and  sweetest  hour. 

While  varying  still,  the  weslsni  does 

Flush*d  the  cfear  seas  with  rainbow-dyes, 

Whose  warm  snffiisloos  gl6w'd  and  passed. 

Each  richer,  lovelier,  than  the  last; 

How  oft,  while  gaxing  on  the  deep^ 

That  seemM  a  heaven  of  peace  to  sleep, 

As  if  its  wave,  so  still,  so  fair. 

More  frowning  mien  might  never  wear. 

The  twilight  cabn  of  mental  rest 

Would  steal  in  silence  o'er  thy  breast, 

And  wake  that  dear  and  bahny  sigh, 

That  eofUy  breathes  the  spirit's  harmony  I 

— ^Ah !  ne'er  again  riiaU  hours  to  thee  be  given, 

Of  joy  en  earth--eo  near  alUed  te  Heaven  I 

Why  starts  the  tear  to  Bertha's  eye  7. 
Is  not  her  long-loved  Osbert  nigh  7 
Is  there  a  grief  his  voice,  his  smile. 
His  words,  are  fruitless  to  beguile  7 
—Oh !  bitter  to  the  youthful  heart, 

lliat  scarce  a  pang,  a  care  has  known. 
The  hour  when  first  fh>m  scenes  we  part. 

Where  life's  bright  spring  has  flown ! 
Forsaking,  o'er  the  world  to  roam, 
That  little  shrine  of  peaoe— our  home  ! 
E*en  if  delighted  fimcy  throw 
0*er  Ifaai  eM  vrerid,  lier  bri|fhtest  glow, 
Faintinp'  its  untried  paths  with  flowers, 
That  will  not  live  in  earthly  bowers; 
(Too  frail,  too  eotquisite^  to  bear 


One  breath  of  life's  ungenial  air ;) 
E*en  if  sudi  dfeams  of^hope  arise, 
As  Heaven  alone  can  realize ; 
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Cold  were  the  faieast  that  would  not  heas* 
One  sigh,  the  home  of  youth  to  kave ; 
Stem  were  the  heart  that  would  not  swell 
To  breathe  life's  saddest  woRi-«farewea ! 
Though  earth  has  mai^  a  deeper  woe. 
Though  teara,  moro  bitter  far,  must  flow, 
That  hour,  whate'er  our  futore  kit,  - 
That  first  had  grief;  ie  ne'er  forgot ! 

Such  was  the  pang  of  Bertha's  heart. 
The  thought,  that  bade  the  tear-drop  start. 

And  Osbert,  by  her  side. 
Heard  the  deep  sigh  whose  bursting  swell. 
Nature's  fond  struggle  told  too  wel^ 
And  days  of  future  bliss  pourtray'd 
And  love's  own  eloquence  essay'd. 

To  soothe  hi|  plighted  bride ! 
Of  bright  Arcadian  scenes  he  tells. 

In  that  sweet  land  to  which  they  flv ; 
The  vine-dad  rocks,  the  fragment  deUs 

Of  blooming  Italy. 
For  he  had  roved  a  pilgrim  there. 
And  gazed  on  many  a  spot  so  fair. 
It  scem'd  like  some  enchanted  grove. 
Where  only  peace,  and  joy,  and  lore. 
Those  exiles  of  the  world,  mij^fat  rove. 

And  breathe  its  heavenly  air ; 
And  an  unmiz'd  with  ruder  tone. 
Their  **  wood-notes  wild  "  be  heard  alone ! 

Far  from  the  frawn  of  stem  contsol, 
That  vainly  would  subdue  the  soul, 
There  shau  their  king-affianced  hands 
Be  join'd  in  consecrated  bands, 
And  in  some  rich,  romantic  vale. 

Girded  with  heiffhts  of  Alpine  snow. 
Where  dtron-woods  enrich  the  gale. 
And  scented  shrubs  their  balm  exhale. 

And  flowering  myrtles  bfew ; 
And  'midst  the  mulberry  boughs  on  high. 
Weaves  the  wild  vine  her  tapertry  t 
On  some  bright  streamlet's  emerald  side. 
Where  cedars  wave,  in  gtacefiil  pride, 
Bosom'd  in  groves,  their  home  shall  rise, 
A^helter'd  bower  of  Paradise ! 

Thus  would  the  lover  soothe  to  rest. 
With  tales  of  hope,  her  anxious  breast ; 
Nor  vain  that  dear,  enchanting  lore. 
Her  soul's  bright  visions  to  restore. 
And  bid  gay  phantoms  of  delight. 
Float,  in  soft  coburing,  o'er  her  sight. 
— Oh !  youth,  sweet  May-mom  fled  so  soon^ 
Far  brighter  than  life's  loveliest  noon 
How  oft  thy  spirit's  buoyant  power, 
Will  triumph,  e'en  in  sorrow's  hour. 

Prevailing  o'er  regret! 
As  rears  its  head  th*  elastic  flower. 
Though  the  dark  tempest's  recent  di«,w« 

Hang  on  its  petajs  yet ! 

Ah !  not  so  soon  can  bope^s  gey  emiik 
The  aged  herd  to  jor  beguile; 
Those  silent  years  that  steal  aw»y. 
The  eheek'e  warm  rose,  the  eye^s  bnght  raj^ 
Win  firom  the  mind  a  luiUer  pries 
E'en  all  ite  boojant  energiee! 
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For  kna  the  A|Nil  dayv  ue  puft. 
When  grief  was  but  a  fleetiof  cloud  * 
No  tnuuieiit  ahado  will  aorrow  eaat, 
When  ace  the  afurit'a  might  haa  bonr'd ! 
And  as  he  aeea  the  land  grow  dim, 
That  native  land,  now  lost  to  him, 
FlxM  are  hie  eyes,  and  daspM  hia  handa, 
And  long  in  apeecUem  pm  he  etanda. 
So  deaolatelj  calm  his  air. 
He  seems  an  image,  wrought  to  bear 
The  stamp  of  deep,  thoogfa  hnshM  despair ; 
Motion  and  life  no  sig^i  bespeaks 
Save  that  the  night-breeze,  o*er  his  cheeks, 

Just  waves  his  silverv  hair ! 
Nought  else  ooold  teach  the  eye  to  know 
He  was  no  sculptured  fiirm  of  woe ! 

Long  gaxing  o*er  the  darkening  flood, 
Pale  in  that  silent  grief  he  stood ; 
Till  the  cold  moon  was  waniiur  fast. 

And  many  a  lovely  star  had  died. 
And  the  gmy  heavens  deep  shadows  cast 

Far  o*er  the  slumbering  tide ; 
And  rc^wd  in  one  dark  solemn  hue. 
Arose  the  distant  shoro  to  view. 
Then  starting  from  his  trance  of  woe. 
Team,  long  suppre^M  in  freedom  flow. 
While  thus  his  wild  and  plaintive  strain, 
Blends  with  the  murmur  of  the  main. 

THB  BARD*S  FAREWBLL.     ' 
Thoa  setting  moon !  when  next  thr  rays 

Aro  trembling  on  the  shadowy  oeep, 
The  land,  now  aiding  from  my  gaie 

These  eyes  in  vain  shall  weep ; 
And  wamfor  o*er  the  lonely  sea. 
And  fix  their  tearfiil  glance  on  thee. 
On  thee !  whose  light  so  softly  gleams. 
Thro'  the  green  oaks  that  fringe  my  native  i 

But  *mtdst  those  ancient  groves  no  mora 
Shall  I  thy  quivering  lustre  hail, 

Itiplaintive  strain  my  harp  must  pour. 
To  swell  a  foreign  gale ; 

The  rocks,  the  woods,  whose  echoes  woke, 

When  its  full  tones  their  stillness  broke, 

Deserted  now,  shall  hear  alone. 
The  brook^a  wild  voice,  the  wind^s  mysterious  moan. 

And  oh !  ye  fair,  forsaken  halls. 

Left  by  your  lord  to  slow  decay. 
Soon  shall  the  trophies  on  your  walls 

Be  mouldering  fast  away ! 
There  shall  no  choral  sonfs  resound, 
lliere  shall  no  festal  board  be  crown*d ; 
But  ivy  wreath  the  silent  gate. 
And  all  be  hnsh*d,  and  cold,  and  desolate. 

Wo  banner  from  the  stately  tower. 

Shall  spread  its  bUtsonM  folds  on  high. 
There  the  wild  briar  and  samnMr*flower 

UnmarkM  shall  wave  and  die ! 
Home  of  tiie  mighty !  thou  art  kme, 
The  noonday  of  thy  pride  is  gone. 
And  *midst  thy  sotitode  prefouni. 
A  f^pp  ^hall  echo  like  nneartldy  i 


lycc 

Shall  fiU  the  hall  with  roddy  light, 
Noi  welccHBM,  with  convivial  ntya, 

Some  pilnim  of  the  night ; 
But  there  shall  mas  hizuriant  spread. 
As  o*er  the  dwellings  of  the  dead ; 
And  the  deep  swell  of  every  blast. 
Seem  a  wild  dirge.for  yean  of  grandeur  past* 

And  I— mr  joy  of  life  is  fled. 

My  spirit's  power,  my  bosom's  glow. 
The  raven  locks  that  gimoed  my  head. 

Wave  in  a  wreath  of  snow ! 
And  where  the  star  of  youth  arose, 
I  deem'd  life's  Ungering  ray  should  dose. 
And  thoee  kwed  trees  my  tomb  o'ershade. 
Beneath  whose  arching  bowers  my  cfaildbooa 
pUy'd.    ^ 

Vain  dream !  that  tomb  in  distant  earth 

Shall  rise  forsaken  and  forgot. 
And  thou,  sweet  land,  that  gav'st  me  Urth, 

A  grave  must  yield  me  not ! 
Tet  haply  he  for  whom  I  leave 
Thy  shores,  in  li/e's  dark  winter-eve. 
When  cold  the  hand,  and  closed  the  laya, 
And  mute  the  voice  he  loved  to  praise. 
O'er  the  hush'd  harp  one  tear  may  shed. 
And  one  frail  garland  o'er  the  minstreTs  bed ! 


TO  THE  MOUNTAIN  WINDS. 


The  Hbsity,  iir  ftail,  far  sMirtsl  ana^ 
To  tmm  at  kuvt  amoat  asiMoplsd  slaas 
And  oioomaiiMiM  niiranMnli,  only  trod 
Br  dtvioiu  IbotatAiM !— Renioiw  ^ooMerata 
To  oldMt  timo !— And  reckleB  of  the  Morai 
Thot  keejM  fhe  raven  qaiet  In  hh  noit. 
Bo  u  t  prsMoeo  or  a  motio»— Ono 
AaioDg  the  nanr  tharo. 


MooNTATif  winds !  oh  *  whither  do  ye  call  mo  T 
Vainly,  vainly  would  my  steps  pursue  ! 

Chains  of  care  to  lower  earth  enthral  me. 
Wherefore  thus  my  weary  spirit  woo  7 

Oh !  the  strife  of  this  dirided  being ! 

Is  there  peace  where  ye  ore  borne  on  high  7 
Could  we  soar  to  your  proud  eyeries  fleeing. 

In  our  hearts  would  haunting  memories  diioT 

Those  wild  plaoea  are  not  as  a  dwelling 
Whence  the  footsteps  of  the  loved  am  ^ooe! 

Never  fi'om  those  rocky  halls  came  swelliiiy 
Voice  of  kindness  in  famiHar  tone ! 

Surely  music  of  oblivion  sweepeth 

In  the  pathway  of  tout  wanderings  fre« ; 

And  the  torrent,  wildly  as  it  leapeth. 
Sings  of  no  lost  home  amidst  its  gW 
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There  the  rushing  of  the  falcon's  pinion, 
Is  not  from  some  hidden  pang  to  fly ; 

AH  things  breathe  of  j^wcr  and  stem  dominion — 
Not  of  hearts  that  in  vain  yearnings  die, 

ftfonntain  winds !  oh  I  is  it,  is  it  only 
Where  man*s  trace  hath  been  that  so  we  pine? 

Bear  me  npi  to  grow  in  thought  less  kmely. 
Even  at  nature's  deepest,  loneliest  shrine ! 

Wild,  and  mighty,  and  mysterious  singers !        \ 
At  whose  tone  my  hmrt  within  me  bums ; 

Bear  me  where  the  last  red  sunbeam  lingers. 
Where  tlie  waters  have  their  secret  urns  I 

There  to  commune  with  a  Idlier  spirit 
Than  the  troubling  shadows  of  rerret; 

There  the  wings  of  freedom  to  inhent. 
Where  the  enduring  and  the  wingM  »  •  met 

Hush,  proud  voices !  gentle  be  your  filling ! 

Woman's  lot  thus  diainless  may  not  be ; 
Hush !  the  heart  your  trumpet  sounds  are  calling. 

Darkly  still  may  grow — but  never  free  I 


WELSH  MELODIEa 


DRUID  CHORUS  ON  THE  LANDING  OF 
THE  ROMANS 


Bt  the  dread  and  viewless  powers. 

Whom  tlie  storms  and  seas  obey. 
From  the  Dark  Isle's*  mystic  bowers, 

Romans !  o'er  the  deep  away ! 
Think  ye,  Hb  but  nature's  gloom 

O'er  our  shadowy  coast  which  broods  ?  • 
By  the  altar  and  the  tomb. 

Shun  these  haunted  solitudes ! 
Know  ye  Mona's  awful  spells  7 

She  the  rolling  orbs  can  stay  I 
She  the  mightv  grave,  compels 

Back  to  yield  its  fetter'd  prey ! 
fWr  ye  not  the  Ughtning-stroke  7 

Mark  ye  not  the  fiery  sky  7 
Hence  I — around  our  eentral  oak 

Gods  are  gathering— Romans,  fly ! 


THE  SEA-SONG  OF  GAVRAN.f 

Watch  ye  well !  The  moon  is  shrouded 

On  her  bright  throne; 
Storms  are  gathering,  stars  are  dooded« 

Waves  make  wild  moan. 


*  7mr«  Dmm  or  the  Dark  Uaod,  u  aaeimt  naoM  for 
AofleMr. 

t  OafTBii  «t»  t  Briibh  Chief,  who  ia  the  fifth  eeatnrrmider- 
look  a  Tojane  to  dieeover  the  blenda  which,  bj  traditicn.  were 
known  snder  ihe  appellelton  of  Owerdilonaa  LKnn,  or  Oreen 
bbiid*  of  the  Oeeen.  Thie  exsedHioii  wan  a^ver  anarwardt 
oesid  oC— flee  Camhriw  BUgrapkv,  »>  I9L 


*Tis  no  night  of  hearth-fires  glowing. 
And  gay  songs  and  wine^ups  flowing  * 
But  of  winds,  in  darkness  Mowing 
O'er  seas  unknown ! 

In  the  dwellings  of  our  fathers. 

Round  the  glad  blase, 
Now  the  festive  cirele  gathers, 

With  harps  anclays ; 
Now  the  rush-strewn  halls  are  ringing 
Stepa  are  bounding,  bards  are  singing, 
•—Ay !  the  hour  to  all  is  bringing 

Peace,  joy,  or  praiso ! 

Save  to  us,  our  night-watdi  keeping. 

Storm-winds  to  brave. 
While  the  ver^  sea-bird  aleeping, 

Rests  m  its  cave ! 
Think  of  us  when  heartlis  are  beamings 
Think  of  us  when  mead  is  streaming, 
Ye,  of  whom  our  souls  are  dreaming, 

On  the  dark  wave ! 


THE  HALL  OF  CYNDDYLAN. 


The  Hall  of  Cjmddylan  is  gloomy  to-night,! 
I  weep,  fi>r  the  grave  has  extinguish'd  its  Ught; 
The  beam  of  its  lamp  from  the  summit  is  o'er. 
The  blaze  of  its  hearth  shall  give  welconie  03 
more! 

The  Hall  of  Cynddylan  is  voiceless  and  sUH, 
The  sound  of  its  harpings  hath  died  on  the  hill ! 
Be  silent  for  ever,  thou  desolate  scene. 
Nor  let  e'en  an  cciio  recall  what  hath  been ! 

The  Hall  of  Cynddylan  is  lonely  and  bare. 
No  banquet,  no  gueit,  not  a  footstep  is  there ! 
Oh  I  where  are  the  warriors  who  circled  its  board  7 
•—The  grass  will  soon  wave  where  the  mead-cup 
was  pour'd ! 

The  hall  of  Cynddylan  is  loveless  to-night. 
Since  He  is  departed  whose  smile  made  it  bnght' 
I  nMmm,  but  the  aigh  of  my  soul  shall  be  brie^ 
Hie  pathway  is  short  to  the  grave  of  my  chief  2 


t  "The  Hall  of  Crnddrlen  it  floomr  thii  Digkt, 
Wilhoal  Are,  without  bed— 
I  nuit  weep  awhile,  end  Uien  be  sileat 

The  Hell  of  Crnddflen  ie  cloomj  tide  nif  fat 
Without  fire.  wiUiuat  heioff  licftfod—  '  / 
3e  thoo  eoeireled  with  ■preediog  lileaee ! 

The  RaH  ofOraMrkM  M  witlnat  lof«  tUi  ii|M« 

fHoee  he  that  owned  it  ii  ao  more— 

Ah.  Death!  it  will  be  bat  a  iboct  time  he  will  laata  tm 

The  Ral  of  Crflddflan  h  b  noteuv  tilw  BigM 
On  tiie  top  of  dM  fMk  of  HydwnK 
Ivithoat  Mi  mmd*  wiihoat  eompanv*  wilboai  tha  SHOllai 
fteiu!'* 
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THE  LAMENT  OF  IXYWASCH  H£K. 

Llrwftieh  Hen,  or  Llrwareh  tiM  A<ed,  a  celebrated  bard 
and  ehieT,  of  the  tinei  of  Arthur,  was  prince  of  Anoed,  nip- 
poeed  to  be  a  part  of  the  pianiit  Oonberiaad.  Bavteit  rat- 
taioed  the  hw  of  hia  palnaMBf .  and  vteeand  the  fkn  ofmoat 
of  hia  aoM.  in  thp  nneqaal  oonlaat  mamtainad  br  th«  North 
Britom  af  auat  the  growing  power  of  the  Baxona.  Llrwareh 
waaconpellcdtofly  Oom  hiaooootrr.  and  eaek  reftige  in  Waka. 
He  there  found  an  aaylum  for  wHae  time  in  the  reiidenca  of 
Cyndd  jlan.  Prince  of  Powya.  wfaoea  All  he  patheiieallr  lamaata 
fai  one  of  hia  poena.  Tbeee  aie  BtH  eitani,  and  fab  etegy  on 
old  age  and  the  km  of  hb  aona.  li  lainarkaUa  fef  ita  ainplieitf 
and  beauty.— ««  Cmmirum  Bi»trmpkp,  mid  Owm*9  lUnU 
EUgiuufdHk«t9tm$^IJ»mm%kXm> 

Thx  bri|[ht  honn  return,  and  the  blue  iky  ig 

With  son^,  and  the  hillg  are  all  mantled  with 

bloom;  ,       , 

But  fiurer  than  anght  which  the  anmmer  u  brmg. 

ing. 
The  beauty  and  youth  gone  to  people  the  tomb ! 
Oh !  why  ahould  I  live  to  hear  music  resoimding. 
Which  cannot  awake  ye,  my  tevcly,  my  brave  ? 
Why  smile  the  waste  flowers,  my  sad  fiwtstepe 

surrounding  7 
—My  sons !  they  but  clothe  the  green  turf  of  your 

grave! 

Alne  on  the  rooks  of  the  stranger  I  linger. 
My  spirit  all  wrapt  in  the  post,  as  a  dream ! 
Mine  ear  hath  no  joy  in  the  voice  of  the  singer,* 
Mine  eye  sparkles  not  to  the  sunlight's  glad  beam, 
Yet, yet  I  live  on,  though  forsaken  and  weeping! 
—Oh  Grave !  why  refuse  to  the  aged  thy  bed. 
When  valour*s  high  heart  on  thy  bosom  is  sleeps 

ing. 
When  youth's  glorious  flower  is  gone  down  to  the 

dead! 

Fair  were  ye,  my  sons!  and  all  kmgly  your  bear- 

hig, 
As  on  to  the  fields  of  your  glory  ye  trod ! 
Each  prince  of  my  race  the  bngbt  golden  chain 

wearing. 
Each  eye  glancing  Sxe,  shrouded  now  by  the 

sod!f 
I  weep  when  the  blast  of  tiie  trumpet  b  sounding. 
Which  rouses  ye  not !  Oh,  my  lovely !  my  brave ! 
When  warriors  and  chiefii  to  their  proud  steeds 

are  boimding, 
I  turn  from  Heaven's  light,  lor  it  smiles  on  your 

grave  !t 


GRUFYDiyS  FEAST. 


Grufjad-ab  Bfaya  ab  l^dwr,  having  mirted  thefivU 
aoeoanfuli^  in  the  time  of  Stephen,  and  at  lait  oblaiB«l  fron 
them  an  honourable  peace,  made  a  great  fcaat  at  hia  pilaoe  h 
Tttrad  TV*',  to  celebrate  thia  eireot.  To  this  frart.  which  wu 
continued  for  forty  dajra.  ho  Imriiod  an  who  wouU  oeiat  iB  PNM 
from  Qgfwadd.  Pawpa.  the  rWWniarfi,  QlaaMniaa.  nd  tb 
marehaa.  Agaivt  the  appointed  time  ha  prepared  all  kindiflf 
delielonaviaodaaadliQSoia;  wtthaaaiy  intartabiaaiHofn»id 


ciaa*.  He  encooraf  ed,  too.  all  aorta  of  repnaentaiioiif  ud  wm 
ly  gamea.  and  aAerwanb  sent  away  all  thoM  who  had  euellM 
in  Uiem,  with  honouabb  gifta.— FUs  Ctmbrim  Binrvk- 


»  V  WhatI  bwd  whan  I  waa  ayooth  b  hataAil  to  na  now. 
•         •••••• 

t  "Poor  and  twenty  aooa  to  ma  haTa  been. 
Waaibc  the  goMn  abate,  ami  badbg  priMsa.'* 

ftegMf  rfUvmvtk  Htm, 
fta  goldea  ehate.  aa  a  badge  of  honoor.  won  by  heroaa.  b 
liMioently  afindad  la  in  the  WKKkaof  the  aaabat  Bdlbh  hards. 

I  **  Hardly  haa  the  snow  aafiaiad  the  vab 
Whan  the  warriora  am  haataning  ta  the  battb  \ 
«r  not  go,  I  am  hmdered  by  inllrmily.** 

Owaa'a  Ekgit*  ^Uifwmxk  Bmu 


Let  the  yellow  mead  shine  ibr  tiie  stvs  of  the 

brave. 
By  the  bright  ftstal  torches  around  as  that  wbk  ! 
Set  open  the  gates  of  the  princess  wide  hall, 
And  hang  up  (he  chieTs  ruddy  speu*  oo  the 

waBt 
There  b  peace  on  the  land  we  have  battled  to 

save, 
Then  spread  ye  the  feast,  bid  the  wioe^p  mm 

high,§  ^. 

That  those  may  rejoice  who  hi^ve  fear'd  not  td  die . 

Let  the  horn,  whose  loud  Wast  gave  the  sigMlfa 

With  the  bee's  sanny  nectar  now  ipsrUe  n 

light,|I 
CiCt  the  rich  draught  it  offers  with  ghtfinew  be 

crown'd. 
For  the  strong  hearts,  hi  combat  that  kap'detite 

sound!  . 

Like  the  billow's  dark  swell,  was  tbe  path  of 

their  might,  , . , 

Red,  red  as  their  blood,  fill  the  wine^p  oo  W 
That  those  may  njoice  who  have  fear'd  n»  ^ 

die! 

And  wake  ye  the  ohiUiea  of  song  fion  tbeii 
dreams,  ^  ^_    A 

On  Maelor's  wild  hifla,  and  by  DyiWi  fin 
streams  !f  ,    ,^^  ^ 

Kd  them  haste  with  those  stnns  of  tbe  lof^>« 

free. 
Which  shall  float  down  the  waves  of  long  ■«« 

to  be.  .      «, 

Sheath  the  sword  which  hath  given  th^  ^ 

perishing  themes,  . 

And  pour  the  bright  mead,  let  the  wmo-cop-**" 

That  those  may  njoioe  who  have  fearM  not  l» 
die! 


5  Wtoe.  as  wen  a*  mead,  b  freQuanfly  naatbaed  in  *• 
pocma  of  the  ancient  BritiBhbarda. 

g  The  horn  waa  need  for  two  porpoM.  ta  aooai  *•  •«■ 
to  war,  and  to  drink  the  mead  at  feasti.  ^^ 

V  Maabr.  part  of  the  oomitb.  of  Deabigh  ^^^ 
(MM  to  aigaify  a  bad  ahoaading  with  itiaaM  il « 

modan  Ptanbrokaahln. 
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THE  CAMmiAN  IN  AMERICA. 


WittN  tffie  last  flush  of  ero  is 

On  boundless  lakes,  a^  fhat  shbie 
When  winds  amidst  the  pahns  are  sighing, 

And  6nigraxioe  breathes  fit>m  every  pine  :* 
When  stars  through  cypress  boogffas  are  gleamifig. 

And  fire-fiies  wander  bright  uid  free. 
Still  of  thy  harps,  thy  moantains  dreaaiair. 

My  thoughts,  wild  Cambria !  dwell  witS  Ihee  1 

Alone  o*er  green  sayannas  roving. 

When  some  broad  stream  in  sHence  flows, 
Or  through  th*  eternal  forests  moving. 

One  onlv  home  my  spirit  knows ! 
Sweet  land,  whence  memory  nc*er  hath  parted ! 

To  thee  on  sleep^s  light  wing  I  fly ; 
But  happier,  could  the  weary-hearted. 

Look  on  his  own  blue  hills,  and  die ! 


TALIESINS  PROPHECY. 


A 
■till 

iQWiOf 


oTTilMB  nlstibt  to  tto  Asskei  MtMt.  to 
■Bd  b«  bMiirikUviywrttHL  fttototteW 
t: 

**Thni  God  thflf  sban  fTonhip, 
Their  lanffuaga  tbcf  ihall  retain. 
Their  hwltlMydhalllMM. 
Exeept  wiJd  Wtka." 


THE  MONARCHY  OF  BRITAIN. 


The  Bud  of  tfas  PakM,  dodtr  tha  ueienl  Weh*  PrilMw. 
always  aoooropanied  the  vmy  whan  it  aarebed  iola  aa  « 
mf  *•  flooatry,  aod  while  it  wai  piei»ariDg  Ibr  battle,  or  divid- 
iDff  the  ■poile,  be  perfonned  an  ancient  noff,  eaUol  Unbat- 
maetk  Frydam,  the  aMmarchy  of  Britain.  II  bat  been  c 
jeetttied  that  this  poem  referred  to  the  tradllioa  of  the  Webh. 
that  the  whole  Uand  had  onoe  baen  ppiiBiwil  by  their  an* 
ceelofff,  who  were  dritreo  into  a  ooraer  of  it  by  tMr  Baxoa 
inraden.  When  the  prhiee  had  received  hie  ihara  of  the 
epoile,  the  bard,  for  the  perlbrmaneo  of  thia  Mog,  was  re- 
warded with  the  mott  valaable  bcait  that  reaaiiied.--6ee 
lonee'i  /RtCertMl  JleenaU  nf  tki  WtUk  Bards. 


Sons  of  the  Fair  Isle !  f  forget  not  the  time. 
Ere  spoilers  had  breathM  the  free  winds  of  your 

dime! 
All  that  its  eagles  behold  in  their  flight, 
Was  yours  from  the  doep  to  each  storoMnantled 

height! 
Tbo*  from  your  race  that  proud  birth^rigfat  be 

torn, 
UnqoenchM  Is  the  spirit  for  monarchy  bom. 
Darkly  though  clouds  may  hang  o*er  us  awhile, 
Tbe  crown  shall  not  pass  flrom  Uie  Beautiful  Isle ! 

Agem  may  roll,  ere  your  children  lenin 
The  land  for  which  heroes  hsTe  pensh*d  fai  ftuil. 
Yet  in  the  sound  of  your  name  shall  be  power. 
Around  her  still  gathering,  till  glory^s  full  hour. 
SCroog  in  the  fiime  of  the  mighty  that  sleep, 
Your  Britain  shall  sit  on  the  throne  of  tbe  deep ! 
Then  diall  their  spirits  rejoice  in  her  smile. 
Who  died  for  the  crown  of  the  Beautiffal  lale ! 


^  The  aromalie  odour  of  the  pine  baa  frequently  been  ued- 
lioned  by  traTellon. 

t  Tnya  fridain,  the  ancient  name  of  Brkahi.  ilgnlfiSB  the 
^Sr,  or  Beaotiftil  Maad. 


A  Toicx  fhim  time  departed,  yet  floats  thy  hills 

among, 
O  Cambria !  thus  thy  prophet  bard,  thy  Talieaut 

sung ! 
The  path  of  unborn  ages  is  traced  upon  my  sout 
The  clouds,  which  mantle  things  unseen,  away 

before  me  roll, 
A  light,  the  depths  revealing,  hath  o*er  my  spirit 

pass'd, 
A  rushing  sound  from  days  to  be,  swells  fitfhl  in 

the  blast. 
And  tells  me  that  ibr  ever  shall  Ibe  the  lofly 

tongue. 
To  which  the  harp  of  Monads  woods  by  Free- 
dom's hand  was  stnmg. 


Green  island  of  the  mighty !  *  I  see  thine  anblent 

race 
Driven  £bom  their  father^  reahn*  to  make  the 


locks  their  dwelling  •place  ! 
see  from  Uthyr^st  kingdom 


the  eeeptre  i 


away. 


And  mahy  a  line  of  bards  And  chldk,  and  prbcdy 
men  decay. 

But  long  as  Arvon*s  motmtains  shall  lifl  their 
sovereign  fbnns, 

And  wear  the  crown  to  which  is  given  dominion 
o*er  the  storms. 

So  long,  their  empire  sharing,  shall  live  the  b>fly 
tongue. 

To  whioh  the  harp  of  Mona*s  woods  by  Free- 
dom's hand  was  atrung  I 


PRINCE  MADOCnS  FAREWELL. 


Why  lingers  my  gaxe  where  the  last  hues  of  day, 
On  the  hills  of  my  country  in  loveliness  sleep  1 

Too  fair  is  the  sight  for  a  wanderer,  whooe  way 
Lies  far  o'er  the  measureless  worlds  of  the  doep ! 

Fall,  ahadowB  of  twilight!  and  veil  the  gnia 
shore. 

Thai  the  heart  of  the  mighty  may  waver  no  mora ! 


•  Yay«  p  CtMr%  or  Ide  of  the  Mighty,  an  aSfllant  m 
firm  to  Britafai. 

t  Uihyr  PendrafOD.  klnc  of  Britaia,  lappoeea  to  hn-a  I 
Ifae  father  of  Arthor. 
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1IB&  H£M  ANT  WCmoai 


Whjr  riM  on  my  thooghti,  ye  free  ■ooge  of  the 
land, 
Where  the  hwp*i  loffy  mniI  oq  eech  wild  wind 
if  borne? 
fie  hnrii'd,  be  forgotten!  ftr  ne*er  ehdl  the  hud 

Of  minetrel  with  melodT  greet  roj  return. 
—No !   no ! — ^let  your  ectiM  itill  float  on  the 

breeze, 
And  my  heart  ihall  be  itrong  lor  the  eonqaest  of 


*Tii  not  for  the  land  of  my  airee  to  give  birth 
Unto  boeoma  thai  ahrinik,  when  their  trial  b 
nigh; 
Away !  we  will  bear  over  ooean  and  earth 
A  name  and  a  apirit  that  never  ahall  die. 
My  ooiiree  to  the  winds,  to  the  atara  I  resign. 
Bat  mjr  Boors  qnencfaleai  fire,  oh!  my  ooontiy! 
is  thine. 


CASWALL0N9  TRIUMPH. 


HOWELL'S  SONG. 


Bowel  ab  Enloe  U/rfiw  wm  a  datinirDiited  beid  af  In 
lib  eMtttiy.  A  bwotiful  poem,  uklraned  by  him  to  Mjfmmf 

Vyehan,  a  eelebimted  beauty  of  Uiom  time*,  w  atiU  pnwuiiirf 
MRrt  tbe  nmum  of  tbe  W«|jh  bwda.    The  raiiM  of  Mf 

fuwy't  midiaca,  Oanh  Dion  Bi«ii,duu  yet  bo  teoad  •■  a 


Cuwdloa  (or  Caoivolaaint)  tru  deetod  to  tho  nprMM 
eomnaod  of  tho  Britons,  (m  raeorded  in  tbs  Trials,}  Bar  tb« 
porpooooT  opponnff  Cwar.  ondor  tbe  title  of  Eleoled  Chiof 
of  Battle.  Wbaiom  fanpnarioa  the  dndptined  leffione  of 
Rone  misht  lave  made  on  tbe  Britaim  in  tbe  fint  inrtance, 
tbeoubieqMatdepartwe  of  Cmnx  they  eonrideicd  as  a  eann 
of  triumph;  and  U  k  itated  that  CatwalbMi  proelafaMd  aa 
MamUy  of  ibe  varioua  etatea  of  tbe  iolaBd,  for  tbe  panMn 
of  oelebtatiaa  that  event  by  feartinf  and  poblie  ^jokOng.— 
tm  tkt  Camkritm  Bmgraplig. 


From  the  rlowing  sonthem  re^ons, 

Where  Sie  sim-god  makes  hia  dwelling, 
Came  the  Roman's  crested  legions, 

0*er  the  deep,  roimd  Britain  awelling ; 
The  wave  grew  dazzling  aa  he  pasa'd. 
With  light,  from  spear  and  helmet  cast, 
And  sounds  in  every  roshing  blast 
Of  a  conqueror's  march  were  telUng ! 

J^ut  hia  eagle's  royal  pinion. 
Bowing  earth  beneath  its  j^lory. 

Could  not  shadow  with  dommion 
Our  wild  seas  and  mountaina  hoary ! 

Back  from  their  cloudy  realm  it  flies. 

To  float  in  light  through  softer  skies ; 

Oh !  chainless  winds  of  Heaven,  arise ! 
Bear  a  vanquishM  world  the  stoiy } 

Lords  of  earth  I  to  Rome  returning. 
Tell,  how  Britain  combat  wages. 

How  Caswallom's  son!  is  burning 
When  the  storm  of  battle  ra^ ! 

And  ye  that  shrine  high  deeds  m  song. 

Oh .  holy  and  immoral  throng  ! 

The  brightness  of  his  name  imilang, 
As  a  torch  to  stream  through  agea ! 


PRKSBon,my8toed!  I  hear  the  nroU  * 
Of  Valle  Cmois'  vesper-bell, 
Sweet  floating  firom  the  holy  dell 

O'er  woods  and  wraters  round. 
Perchance  the  maid  I  love,  e'en  now. 
From  Difiat  Br&n'$  majestic  brow. 
Looks  o'er  the  fairy  world  below. 

And  listens  to  the  sound ! 

I  feel  her  presence  on  the  scene ! 
The  summer-air  is  more  serene. 
The  deep  woods  wave  in  richer  green. 

The  wave  more  gently  flows ! 
Oh !  fair  as  Ocean's  corlinp  foam  I  f 
Lo !  with  the  balmy  hour  f  come. 
The  honi  that  brinp  the  wanderer  bomo^ 

The  weary  to  repose*! 

Haste !  on  each  mountam's  iarkenin|r  cresi. 
The  glow  hath  died,  the  shadows  rest, 
The  twilight-star,  on  Deva's  breast. 

Gleams  tremuloualy  bright ; 
Speed  for  My^wy's  bower  on  high  I 
Though  scorn  may  jpound  me  from  her  «je^ 
Oh !  better  by  the  sim  to  die. 

Than  live  in  rayless  night  I 


THE  MOUNTAIN.FUUBS. 


The  custom  retained  in  Wales  of  ligbtios  fires  (CWIecrfii) 
on  November  eve,  i$  said  to  be  a  irsdiiiunaJ  memortaJ  or  the 
massacre  of  the  British  ehieft  br  Henfciit.  on  Salisborj  Plaia. 
The  praetiee  h,  however,  of  older  date,  and  had  referenae 
originaJIy  to  tbe  JJlbam  £<ocd,  or  new  jrear.— Am  Oe  Cam- 
kn-BrUam, 

When  these  fires  are  kindled  on  tho  noootaina.  and  sea 
Ibroocb  the  darkoeas  of  a  stonny  night,  caatini  a  red  aad 
filfol  glare  over  heath  and  rock,  their  effict  is  strikiDtlF  P«o- 


Light' the  hills!  till  Heaven  is  glowing 
As  with  some  red  meteor's  rays ! 

Winds  of  night,  though  rudely  blowing*. 
Shall  but  flm  the  beacon-blaze. 


*  "  I  have  rode  hard,  mounted  on  a  fine  high-bred  aieed 
apon  thr  aeeoonr,  O  thoa  with  the  couotanaooe  of  eheny 
fluwer  bloom.  The  speed  was  wiib  eagerness,  and  tha  stroag 
long-ham'd  steed  of  Aiban  reaoiiod  ibe  summit  of  tha  high- 
land of  Bran.** 

t  "  My  loving  heart  rioki  with  grief  vrithont  thy  support,  O 
Ihoa  that  hast  the  wblteoen  of  the  curling  waves!  *  •  « 
*  *  I  know  that  tlus  pain  will  avail  uke  nothing  lowarda  ab- 
taming  thy  lov^  O  thou  whow  cuontenaDoe  is  bright  aa  the 
flowers  of  the  hawthorn !"— ilowel's  Ode  lo  Jtd'amww* 
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lAghi  the  hills !  till  flames  are  streaming. 
From  *  Yr  Wydilfti*8  sovereign  steeps 

To  the  waves  roand  Mona  rlearoiog, 
Where  the  Roman  tradiM  the  deep! 

Be  the  mountain  watch-fires  heighlen*ds 
File  them  to  the  stormy  sky ! 

Till  each  torrent-wave  is  brightened, 
Kindling  as  it  rushes  by. 

Now  each  rock,  the  mist*s  high  dwelling, 

Towers  in  reddening  light  snblime ; 

Heap  the  flames !  aronod  them  telling 
Tales  of  Cambria's  elder  time. 

Thns  our  aires,  the  iearless-hearted. 

Many  a  solemn, vigil  kept, 
When,  in  ages  long  departed, 

0*er  the  noble  dead  they  wept 
Iii  the  winds  we  hear  their  voices, 
•  '**  Sons !  though  ^ours  a  brighter  lot. 
When  the  mountain-land  rejoices. 

Be  her  mighty  unforgct  !** 


ERYHI  WEN. 


"  SiMwdoB  wu  held  u  ncred  br  the  ancieat  Brftont.  oa 
ParnaMiifl  wu  bj  th«  Gracki,  and  Ida  by  Um  Cralam.  It  to 
fliiO  laid,  that  whoaoever  flept  npoo  Sao wduo  would  wakt  ia- 
spired,  at  much  aa  if  he  bad  taken  a  nap  oo  the  hill  of  Apollo. 
The  Welah  had  alwaya  the  aiionireat  attaehintat  to  the  iract 
of  Siiowdon.  Our  pri oeea  bad,  in  additioa  to  their  title,  that 
of  Lord  of  Boowdoo."— Pfiraatti. 


TmeiRs  was  no  dream,  oh !  Monarch-hill, 
With  heaven's  own  azure  crown'd ! 

Who  caird  thee— what  thou  sbalt  be  still. 
White  Snowdon  I — holy  ground. 

They  fabled  not,  thy  sons,  who  told 
Of  the  dread  power,  enshrin'd 

Within  thy  cloudy  m'antle's  fold, 
And  on  thy  rushing  wind ! 

Jt  shadowM  o*er  thy  silent  height. 

It  fiird  thy  chainless  air, 
Deep  thoughts  of  majesty  and  might. 

For  ever  breathing  there. 

Nor  hath  it  fled !  the  awful  speQ 

Yet  holds  unbroken  sway. 
As  when  on  that  wild  rock  it  fell. 

Where  Merddin  Emrys  lay  !t 


•  Tr  Wrddfb.  tho  Webb  mnio  of  Soowdoa,  laU  to  meao 
the  cvnaptcKMW  pUee,  or  object. 

t  Dioas  Emrya  (the  fortreas  or  Aisbraae,)  a  celebrated  rock 
amoo«at  Ibe  monntaioa  of  Soowdon,  to  aaid  to  be  so  called 
ttmn  having  been  the  reddeoce  of  Merddin  Emrya,  called  bj 
the  Latins  Merlious  Ambroaius.  the  celebrated  proirfiet  and 
OMgleian  :  and  there  tradition  aays,  he  wrote  bis  propbeeiea 
eoQoerains  the  futnre  state  of  the  Britons. 

There  is  another  corious  tradition  respecting  a  large  stone, 
on  the  ssoent  of  Snowdon,  called  Maeu  iu  yr  JirdAt,  Ibe 
Uaek  slone  of  Arddo.  It  is  said,  that  if  two  persons  wars  to 
sleep  a  night  on  thto  stone,  in  the  morning  one  wooU  And 
himoelf  endowed  with  the  gift  of  poetry,  and  the  other  would 
» iiaannr- £as  ITiUiamt^s  Oktervatiotu  en  tkg  SmfW 


Tboupfh  from  their  stormy  hannts  of  yon^ 

Thme  eagles  long  have  flown^ 
As  proud  a  flight  the  soul  shall  soar. 

Yet,  from  thy  moontain-throne ! 

Pierce  then  the  heavens,  thou  hill  of  streams ! 

And  make  the  snows  thy  crest ! 
The  simlight  of  immortal  dreams 

Around  thee  still  shall  rest. 

Eryri !  temple  of  the  bard ! 

And  Ibttress  of  the  free ! 
*Midst  rocks  which  heroes  died  to  guard, 

Their  spirit  dwells  with  thee ! 


CHANT  OF  THE  BARDS  BEFORE  THEIR 
MASSACRE  BY  EDWARD  I.§ 


Raisi  ye  the  sword !  let  the  death^roke  be  {^iwd. 
Oh  I  swifl  may  it  fall  as  the  lightning  of  Heaven  1 
So  shall  our  spirits  be  free  as  our  strains, 
The  children  of  song  may  not  languish  in  chains 

Have  ye  not  trampled  our  country's  bright  crest? 
Are  heroes  reposing  in  death  on  her  breast? 
Red  with  her  blood  do  her  moontain-etreams  flow, 
And  think  ye  that  still  we  would  linger  below  7 

Rest,  ye  brave  dead-!  'midst  the  hillsofyonr  sires. 
Oh!  who  would  not  slum  tier  when  freedom  expires? 
Lonely  and  voiceless  your  nails  must  remain, 
— The  children  of  song  may  not  breathe  in  the 
chain ! 


THE  GREEN  ISLES  OF  OCEANH 


WiuK  are  they,  those  green  fairy  islands,  repo- 
sing 
In  sunlip^ht  and  beauty,  on  ocean's  calm  breast? 
What  spirit,  the  things  which  ore  bidden  disclo* 
«ngt 
Shall  point  the  bright  way  to  their  dwellings 
of  rest? 


t  It  to  believed,  amongst  the  inhabitants  of  these  moontalss, 
that  eaglee  have  heretofore  bred  in  the  lofly  cleAs  of  tbett 
rucks.  Some  wandering  ones  are  still  seen  at  times,  tboogb 
▼err  lareljr,  amongst  the  predpices^^SM  tJkt  »um$  Wvrt, 

$  Thu  saoguinarj  deed  to  not  attested  bj  any  hislotlaa  of 
eiedit.  And  it  deserves  to  be  also  noticed,  that  none  of  Iha 
bardic  produeiiooa  ainee  the  time  of  Edward  make  anj  allu- 
sion to  such  an  event— 5m  tkt  Ckambr^Briton,  Vol.  L  p.  19& 

II  The  *'  Oreen  Islands  of  Ocean,**  or  *'  Green  Spots  of  the 
Floods.**  csHed  in  the  TVisds  "OwerudonaP  Llioo,**  (re- 
specting which  some  remarkable  superstitions  have  bora  pro- 
sorved  in  Wales,)  were  anppoaed  to  be  the  abodea  of  the  Fait 
Familjr.  or  aouto  of  the  virtuous  Druids,  who  could  not  enisi 
the  Christina  heaven,  bat  wen  pennitted  to  cnijoy  thto  para- 
dise of  their  own.  Oafran,  a  distingutohed  British  obtofUht 
of  the  fifth  oentorr,  went  on  a  voyago.  with  hto  familr.  In 
discover  theso  tolanda ;  but  they  were  never  heard  of  %ftei 
wards.  Thto  event,  the  voyage  of  Merddin  Emrys  with  na 
twelve  bards,  and  the  expedition  of  Madog,  were  called  the 
three  loeaes  bjr  disappearance  of  the  island  of  Britain.—Vida 
W.  O.  Pugba's  Camkriam,  BiogrtirAif.  atoo  Camkn-SriUH, 
vol.  L  p.  IU. 
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Oh !  lofvvlj  tb«y  roM  ooitlia  dmioi  of  pa 
The  mi^ht^  have  MOfht  them,  nndauntecl  in 
fUth; 
Bat  the  knd  Iwth  h&m  nd  ftr  her  werdon  and 

For  the  guide  to  those  feafam  of  dw  bleeied,  is 


Where  are  they,  the  hS{rh.minded  ehiMren  of  glory. 

Who  eteer*d  for  those  distant  green  spfSs  on 

the  wave? 

To  the  winds  of  the  ocean  they  left  their  wild 

story. 

In  the  fields  of  their  oociniry  they  fbond  not  a 

grave. 

PerohaMe  they  repose  where  the  SnaimsrJireeK 

gathers, 
From  the  flowers  of  each  vale,  immortality's 

breath; 
Bol  Ibeir  slops  shall  be  ne'er  on  the  hi/Is  of  their 

lathers— 
For  the  goide  to  those  realav  of  thi»  blessed,  k 


THE  HIRLA8  HORN 


FihL  high  the  bloe  Atrlos,*  that  sLires  like  the 
wavet 

When  sunbeams  are  bright  on  the  spray  of  the 
sea; 
And  bear  thoo  the  rich  foaming  mead  to  the  brave, 

The  dragons  of  battle,  tho  sons  of  the  free ! 
To  those  from  whose  spears,  in  the  shock  of  the 
fight, 
A  beam,  like  heaven's  lightning,!  flash'd  over 
the  field; 
To  those  who  oame  rashing  as  storms  in  their 
might. 
Who  hsve  shiver'd  the  helmet,  and  cloven  the 
shield; 
The  sound  of  whose  strife  was  like  ocean's  afar, 
When  lances  were  red  from  the  harvest  of  war. 

Fill  high  the  bine  hirlas !  O  cup-bearer,  fill 

For  the  lords  of  the  field,  in  their  festivars  hoar. 
And  let  the  mead  foam,  like  the  stream  of  the  hill, 

That  bursts  o'er  the  rock  in  the  pride  of  its 
power: 
Praise,  praise  to  the  mighty,  fill  high  the  smooth 
bom 

Of  hononr  and  mirth,§  for  the  conflict  is  o'er; 
And  round  let  the  golden-tipp'd  hirlas  be  borne. 

To  the  lion^eieniders  of  Gwynedd's  fair  shore, 

*  Biriaa,  fVom  kir,  Inog.  Mid  gUt,  Mim  or  anre. 

*  **Feteh  the  horn,  thni  we  may  drink  tocothcr.  whoee  ftloa 
U  like  the  wave*  of  the  tea  ;  whoae  itreen  handlca  riww  ihe 
•kill  of  the  anfar.  and  are  tipped  wUfa  gold.**— From  the  Hir- 
.M«  of  Owalo  Crfeiliof . 

r  **  Heard  re  in  Maelor  the  ooiae  ot  war,  the  horrid  din  of 
ama,  their  rnrioua  oneet,  load  aa  in  the  battle  of  Bangor, 
vvhere  ffra  flaahed  oat  of  tlietr  ■peara.**— From  the  aarae. 

%  '*  Flli.  then,  the  yellow-lipped  how  badge  oThoaoar  and 
punh."— From  the  aame. 


Who  rudi'd  to  the  Md  where  the  gk»y  was  wra 
As  esglee  thst  soar  finem  their  clifib  to  tho  odoD. 


Fill  higher  the  hfalas! 

Who  shared  its  bright  draught  in  the  days 
which  are  fled ! 
ThoQgh  cold  on  their  moootaSn  the  vaGant  repose. 

Their  kH  shall  be  lovely    teuown  to  the  dead ! 
While  harps  in  the  haH  of  the  feast  shaO  be  Strang. 

While  regal  Brjfri  with  snow  shaD  be  erawii*d-^ 
80  kmg  by  the  bards  shall  their  battles  be  wang^ 

And  the  heart  of  the  hero  sbaO  bom  at  the 
sound. 
The  free  winds  of  Maebig  ahaU  swell  with  tbeiz 


And  Owain's  rich  hirlas  be  811'd  to  thefar  &me. 


THE  FAIR  ISLE.t 

(FOR  THE  MELODY  CALLED  THE  -  WBL^fl 
GROUND.**) 


Sons  of  the  Fair  Isle !  forget  not  the  time. 

Ere  spoilers  had  breathed  the  firee  air  of  joor 

elime: 
All  that  its  eagles  behold  in  their  flight 
Was  yoars,  from  the  deep  to  each  storm-raantletf 

height. 
Though  firom  yoor  race  that  proud  birthright  ba 

torn, 
Unqnench'd  is  the  spirit  for  monarchy  bom. 

cRoafs* 

Darkly  though  clouds  may  hang  o'er  as  awhile. 
The  crown  shall  not  pass  from  the  beautiful  Isleu 

Ages  may  rsll  ere  your  children  regain 
The  land  for  which  heroes  have  perish'd  In  vain 
Yet,  in  the  sound  of  yourmames  shall  be  power 
Around  her  still  gathering  in  glory's  full  hour. 
Strong  in  the  fame  of  the  mighty  that  sleep. 
Your  Britain  shall  sit  on  the  throne  of  the  deef 


Then  shall  tbeir  spirits  rejoice  in  her  smile. 
Who  died  for  the  crown  of  the  Beautiful  Isle. 


SONG. 
POUNDED  ON  AN  ARABIAN  ANECDOTXL 


Aw  AT !  though  RtiH  thy  sword  is  red 

With  life-blood  from  my  sire, 
No  drop  of  thine  may  now  be  shed 

To  quench  my  bosom's  fire ; 
Though  on  my  heart  *t  would  fall  more  blest, 
Than  dews  upoi^the  desert's  breast 


i(  Mador.  part  oftfaeooaailea  of  Deabich  and  FKnt,  aooasA 
inff  to  the  modem  divuioo. 

T  Yaye  Pifdaia  waa  the  aneMM  Wehhsu 
and  aigoifiea  /«itr  or  bMmUftU  w/«l 
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I  * w  no grht  tkee  *iDidtt  the  mw  of  ona 
Tbrmiffh  the  wide  eity*e  ham ; 

I  *ve  Bougfht  thoe  by  the  Uon*e  den. 
O'er  fethleaii  bomidUet  pUki ; 

No  step  that  marked  the  burnings  waste, 

Bat  mme  its  loneij  coorae  hath  traced* 

Thy  name  hath  been  a  balefbl  apell, 

0*er  my  davk  spirit  east ; 
Ke  theaght  may  dream,  no  werdt  may  tell, 

What  there  uneeen  hath  paaa'd : 
This  wither'd  eheek,  this  Med  eye, 
Are  aeale  of  thee— behold !  and  fly ! 

Hath  not  my  cap  for  thee  been  poar*d. 
Beneath  the  pakn^tree'e  shade  7 

Hath  not  soft  sleep  thy  frame  restored, 
Within  my  dwelling  laid  ? 

What  thoagfa  nnknown — ^yet  who  shall  reel 

Secnre— if  not  the  Arab's  guest  f 

Haste  thee !  and  leave  my  threshuld-iloor, 

Inviolate  and  pare! 
Let  not  thy  presence  tempt  me  mere, 

-—Man  may  not  thos  endure ! 
Away !  I  bear  a  fttter'd  arm, 
A  hrart  that  bttrna    bnt  must  not  hann ! 

Beffone!  outstrip  the  swift  ganOe ! 

The  wind  in  speed  subdue  I 
Fear  cannot  fly  so  swift,  so  well. 

As  vengeance  shaH  pume; 
And  hate,  like  love,  in  parting  pain. 
Smiles  o*er  one  hope — we  meet  again ! 

Tcmonow— and  th'  avenger's  hand. 

The  warrior's  dart  is  free ! 
Even  now,  no  spot  in  all  thy  land, 

Save  tfttf,  had  shelter'd  thee. 
Let  blood  the  monarch's  hall  profane^* 
The  Arab's  tent  must  bear  no  stain ! 

Fly!  may  the  desert's  fiery  bhurt 

Avoid  thy  secret  way ! 
And  sternlv,  till  thv  steps  be  past, 

Its  whirlwinds  lueep  to-day ! 
I  would  not  that  thy  doom  should  be 
Assign'd  by  Heaven  to  aught  but  ma. 


I  Where  is  the  song,  en  the  wild  winds  borue. 
Or  the  ringing  pi»i  of  the  joyous  hern. 
Or  the  peasant's  fearless  brow  1 

But  thy  spirit  is  far  away  ! 
Where  a  greeting  waits  thee  in  kindred  eyes. 
Where  the  white  Aipe  look  through  the  sunny 

skies, 
WUh  the  few  sean-4sabms»  and  pasturee  f^ 
And  the  sparkling  blue  of  the  ^lacier-sea. 

And  the  sun^mitB,  clothed  with  day ! 

Back,  noble  child  of  Tell  I 
Back  to  the  wild  and  the  silent  glen, 
And  the  frugal  board  of  peasant-men ! 
Dost  thou  seek  the  friend,  the  loved  one,  heret— 
Away !  not  a  true  Swiss  heart  is  near. 

Against  thine  own  to  swell ! 


ALP-HORN  SONG. 

TRANSLATED  FROM  THE  GERMAN  OF  TIECK* 


What  dost  thou  here,  brave  Swiss  ? 
Forgett'st  thou  thus  thy  native  dime— 
The  lovely  land  of  thy  bright  spring-time  ? 
The  land  of  thy  home,  with  its  flree  delighti, 
And  fresh  green  valleys  and  mountain-heights  ? 

Can  the  stranger's  yield  thee  bliss  f 

What  welcome  cheers  thee  now  7 
Dar'st  thou  lift  thine  eye  to  gase  around ! 
Where  are  the  peaks,  with  their  snow-wreaths 
crown'd 

43 


HAUNTED  GROUND. 


*«  And  iliffat.  wHhal,  may  be  the  Uiiogi  wbirJi  MnT 

Back  on  the  heart  the  weight  which  it  would  flint 

Ande  for  erei^t  may  ba  a  aoimd. 

A  tone  of  muajc.  Summer  eve,  or  Spring. 

A  flower— the  wind— the  oeean— whieh  ahall  wound, 
StiikiBf  the  eloelrie  ehais,  wherswilh  we  ais  dsrkir  bolnd.** 

BwmL 


Yn,  it  is  haunted,  this  quiet  scene. 
Fair  as  it  looks,  and  all  Boftly  ffreen ; 
Yet  fear  thou  not — for  the  speQ  b  thrown. 
And  the  might  of  the  shadow,  on  me  alone. 

Are  thy  thoughts  wandering  to  elves  and  fitys, 
And  spiriti  that  dwell  where  the  water  pbys  f 
Oh !  in  the  hesrt  there  are  stronger  powers, 
That  sway,  though  viewless,  this  world  of  ou*« ! 

Have  I  not  lived  'midst  these  lonely  delli, 
And  loved,  and  sorrow'd,  and  heard  farewells. 
And  leam'd  in  my  own  deep  soul  to  look, 
And  tremble  before  that  mysterious  book  7 

Have  I  not,  under  these  whispering  leaves. 
Woven  such  dreams  as  the  young  neart  we 
Shadows—yet  unto  which  hie  aeem'd  bound ; 
And  is  it  not — is  it  not  haunted  ground  7 

Must  I  not  hear  what  thoa  hearest  not. 
Troubling  the  air  of  the  sunny  spot  7 
Is  there  not  something  to  rouse  but  me, 
Told  by  the  rustling  of  every  tree  7 

Song  hath  been  here— with  its  flow  of  thoughs 
Love-^with  its  passionate  visions  fraught;  /" 

Death-^breathing  stillness  and  sadness  rouad-^ 
And  is  it  not — is  it  not  haunted  ground  7 

Are  there  no  phantoms,  but  snoh  as  oeme 

By  night  from  the  darkness  that  wraps  tkm 

tomb  7— 
A  sound,  a  soent,  or  a  whispering  breeio. 
Can  summoii  up  mightier  &r  than  tlasse ' 
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But  I  maj  not  lioger  amidst  them  here ! 
Lovely  the/  are,  and  yet  things  to  iear; 
Paasinf  and  leavinf  a  weight  J>ehind, 
And  a  thrill  on  the  chorda  of  the  atricken  mind. 

Away,  awa^ !— that  my  aool  may  soar 
Aa  a  free  hird  of  bhie  skiea  once  more ! 
Here  from  its  wing  it  may  never  cast 
The  chain  by  those  spiriU  brooght  baok  from  tho 
past 

Doabt  it  not — smile  not — but  go  thoo,  too, 
Look  on  the  scenes  where  thy  childhood  grew— - 
Where  tboa  hast  pray'd  at  thy  mother's  knee. 
Where  thou  hast  roved  with  thy  brethren  free ; 

Go  thoo,  when  life  nnto  thoe  is  changed. 
Friends  thoa  hast  loved  as  thy  soul,  estranged ; 
When  from  the  idols  thy  heart  hath  made. 
Thou  hast  seen  the  coloors  of  glory  fade ; 

Oh !  painfully  then,  by  the  wind's  low  sigh. 
By  the  voice  of  the  stream,  by  the  flower-cup*s  dye. 
By  a  thousand  tokens  of  sight  and  sound. 
Thou  wilt  feel   thou  art  treading  on  haunted 
ground. 


THE  CHILD  OF  THE  FORESTa 

(WRITTEN  AFTER  READING  THE  MEMOIRB  OF 
JOHN  HUNTER.) 


Is  not  thy  heart  far  off  amidst  the  woods. 
Where  the  red  Indian  lays  his  father's  dost, 

And,  by  the  rushing  of  the  torrent  floods 
To  the  Great  Spirit,  bows  in  silent  trust  7 

Doth  not  thy  soul  o'ersweep  the  fiwming  main. 

To  poor  itself  upon  the  wilds  again  7 

They  are  gone  forth,  the  desert's  warrior-race. 
By  stormy  lakes  to  track  the  elk  and  roe ; 

But  where  art  thou,  the  swift  one  in  the  chase. 
With  th^  free  footstep  and  unfailing  bow  7 

Their  singmg  shafts  have  reach'd  the  panther's  lair, 

And  where  art  thou  7 — ^thine  arrows  are  not  there. 

They  rest  beside  their  streams — ^the  spoil  is  won — 
They  hang  their  spears  upon  the  cypress  bough; 

The  night'fires  blase,  the  hunter's  work  is  done— 
Thev  hear  the  talesof  old— but  where  art  thou  7 

The  night-fires  bUze  beneath  the  giant  pine. 

And  there  a  place  is  fill'd  that  once  was  thine. 

For  thou  art  mhigling  with  the  city^s  throng, 

And  thou  hast  thrown  thine  Indian  bow  aside ; 
Child  of  tlie  forests !  thou  art  borne  along, 
*    E'en  as  ourselves,  by  life's  tempestuous  tide. 
But  will  this  be  7  and  canst  thou  Asrs  find  rest  7 
Thou  hadst  thy  nurture  on  the  desert's  breast 

Uomes  not  the  sound  of  torrents  to  thine  ear. 
From  the  savannah-hmd,  the  land  of  streams  7 

Hearst  thou  not  murmurs  which  none  else  may 
hear? 
Is  not  the  fiweat's  shadow  on  thy  dreams  7 


They  caU-*wild  voioes  call  thee  o'er  the  main* 
Back  to  thy  free  and  boondless  woods  agaiii. 

Hear  them  not!  bear  them  not!  — tlwa  csimC 
not  find 
In  the  &r  wilderneas  what  cnoe  was  thine ! 
Thoo  basi  quaff*d  knowledge  from  the  fiianla  of 
mind. 
And  gaCher'd  loftier  aims  and  hopes  diviiML 
Thoo  know'st  the  soaring  thought,  the  immortal 

strain — 
Seek  not  the  deserts  and  the  woods  again  1 


STANZAS  TO  THE  MERtoRT  OF* •  •. 


In  the  full  tide  of  melody  and  mirth — 
While  jov's  bright  spirit  beams  from  every  «ya^ 

Forget  not  him,  whose  soul,  though  fled  from  earth, 
Seen^  yet  to  speak  in  strains  that  cannot  diau 

Forget  him  not,  for  many  a  festal  hour, 
Charm*d  by  thosestrains,  for  us  has  lightly  flown. 

And  memory's  visions,  mingling  with  Uieir  poarer. 
Wake  the  heart's  thrill  at  each  familiar  tonei 

Blest  be  the  harmonist,  whose  weD-known  lays 
Revive  life's  morning  dreama  when  youth  is  fled. 

And,  fraught  with  images  of  other  days. 
Recall  the  loved,  the  absent,  and  the  dend. 

His  the  dear  art  whose  spells  awhile  renew 
Hope's  first  illusions  in  their  tenderest  bloom-— 

Oh !  what  were  life,  without  such  momenta  ihtew 
Bright   gleams,    **Uke  angel-viaita,**  o*er  its 
gloom  7 


THE  CONTADINA. 
WRITTEN  FOE  A  PICTURE. 


Not  for  the  myftle,  and  not  for  the  vine, 
Thouffh  its  grape,  like  a  gem,  be  the  sunbeam** 

shrine ; 
And  not  for  the  rich  blue  heaven  that  showers 
Joy  on  thy  spirit,  like  light  on  the  flowers ; 
And  not  for  the  scent  of  the  citron  trees-^ 
Fair  peasant !  I  call  thee  not  blest  for  tAcsc 

Not  foi^the  beauty  spread  over  thy  brow. 
Though  round  thee  a  gleam,  as  of  spring,  it  throw; 
And  not  for  the  lustre  that  laofhs  from  thine  eye. 
Like  a  dark  stream's  flash  to  the  sonny  sky. 
Though  the  south  in  \\m  riches  nought 


Fair  peasant!  I  call  thee  not  blest  forlAess. 

But  for  those  breathing  and  loving  thing*— 
For  the  boy's  fond  arm  that  around  thee  dings. 
For  the  smiling  oheek  on  thy  lap  that  i^ows. 
In  the  peace  of  a  trusting  child's  repose    ■ 
For  the  hearts  whose  home  is  thy  gentle  hisas^ 
Oh !  richly  I  call  thee,  and  deeply  bleat  I 
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ON  A  FLOWER  FROM  THE  FIELD  OF 
6RUTLL 


Whinob  art  thou*  flower  7  firom  hoi j  gromid, 
Where  freedoro*e  foot  hath  been  I 

Tet  bo^le-blaat  or  trumpet  aoonil 
Ne*er  shook  that  solemn  aoene. 

Flower  of  a  noble  field  !  thj  birth 
Wae  not  where  spean  have  oroae'd, 

And  8hWer*d  helms  hare  strewn  the  earth, 
*Midat  banners  won  and  lost 

Bat  where  the  sannj  hues  and  showers 

Unto  thj  cap  were  given. 
There  met  high  hearts  at  midnigrht  hoorsi 

PoA  hands  were  raised  to  heaven. 

And  vows  were  pledged  that  man  shoold  roam 

Through  every  Alpine  dell. 
Free  as  Uie  wind,  the  torrent's  fcam, 

The  abaft  of  William  TeU. 

And  prayer,  the  fuU  deep  flow  of  prayer, 

HalIow*d  the  pastoral  sod, 
And  soals  grew  strong  for  battle  there, 

Nerved  with  the  peace  of  God. 

Beioro  the  Alps  and  stars  they  knelt. 

That  calm  devoted  band, 
And  rose,  and  made  their  spirits  felt 

Throogh  all  the  mountain  land. 

Then  welcome  Grntli's  firee-bom  flower ! 

Even  in  thy  pale  decay 
There  dwells  a  breath,  a  tone,  a  power, 

Whieh  all  high  thoughts  obey. 


THE  STAR  OF  THE  MINE. 


From  the  deep  ehsrobers  of  a  mine. 

With  heavy  gloom  o'erspread, 
I  saw  a  star  at  noontide  shine. 

Serenely  o*er  my  head. 

I  had  not  seen  it  *midst  the  glow 

Of  the  rieh  upper  day ; 
But  in  that  shadowy  world  below, 

How  my  heart  bleas*d  its  ray  1 

And  still,  the  farther  flrom  my  sight 

Torches  and  lamps  were  borne, 
Tlie  purer,  lovelier,  seem*d  the  light 

That  wore  its  beams  unshorn. 

Oh !  what  is  like  that  heavenly  spark  f 
—A  friend's  kind  steadfast  eye ; 

Where,  brightest  when  the  world  grows  dark, 
Hope,  ciMer,  and  comfiMt  lie ! 


TO  THE  DAUGHTER  OF  BERNARD  BaR 
TON,  THE  QUAKER  POET. 


HArpT  tbov  art,  the  child  of  one 
Who  in  each  lowly  flower, 

Eabh  leaf  that  glances  to  the  sun, 
Or  trembles  with  the  shower; 

In  each  soft  shadow  of  the  sky, 
Or  sparkle  of  the  stream. 

Will  guide  thy  kindling  spirit's  eye 
To  trace  the  Love  Supreme. 

So  shall  deep  quiet  fill  thy  breast, 
A  joy  in  wood  and  wild  ;-* 

And  e*en  for  this  I  call  thee  blest. 
The  genUe  poet's  child ! 


TO  AN  ORPHAN. 


Thou  hast  been  roar'd  too  tenderly, 

Bck>ved  too  well  and  long, 
Watch'd  by  too  many  a  gentle  ey»^ 

Now  bok  on  life— be  strong ! 

Too  quiet  seem'd  thy  joys  for  change. 

Too  holy  and  too  deep ; 
Bright  clouds,  through  summer  skies  that  nxi$[ih 

&m  ofUtimes  thus  to  sleep:-* 

To  sleep  in  silvery  stillness  bound. 

As  tilings  that  ne'er  ma  v  melt ; 
Yet  gate  again — ^no  trace  is  found 

To  show  thee  where  they  dwelL 

This  world  h^th  no  more  love  to  give 
Like  that  which  thou  hast  known ; 

Yet  the  heart  breaks  not — we  survive 
Our  treasures — and  bear  on. 

But  oh !  too  beautiful  and  blest 

Thy  home  of  youth  hath  been ! 
Where  shall  thy  wing,  poor  bird,  find  rest. 

Shut  out  from  that  sweet  scene  7 

Kind  voices  from  departed  years 

Must  haunt  thee  many  a  day ; 
Looks  that  will  smite  the  source  of  tears, 

Across  thy  soul  must  play. 

Friends — ^now  the  alter'd  or  the  dead. 

And  music  that  is  gone— 
A  gladness  o'er  thy  dreams  will  shed. 

And  thou  shalt  wake—alone. 

Alone !  it  is  In  that  deep  word 
That  all  thy  sorrow  lies ; 
How  is  the  heart  to  courage  stirr'd 
Bv  smiles  from  kindred  eyes  * 
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And  are  these  lost  7--«ncl  have  I  aaid 
To  aof^kt  like  tiW-be  ^inog  7 

So  bid  the  willow  hXi  iti  head 
And  bra?e  the  tempest**  wrong ! 

Thoa  reed!  o*er which  the  atorm  hath  ] 
Tboa  shaken  with  the  wind ! 

On  one,  ome  frieiid  thy 
There  is  hot  One  to  bind! 


I'd— 


HYMN  BY  'TOE  SICKBED  OF  A  BfOTHER. 


FATHEa !  that  in  the  olive  shade 
When  the  dark  hoar  eame  on. 
Didst,  with  a  breath  of  heavenly  aid, 
Strengthen  thy  Son ; 

O !  bjr  the  anguish  of  that  night. 

Send  us  down  bless*d  relief; 
Or  to  the  cbaaten*d«  let  thy  might 
Halbw  this  grief! 

And  Tlura,  that  when  tho  starry  sky 

Saw  the  dread  strift  begun. 
Didst  teach  adoring  faith  to  ciy, 

»*Thy  wiUbedone;" 

By  that  meek  spirit,  Thon  of  all 

That  e*er  have  nioiini*d  the  chidf^— 
Tboa  Saviour !  If  the  stroke  mvsl  fall. 
Hallow  this  grief! 


TO  A  REMEMBERED  PICTURE.* 


TncT  haant  me  still— thoee  calm,  pore,  holy  eyes ! 

Their  piercing  sweetness  wanders  through  my 
dreams: 
The  soul  of  music  that  within  them  lies, 

Comes  o*er  my  soul  in  soft  and  sadden  gleams  : 
Life — spirit-life— immortal  and  divine- 
Is  there— and  yet  how  dark  a  death  was  thine ! 

Could  it— oh !  could  it  be — meek  child  of  song ! 

The  might  of  gentleness  on  that  fair  brow — 
Was  the  celestial  gift  no  shield  from  wrong  7 

Bore  it  no  talisman  to  ward  the  blow  7 
Ask  if  a  Dower,  upon  the  billows  cast. 
Might  brave  their  slrife^-a  fluto-note  hush  the 


Are  there  not  deep  sad  oracles  to  read 
In  the  clear  stillnees  of  that  radiant  feoe? 

Tea,  even  like  thee  must  gifted  spirits  bleed, 
Thrown  on  a  world,  for  heavenly  things  no 
place! 


*  That  iif  Rinio.  ai  VMno^dkamm 


Bright  exiled  birds  that  visit  alien  skies, 
Pooring  en  elofins  their  soppliant  nelodna. 

And  seeking  ever  some  troe,  gentle  brcasti 

Whereon  their  tremblingplamage  might 

And  Ibeir  fiee  song-notes,  »om  that  happy 


ppy  nest. 

Gosh  as  a  femt  that  lerth  ftom  ranlight  floivre ; 
Vain  dream !  the  love  whose  precioas  balme  ta%lit 

save. 
Still,  still  denied— they  straggle  to  the  grave. 


Yet  my  hMrt  shall  not  eii 

Viottoi !  hath  set  its  prooiise  in  thine  oye; 
A  light  there  is,  too  qaencUess  fer  the  tombb 

Bright  earnest  of  a  nobler  destiny ; 
Telling  of  answers,  in  some  lar-off  sphere^ 
To  the  deep  souls  Uiat  find  no  echo  here. 


TO  fIB 

MEMORY  OF  LORD  CHARLES  MDRR  AY 
BON  OF  TBS  DUKE  OF  ATHOL, 


i  MBD  IJff  TBB  OIUSK,  AND 

PBOPLi  OF  oanci. 


"  Tine  etnnot  toaeb  IbnstflillMM. 
Whaa  frisTt  foU  htart  ii  M  br 


t^MMKTSBmr} 


and 


Thou  shoold'st  have  slept  beneath  tfaa  aiately 

pines. 
And  with  the  anoestral  trqihlea  of  thy  i 
Thou  that  hast  found,  where  alien  toml 

shrines 
Spekk  of  the  past,  a  knely  dwellaag^filaee ! 
Far  from  thy   brethren  hath  tfa/  oMch  been 

spread. 
Thou  bright  young  stranger  *midst  the  mighty 

dead! 

Yet  to  thy  name  a  noble  rite  vrae  given. 
Banner  and  dirge  met  proudly  o  er  thy  gravet 

Under  that  old  and  glorious  Grecian  heaven. 
Which  unto  death  so  oft  hath  lit  the  brave : 

And  thy  dust  blends  with  mould  heroic  (bereft. 

With  all  that  sanctifies  the  inspiring  air.  * 

Vain  voice  of  fame!  sad  sound  for  those  Ihnl 
weep, 

For  her,  the  mother,  in  whose  bosom  lane 
Thy  childhood  dwells— whose  thoogfati  a-teeoKl 

.    keep. 

Of  smiles  departed  and  sweet  accents  gone ; 
Of  all  thine  early  grace  and  gentle  #Qrtb— 
A  vernal  promise,  faded  now  fiom  earth! 

But  a  bright  memory  daima  a  proud  regrel    ■ 
A  lofly  sorrow  finds  its  own  deep  springs 

Of  healing  balm ;  and  abe  hath  treasures  yet. 
Whose  soul  can  number  with  love*s  holy  things, 

A  name  like  thine !    Now,  past  aU  cloud  or  apSt. 
A  gem  is  hers,  laid  op  where  change  la  not. 
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THE  ANTIQUE  SEPULCHRE.*  . 


O  KVSR  joyovB  band 
or  revenera  amidat  the  southern  vfaies  I 
On  the  pale  marble,  by  aome  gifted  hand, 

Fix*d  in  undying  lines ! 

Thou,  with  the  sculptured  bowl. 
And  thoQ,  that  wearest  the  immortal  wreath. 
And  thou,  from  whose  young  Up  and  flute,  the 
soul 

Of  mpsic  seems  to  breathe ; 

And  ye,  luxuriant  flowers ! 
Linking  the  dancers  with  your  graceful  tie^ 
And  clusterM  fruitaflre,  bom  of  sunny  hours, 

Under  Itafian  skies : 

Ye,  that  a  thousand  springs. 
And  leafy  summers  with  their  odorous  breath. 
May  yet  outlast, — what  do  ye  there,  bright  things! 

Mantlmg  the  place  of  death  ? 

Of  sunlight  and  soft  air, 
And  Dorian  reeds,  and  myrtles  eter  green, 
Unto  the  heart  a  glowing  thought  ye  bear  ^-« 

Why  thus,  where  dost  hath  been  7 

I»  it  to  show  how  sHgbt 
The  bound  that  sefer^  festivals  and  tombs, 
Music  and  silence,  roses  and  the  blight, 

Crowns  and  sepukhral  glooms  7 

Or  when  the  fttfaer  laid 
Haply  his  child*s  pale  ashes  here  to  sleep, 
When  the  friend  visited  the  cyprcsn  shade, 

Fbwers  o*er  the  dead  to  heap ; 


Say  if  the  mouraMv  sought. 
In  these  rich  images  of  summer  mirth. 
These  wine-cupa  and  gay  wreaths,  to  lose  the 
thought 

Of  our  last  hour  oa  earth? 


Ye  bavB  no  voiee,  i 
Ye  flutes  and  lyres,  to  tell  me  what  J  seek ; 
Silent  ye  are,  light  fiirms  with  ▼ine-lesTes  orown'd. 

Yet  to  my  soul  ye  speak. 

Ak«!  ibr  those  that  lav 
Down  in  the  dost  without  their  hope  of  old  I 
Backward  they  kmk'd  oa  liib^s  rich  banquet-day, 

But  all  beyond  was  odd. 

Every  sweet  wood-note  then. 
And   through    the  plane-trees  every  sunbeam's 

glow. 
And  each  glad  murmur  from  the  homes  of  men. 
Made  it  more  hard  to  gOb 


But  we,  when  life  grows  dim, 
When  its  last  niekiilies  float  o*er  our  way. 
Its  changeful  hues  before  us  ftintly  swim. 

Its  flitting  lights  decay ; — 

E*en  though  we  bid  frrewell 
Unto  the  spring's  bine  skies  and  budding  trees, 
Yet  may  we  lift  our  hearta,  in  hope  to  dwell 

'Midst  brighter  things  than  these. 

And  think  of  deathless  ffowers. 
And  of  bright  streams  to  glorions  valleys  given. 
And  know  the  while,  how  little  dream  of  ours 

Can  shadow  fiurth  of  Heaven. 


*  "Lm  ■aroophagw  metne  ch«x  let  aneiem,  ne  reDpellcnt 
4M  d«  id«H  guerriere*  oo  rlontiy  :--on  voit  des  Jeox.  dct 
-* 1,  ramtam  eo  bM-sslWrar  les  iMiboae^.— Cbrrmif. 


RE  WALKD  WITH  GOD.t 

(GORMM  V.  94.) 

Hi  walk'd  with  God,  in  holy  joy. 

While  yet  his  days  were  few ; 
The  deep  glad  spirit  of  the  boy 

To  love  and  reverence  grew. 
Whether,  each  nichtly  star  to  ooont 

The  ancient  hifls  be  trode. 
Or  sought  the  flowers  by  stream  and  fount— > 

Alike  he  walk'd  with  God. 

The  graver  noon  of  manhood  came, 

Tlte  fhll  of  cares  and  fears ; 
One  voice  wa,s  in  his  heart — ^the  same 

It  heard  through  childhood's  years. 
Amidst  fiiir  tents,  and  flocks,  and  swains. 

O'er  his  green  pasture-sod, 
A  shepherd  king  on  eastern  plaina— 

The  patriarch  walk'd  with  God. 

And  calmly,  brightly,  that  pure  life 

Melted  nrom  earth  away ; 
No  doud^it  knew,  no  parting  ataib, 

^No  sorrowful  decay ; 
He  bow'd  him  not,  like  aU  beside. 

Unto  the  spoiler's  rod, 
But  join'd  at  once  the  glorified. 

Where  angels  walk  with  God ! 

So  let  tts  walk ! — ^the  night  must  come 

To  OS  that  comes  to  all ; 
We  through  the  darkness  most  go  home,. 

Hearing  the  trumpet's  call. 
Closed  is  the  path  for  evermore. 

Which  without  death  he  trod ; 
Not  so  that  way  I  wherein  of  Tore 

His  fooUteps  walk'd  with  God ! 

t  "  TbeM  two  fittto  imoM»**  (*  B«  waJk'd  iritb  God.*  UM 
*Tbe  Rod  of  Aaroo,')  lar*  the  anthor  in  om  of  her  fo^tt 
**are  part  of  a  eonacUoo  I  think  of  forming  to  be  eaJkd 
Sacred  Ljnica.    Tbejr  are  all  to  bo  on  Scriptnral  rotyeeta, 
and  to  go  through  the  mart  itrikinff  eveoti  of  the  Old  Tco- 

saasaflheNtw 
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THE  ROD  OF  AARON. 

Was  it  the  sigh  of  the  ■oathern  gale 
That  fluahM  the  almond  boagh  7 

Brightest  and  lint  the  young  Spring  to  bail, 
Sill  its  red  blossoms  glow. 

Wtas  it  the  sunshine  that  woke  its  flowets 

With  a  kindling  look  of  lore  7 
Oh,  far  and  deen,  and  through  hidden  bowers^ 

That  smile  ot  heaTen  can  rove  2 

No !  from  the  breeie  and  the  liying  light 

Shut  was  the  sapless  rod ; 
But  it  felt  in  the  stillness  a  secret  might, 

And  thrillM  to  the  braath  of  God. 
J 
E*en  so  may  that  breath,  like  the  Teraal  air, 

0*er  our  glad  spirits  move ; 
And  all  such  things  as  are  giod  and  &ir. 

Be  the  blossoms,  its  track  that  prove! 


IMPROMPTU  LINES* 

ADDBBBBED  TO  MI8B  P.  A.  L., 

QV  EWBVIIIO  FROM  BEE  SOUS  FLOWERS  WIIEH 
COEflNEn  BT  ILLHESB. 


Ye  tell  me  not  of  birds  and  bees. 
Not  of  the  Summer's  murmuring  trees, 
Not  of  the  streams  and  woodland  bowers : 
A  sweeter  tale  is  yours,  fiur  flowers  I 

Glad  tidings  to  my  couch  ye  bring, 

Of  one  still  briffht,  still  flowing  spring-* 

A  fount  of  kindness  ever  new. 

In  a  friend*s  heart,  the  good  and  tmcb 


TO  THE  NEW-BORN .• 


A  Uessing  on  thy  gentle  head !  and  bleae'd 

mri  in  truth, 
For  a  home  where  God  b  felt,  awaits  thy  chOd- 

bood  and  thy  youth : 
Around  thee  pure  and  holy  thoughts  shall  dwdl 

as  light  and  air, 
And  steal  unto  thine  heart,  and  wake  the  germs 

now  folded  there. 

Smile  on  thy  mother!  while  she  feds  that  unto 

her  is  given. 
In  that  young  day-spring  glance  the  pledge  of 

a  soul  to  rear  for  heaven ! 
Smile !  and  sweet  peace  be  o*br  thy  deep,  joy 

o'er  thy  wakening  shed  ! 
Blessings  and  UessingB  evemors,  ftir  boj !  tpaa 

thy  head! 


EPITAPH. 

Faebwell,  beloved  and  moumM !  we  mias  awhile 

The  lender  gentleness  of  voice  and  smile. 

And  that  bless'd  gift  6f  Heaven,  to  cheer  ns  Icnfr— 

That  thrilling  touch,  divinely  eloquent, 

Wbicb  breathed  the  soul  of  prayer,  deep,  fervent, 

high. 
Through  thy  rich  strains  of  sacred  harmony ; 
Yet  from  those  very  memories  there  is  bom 
A  soft  light,  pointing  to  celestial  mom. 
Oh !  bid  it  guide  us  where  thy  footsteps  trade. 
To  meet  at  last  "*  the  pure  in  heart"  with  God ! 


A  BLBssiMo  on  thy  head,  thou  child  of  many  hopes 

and  fears ! 
A  rainbow-wdcome  thine  hath  been,  of  mingled 

smiles  and  tears. 
Thy  father  greets  thee  unto  life,  with  a  ftill  and 

chaBten'd  heart. 
For  a  solemn  gift  from  God  thou  oom*st,  all  pre- 

dous  as  thou  art ! 

I  see  thee  not  asleep,  feir  boy,  upon  thy  mother's 

breast. 
Yet  well  1  know  how  guarded  there  shall  be  thy 

rosy  rest; 
And  how  her  soul  with  love,  and  prayer,  and 

ffladnesfi,  will  o'erflow. 
While  bending  o'er  thy  soltseard  eyes,  thou  dear 

one,  well  I  know ! 

*  AiloNnwd  ts  ilw  oUU  of  bw  sUsM  kisiter. 


TO  GIULIO  REGONDI, 
THE  BOT  GUrrARIST. 

and  love  be  round  thee  still,  ftir  boy ! 

Never  may  soflferinjt  wake  a  deeper  tone, 
Than  genius  now.  In  ita  first  fearless  joy, 

Calls  forth  exulting  from  the  chords  whidi  own 
Thy  feiry  touch !  Oh !  may'st  thou  ne'er  be  taught 
The  power  whose  fountain  ik  in  troubled  thought! 

For  hi  the  lighiof  those  oonfidmg  eyei^ 
And  on  the  ingenuous  odm  of  that  clear  brow, 

A  dower,  more  precious  e'en  than  genius  lies, 
A  pure  mind's  worth,  m  warm  heart's  vernal 
glow! 

God,  who  hath  graced  thee  thus,  oh,  gentle  ehiUI, 

Keep  'midst  the  world  thy  brightness  imdefiled ! 


O  YE  HOURS. 

O  fE  houn !  ye  sunny  hours ! 

Fknting  lightly  bjf , 
Are  ve  come  with  birds  and  flowers, 

Odours  and  blue  sky  7 
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*  Yet,  we  come,  again  we  come, 

Tbroogh  the  wood-paUu  free; 
Bringing  many  a  wanderer  home 
With  the  bird  and  bee.** 

O  ye  honre !  ye  aonny  hoon ! 

Are  ye  wafting  aong  7 
Both  wild  music  stream  in  ehowerit 

All  the  groves  among? 

**  Y«8,  the  nightingale  is  there 

While  the  starlight  reigns, 
Making  yonng  leaves  ana  sweet  air 

Tremble  with  her  strains.** 

O  ye  boors !  ye  sonny  boors! 

In  your  silent  flow. 
Ye  are  mighty,  mighty  powers ! 

Bring  ye  bUss  or  woe  7 

••Ask  not  this  -H)h !  seek  not  this  I 

Yield  your  hearts  awhile 
To  the  soft  wind's  balmy  kiss, 

And  the  heavens'  bright  smile. 

*  Throw  not  shades  of  anzioos  thought 
O'er  the  glowing  flowers ! 

We  are  come  with  sunshine  fraught. 
Question  not  the  boors  !** 


TO  CAROLINE. 


Whin  thy  boonding  step  I  hear, 
And  thy  soft  voice,  low  and  dear ; 
When  thy  glancing  eyes  I  meet, 
In  their  sudden  laughter  sweet-— 
7%oif,  I  dream,  wert  surely  hoira 
For  a  path  by  care  unworn ! 
Thou  must  he  a  Bhelter*d  flower. 
With  hot  sunshine  for  thy  dower. 

Ah !  fkir  child,  not  e*en  for  thee 
May  this  lot  of  brightness  be ; 
Yet,  if  grief  most  add  a  tone 
To  thine  accents  now  unknown ; 
If  within  that  cloudless  eye 
Sadder  thought  most  one  day  lie. 
Still,  I  trust  the  signs  which'  tell 
On  thy  life  a  light  shall  dwell, 
Light-*thy  gentle  spirit's  own. 
From  toitmn  around  thee  thrown. 


THE  BED  OF  HEATH. 


SoiiDin,  awake !  the  night  is  past ; 
Hear'st  thou  not  the  bogle*s  blast  7 
Foel'st  thoa  not  the  day-spring's  breath  7 
Room  thee  from  thy  bed  of  heath !  ^ 

Arm,  thoo  bold  and  strong ! 


Sfldier,  what  deep  spell  hath  bound  thee? 
Fiery  steeds  are  neighing  roond  thee; 
Banners  to  the  fresh  wind  play,-^ 
Rise,  and  arm ; — 't  is  day,  *t  is  day ! 

And  thou  hast  slumber'd  long. 

*•  Brother,  on  the  heathery  lea 
Longer  yet  my  sleep  must  be ; 
Though  the  morn  of  battle  rise. 
Darkly  night  rolls  o'er  my  eyes. 

Brother,  this  is  death ! 

**  Call  mo  not  when  bugles  sound. 
Call  me  not  when  wine  flows  round ; 
Name  me  but  amidst  the  brave ; 
Give  me  but  a  soldier's  grave— 

But  my  bed  of  heath  !** 


FAIRY  SONG. 


Havi  ye  left  the  greenwood  lone  7 
Ara  your  steps  for  ever  gone  7 
Fairy  King  and  Elfin  Queen, 
Come  ye  to  the  sylvan  scene, 
From  your  dim  and  distant  shore 

Never  more  7 


Shall  the  pilgrim  never  hear 
With  a  thrill  of  joy  and  fear. 
In  the  hush  of  moonlight  hours, 
Voices  from  the  folded  flowers, 
Famt  sweet  flute-notes  as  of  yore. 

Never  more  7 

**  MorUl !  ne'er  shall  bowers  of  earth 
Hear  again  our  midoight  mirth  t 
Bv  our  brooks  and  dingles  green 
Smce  unhalIow*d  steps  have  been. 
Ours  shall  thread  the  forests  hoar 

Never  more. 

•^  Ne*er  on  eartbbora  Itl  v*s  stem 
Will  we  hang  the  dewdrop's  gem ; 
9f  e'er  shall  reed  or  cowslip's  head 
Qoiver  to  oor  dancing  tread, 
By  sweet  fbont  or  murmuring  shore. 
Never  more !" 


OH!  IF  THOU  WILT  NOT  GIVE  THIW« 
HEART. 


Oh  !  if  thou  wilt  not  give  thino  heart. 
Give  back  mine  own  to  me,* 

Or  bid  thine  image  thence  depart, 
And  leave  me  Tone,  but  free. 


•  Tbs  firat  tiro  liaoi  of  tbia  Sfmc  ai«  Utanllr  .raaaiaitffd  im 
tbtOeroHUi. 
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T«l  bo!  thii  moarnfbl  loro  of  miat, 
I  woald  not  ftom  me  cut  I 

Lei  me  but  dieen  *twill  win  me  thiae 
By  its  deep  troth  at  last 

Can  ao^t  to  fimd,  so  faithfal,  lire 
Through  yean  without  reply  t 

Oh !  if  thine  heart  thoa  wilt  not  g^e, 
Give  me  a  thon^t,  a  sigh ! 


LOOK  ON  ME  THUS  NO  MORE. 


It  is  thy  pity  makes  me  weepi, 

My  soul  was  strong  before ; 
Silent,  yet  strong  its  griefs  to  keep 

From  vainly  gashing  o*er ! 
Tom  from  me,  turn  those  gentle  eyes^- 

In  this  food  gase  my  spirit  dies. 

Look  on  me  thos  no  more ! 

Too  late  that  softness  comes  to  bless, 

My  heart's  glad  life  is  o*er ; 
It  will  bat  break  with  tenderaess, 

Which  cannot  now  restore ! 
The  lyre-strings  have  been  jarr*d  too  hmg« 

Winter  hath  tooeh*d  the  source  of  song ! 
Look  on  me  thos  no  more ! 


HOW  CAN  THAT  LOTB  SO  DEEP.  SO 
LONE. 


How  can  that  love  so  deep,  so  lone, 

So  lailbfiil  QBto  deathi 
Thus  fitfully  in  laughing  lone. 

In  airy  word,  find  breath  ? 

Nay,  ask  how  on  the  dark  waters 
The  Uly*s  Q«p  may  gleam, 

Though  many  a  moumfiil  secret  rest 
Low  in  the  unftthom'd  strsam* 

That  stHBam  is  likA  my  hidden  lova, 
In  its  deep  oavem*s  powev, 

And  like  the  play  of  wonis  ahsae^ 
That  lily*8  trembling  flower. 


to  MISS  F.  A.  L.  ON  HER  BIRTHDAY. 


WiiAT  wish  can  Friendship  form  for  thee. 
What  brighter  star  invoke  to  shine  ? — 

Hit  path  from  every  thorn  is  fi-ee. 
And  every  rose  is  thine ! 

1  jie  hath  no  purer  joy  in  store, 

Time  hath  no  sorrow  to  efiheo ; 
Kopo  cannot  paint  one  blessing  more 
*  Than  memory  can  retrace ! 


Some  hearts  a  boding  fhar  might  own. 
Had  Fate  to  tkem  thy  portkm  given* 

Since  many  an  eye  by  tears  alooe* 
Is  taught  to  gaia  on  Heaven ! 

And  there  are  virtues  oft  oonoeal'd, 
Till  roused  by  angoisb  fiom  repoon. 

As  odorous  trees  no  balm  will  yield. 
Till  from  their  wounds  it  fleers. 


But  fear  not  i&eutfae  lesson  finngkt    . 

With  S(MTow*s  chastening  power  to  know  , 
Thou  need'st  not  thus  be  steiniy  tnngfat, 

**  To  melt  at  otfaeis*  woe.** 

Then  sUU,  with  heart  as  blest,  as  warn. 
Rejoice  thou  in  thy  lot  on  earth : 

Ah !  why  shenld  Vtrtoe  dread  the  i 
If  tttiiMffms  prove  her  worth  7 


WRITTEN  IN  THE  nUST  LEAF  OF  THE 
ALBUM  OF  THE  SAME. 


What  first  shoidd  consecrate  as  tiiine. 
The  volume,  destined  to  be  ftaught 

With  many  a  sweet  and  playful  line. 
With  many  a  pure  and  pious  tlKN^gilit  ? 

It  should  be,  what  a  lofUer  strain 
Perchance  less  meetly  would  impart ; 

What  never  yet  was  peurM  in  vain,— 
The  blessing  of  n  grateful  heart — 

For  kindnasi^  which  hath  soothed  the  hour 

Of  anxious  grici^  of  weary  pain. 
And  oft,  with  its  beguiling  power, 

Taught  laoguiii  Jaofw  to  smile  again  ; 

Long  shall  that  fervent  blessing  rest 
On  thee  and  thine,  and,  heavenwards  borne. 

Call  down  such  peace  to  soothe  lAy  breast. 
As  lAott  wooldst  bear  to  all  that  moom. 


TO  THE  SAME— ON  THE  DEATH  OF 
HER  MOTHER. 


Sat  not  *t  is  fhiitless,  nature's  holy  tear. 
Shed  by  afl^etion  o*er  a  parent's  bier ! 
'  More  blest  than  dew  on  Hermon*s  brow  that  &]]a 
Each  drop  to  life  some  latent  virtue  calls; 
I  Awakes  some  purer  hope,  ordainM  to  rise, 
B^  earthly  sorrow  strengthened  for  the  skies, 
.Till  the  sad  earth,  whose  pangs  exalt  its  love, 
I  With  its  lost  treasure,  aaeks  a  home— above. 

I  But  grief  will  claim  lier  hour,— and  lie,  whoa^nye 
I  Looks  pitying  down  on  nature's  agonv, 
I  He,  in  whose  love  the  righteous  calmly  sfeep^ 
1  Who  bids  OS  hope,  forbids  as  not  to  weep ! 
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He,  too,  hath  wept — and  sacred  be  the  woea 
Once  borne  by  him,  their  inmost  sooroe  who 

knows, 
Searches  each  woand,  and  bids  Hb  Spirit  bHog 
Celesdal  healing  on  its  dore-like  wing ! 

And  who  but  He  shall  soothe,  when  one  dread 

stroke. 
Ties,  that  were  fibres  of  the  soul,  bath  broke  f 
Oh !  well  may  these,  yet  lingerinff  here,  deplore 
The  TanishM light,  that  cheers  their  path  no  more! 
Th'  Ahnighty  hand,  which  many  a  blessing  dehlt. 
Sends  its  keen  arrows  not  to  be  anfclt  I 
By  fire  and  storm;  Heaven  tries  the  Christian's 

worth. 
And  joy  departs,  to  wean  us  fh>m  the  earth. 
Where  still  too  long,  with  beings  bom  to  die. 
Time  hath  dominion  o*er  Eternity. 

Tet  not  the  less,  o*er  all  the  heart  hath  lost. 
Shall  Faith  rejoice,  when  Nature  grieves  the  roost ; 
Then  oomes  her  triumph !  through  the  shadowy 

gloom. 
Her  star  in  glory  risee  from  the  tomb, 
Mounts  to  the  day-spring,  leaves  the  cloud  below. 
And  gilds  the  tears  that  cease  not  yet  to  flow ! 
Yes,  all  is  o'er !  iear,  doubt,  suspense  are  fled. 
Let  brighter  thoughts  be  with  the  virtuous  dead ! 
The  final  orde«l  of  the  soul  is  past. 
And  the  pale  brow  is  seal'd  to  Heaven  at  last  !* 

And  thou,  loved  spirit !  for  the  skies  mature, 
Steadfast  in  faith,  in  meek  devotion  pure ; 
Thou  that  didst  make  the  homo  thy  presence  blest. 
Bright  with  the  sunshine  of  thv  gentle  breast. 
Where  peace  a  holy  dwelling-place  had  found. 
Whence  beam'd  her  smile  benignantly  around ; 
Thou,  that  to  bosoms  widow'd  and  berefl 
Dear,  precious  records  of  thy  worth  hast  left. 
The  treasured  gem  of  sorrowing  hearts  to  be. 
Till  Heaven  recall  surviving  love  to  thee  I — 

O  cherishM  and  revered !  fond  memory  well 
On  thee,  with  sacred,  sad  delight,  may  dwell ! 
So  pare,  so  blest  thy  life,  that  death  alone 
Could  make  more  perfect  happiness  thine  own : 
He  came— thy  cup  of  joy,  serenely  bright, 
Full  to  the  last,  still  flow'd  in  cloudless  light; 
He  came— an  angel,  bearing  from  on  high 
The  all  it  wanted — Immortality  ! 


A    DIRGE. 


Wner  fiir  the  early  lost  !— 
flow  mtow  flowers  were  mingled  in  the  crown 
Thus,  with  the  lovely,  to  the  grave  gone  down, 

E'en  when  life  promised  most. 
How  many  hopes  have  wither'd— 4hey  that  bow 
To  Heaven's  dread  will,  feel  all  its  mysteries  now. 


Did  the  young  mother's  eye 
Behold  her  child,  and  dose  upon  the  day, 
Ere  iiom  its  glance  th'  awakening  spirit's  ray 

In  sunshine  could  reply ! 
•^Then  look  for  clouds  to  dim  the  fairest  mom ! 
Oh !  strong  is  faith,  if  woe  like  this  be  borne. 

For  there  is  hush'd  on  earth 
A  voice  of  ffladness — ^there  is  veil'd  a  fkoe. 
Whose  partug  leaves  a  dark  and  silent  place, 

Bv  the  once-joyous  hearth. 
A  smile  hath  pass'd,  which  fili'd  its  home  with 

light; 
A  soul,  whose  beauty  made  that  smile  so  bright ! 

But  there  U  power  with  faith ! 
Power,  e'en  though  nature,  o'er  the  untimely  grave 
Must  weep,  when  God  resumes  the  gem  He  gave ; 

For  sorrow  comes  of  Death, 
And  with  a  yearning  heart  we  linger  on. 
When  they,  whose  glance  unlock'd  iUi  founts,  are 
gone! 

But  glory  from  the  dust. 
And  praise  to  Him,  the  merciful,  for  those 
On  whose  bright  memory  love  may  still  repose. 

With  an  immortal  trust ! 
Praise  for  the  dead,  who  leave  us,  when  they  part, 
Such  hope  as  she  hath  left—**  the  pure  in  heart" 

1823. 


FROM  THE  ITALIAN  OF  GARCILAS60 
DE  LA  YEGA. 


Divine  Eliza !— since  the  sapphire  sky 
Thou  measur'st  now  on  angel  wings,  and  feet 
Sandall'd  with  immortality — oh  why 
Of  roe  forgetful !— Wherefore  not  entreat 
To  hurrv  on  the  time  when  I  shall  see 
The  veil  of  mortal  being  rent  in  twain. 
And  smile  that  1  au.  2:**^  ' 

In  the  third  circle  of  that  happy  land 
Shall  we  not  seek  together,  hand  in  hand. 
Another  lovelier  lanwape,  a  new  plain. 
Other  romantic  streanM  and  mountains  Uoe, 
And  other  vales,  and  a  new  shady  shore, 
When  I  may  r^  and  ever  in  my  view 
Keep  thee,  without  the  terror  and  surprise 
Of  being  sunder'd  more ! 


FROM  THE  ITALUN  OF  SANNAZAJtU 

Oh!  pure  and  blessed  soul 

That,  from  thy  day's  control 
Escaped,  hast  sought  and  found  thy  native  sphere 

And  from  thy  crystal  throne 

Look'st  down,  with  smiles  alone. 
On  this  vain  scene  of  mortal  hope  and  fto?; 
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Thy  happy  feet  have  trod 

The  fUiry  spanjrled  road, 
Celeitial  flocks  by  field  and  Contain  guiding. 

And  from  their  erring  track 

Thou  charm'at  thy  ahepherde  back. 
With  the  aoft  mnaie  of  thy  gentle  cliiding. 

O !  who  ahall  Death  withaUnd— 

Death,  whoae  impartial  hand 
Lerds  the  ioweet  plant  and  loftieat  pine! 

When  ahali  our  ears  again 

Drink  in  ao  eweet  a  strain. 
Oar  eyes  behold  ao  fair  a  Ibrm  as  thine ! 


MARIUS  AMONGST  THE  RUINS  OF 
CARTHAGE. 


Faint  with  long  toil,  hia  weary  limbe  he  laid. 

To  aliifliber  in  its  aolitary  ahade. 
I  He  alept— and  darkly,  oo  hia  brief  repoaa, 
I  Th'  indignant  mnioa  of  the  aoaoe  aroae. 
^Cloiida  robed  hia  dim  unearthly  form,  and    . 
■  Myateriona  gloom  around  hia  crownlesa  head* 

Croivnleas,  but  regal  stUL    With  stem  diaduo, 
'The  kingly  shadow  aeemM  to  lift  bia  chain, 
'Gated  on  the  palm,  hia  ancient  acepftre  torn. 

And  his  eye  kindled  with  immortal  sconi ! 

••And  aleep*st  thoo,  Roman?**  oried  bia  voiee 
anatere ; 

Shall  aon  of  Latium  find  a  refuge  keret 
Awake !  ariae !  to  apeed  the  hour  of  Fmte. 
When  Rome  ahaU  fall,  aa  Oartbage  deaolato ! 
Go !  with  her  ebildren*a  flower,  the  free,  the  bme 
People  the  siksnt  ohambera  of  the  grave ; 
So  shall  the  course  of  agca  yet  to  bo, 
More  awiftly  waft  the  day,  avenging  me ! 


Msriw,  donna  the  tliM  of  hb  exil«.  Mekias  rtfiige  in  AfVica. 
Ud  Uodad  at  C«iilwt«,  wImo  an  ofllMr,  Not  by  Um  Ronao 
gofamor  of  Afriea.  eame  and  thoa  addraaMd  him :  — "  Marina. 
I  eoma  ftoM  Uia  Praloc  Sextilioa,  to  tall  jou  that  he  forbida 
f  on  to  tat  foot  in  Africa.  Ifjon  obej  not,  be  will  »appoft  the 
8aaala*a  daerae,  and  Ueat  yon  aa  a  public  aoenr.*'  Marina, 
npoo  bearim  thia,  waa  gtroek  damb  with  a rief  and  indifoatluo. 
He  allarad  not  a  word  for  aone  ti«a,  hot  rafardad  the  oAoer 
with  a  menacing  aapaet  At  length  the  officer  enquired  what 
aoawer  he  ahouid  carry  to  the  governor.  *'  Go  and  tell  him," 
taM  the  oofeKunate  man,  with  a  atgh.  "  that  thon  haat  anea 

the  exiled  Marina  attlng  oo  the  mim  of  Caithage.*' Bee 

PLUTAECM. 


*T  WAS  noon,  and  Afric*s  dasxling  aun  on  high. 
With  fierce  resplendence  fillM  th*  uncloadcd  sky ; 
No  zephyr  waved  the  palin*a  maiestic  head, 
And  amooth  alike  the  seas  and  deserts  spread ; 
While  desolate,  beneath  a  blaze  of  light. 
Silent  and  lonely  as  at  dead  of  night, 
The  wreck  of  Carthage  lay.    Her  prostrate  fiines 
Had  strewM  their  precious  marble  o*cr  the  plains ; 
Dark  weeds  and  grass  the  column  had  o'ergrown. 
The  lizard  bask'd  nnnr  «i)e  altar-stone ; 
Whelm*d  by  the  ruins  of  their  own  abodes, 
Had  sunk  the  forms  of  heroes  and  of  Gods ; 
While  near,  dread  offspring  of  the  burning  day ! 
Coil'd  *midst  forsaken  halls,  the  serpent  lay. 

There  came  an  exile,  lon^  by  fate  pursued. 
To  shelter  in  that  awful  sohtudc. 
Well  did  that  wanderer*8  high  yet  faded  mien 
8nit  the  sad  grandeur  of  the  desertaccne ; 
ShadowM,  not  veil'd,  by  locks  of  wintry  snow. 
Pride  sat,  still  mighty,  on  his  furrow*d  brovr ; 
lime  had  not  quench*d  the  terrora  of  his  eye. 
Nor  tamed  his  glance  of  fierce  ascendency ; 
While  the  deep  meaning  of  his  foaturaa  teld. 
Ages  of  thought  had  o*er  his  spirit  roITd, 
Nor  dimm*d  the  fire  that  mi^fht  not  bo  controlIM ; 
And  still  did  power  invest  his  stately  form, 
8l»atter*d,  but  yet  tmconqaer*d,  by  the  storm. 

But  slow  hia  step — and  where,  not  yet  over- 
thrown, 
«lill  lower*d  a  pUlat  *midi4  the  waste  akme, 


*•  Tea,  from  the  awful  gulf  of  yeara  to  i 
I  hear  a  Toioe  that  propheaiea  her  dooai ; 
I  aee  the  trophiea  of  her  pride  decay, 
And  her  k»g  line  of  trinmpha  paaa  away. 
Lost  in  the  deptha  of  time--while  ainka  the  atai 
That  led  her  march  of  tieroea  fiom  a&r ! 
Lo !  from  the  frosen  foreate  of  the  north. 
The  aona  of  alanghter  ponr  in  myriada  forth ! 
Who  ahall  awake  the  mighty  7  —  will  thy  vn 
City  of  thronea !  disturb  the  realma  below  ? 
Call  on  the  dead  to  hear  thee!  let  thj  cries 
Summon  their  ahadowy  legions  to  arise. 
Array  the  ghoaU  of  conquerors  on  thy  walls! 
— Barbarians  revel  in  their  ancient  halls. 
And  their  lost  children  bend  the  sulject  knee, 
*Midst  the  proud  tombs  and  trophiea  of  the  Ihse. 
Bird  of  the  sun !  dread  eafle !  born  on  hif li, 
A  creature  of  the  empyrcU — Thou,  whoae  eje 
Was  lightoin^  to  the  earth — whose  pinion  w«««d 
In  haughty  triumph  o*er  a  world  enslaved ; 
Sink  from  thy  Heavens !  for  glory*s  noon  is  o*er. 
And  rushing  storms  shall  bear  thee  on  no  mui«, 
Cloaed  is  thy  regal  course— thy  crest  is  torn. 
And  thy  plume  banishM  fhrni  the  realma  of  morn. 
The  shaft  hath  reacbM  thee!  — rest  with  chieA 

and  kings. 
Who  conquer'd  in  the  shadow  of  thy  winga ; 
Sleep !  while  thy  foes  exult  around  their  prey. 
And  share  thy  glorioua  heritege  of  day  ! 
But  darker  years  shall  mingle  with  the  paat. 
And  deeper  vengeance  shall  be  mine  at  las! 
0*cr  the  seven  hills  I  see  destruction  spread. 
And  Empire's  widow  veils  with  dust  hsr  ~ 
Her  gods  forsake  each  desolated  ahrine, 
Her  templea  moulder  to  the  earth,  like  m 
*Midst  fallen  palaces  she  sits  alone. 
Calling  heroic  ahadea  from  ages  gone, 
Or  bids  the  nationa  *midst  her  deserts  wait 
To  learn  the  foarfol  oraclea  of  Fate! 

••Still  sleep'st  thoo, Roman T    Sea  of  Vietei^ 
riaa! 
Wake  to  obey  th'  avenging  DeatiBiM ! 
Shod  by  thy  mandate,  eoon  thy  ooiutry**  blood 
Shall  awell  an^i  darken  Tiber's  yoOow  4oQd  1 
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My  chUdrcn*8  mao^  eal^awake !  prepare 
The  feast  they  claim!— 'eiolt  in  RoD)e*a  denpair! 
Be  thine  ear  cloecd  againat  their  aappliant  criee, 
Bid  thy  aoul  triumph  in  iier  as^oniet ; 
Let  carnagie  revel,  e'en  her  ehrioea  amoof^. 
Spare  not  the  valiant,  pity  not  the  young ! 
Haste !  o*er  her  hilb  the  sword's  libation  shed. 
And  wreak  the  curse  of  Carthage  on  her  head  l** 

The  vision  flies— a  mortal  step  is  near. 
Whose  echoes  vibrate  on  the  slomberer*8  ear; 
He  starts,  he  wakes  to- woe— before  hira  stands 
I'h*  unwelcome  messenger  of  harsh  oommands, 
Whose  falfring  aoeents  tell  the  eiilod  chief. 
To  seek  on  other  shores  a  home  fi>r  grief. 
-—Silent  the  wanderer  sat-^bat  on  his  eheek 
Tl)o  burning  gk>w  fitf  more  than  words  might 

speak; 
And,  from  the  kindling  of  bis  eye,  there  broke 
language,  where  all  th*  indignant  soul  awoke, 
Till  his  deep  thought  fi>und  voice— then,  calmly 

stem, 
And  sovereign  in  despair,  he  cried,  ^  Return ! 
Tell  him  w^d  sent  thoo  hither,  thou  haat  seen 
Marina,  tlio  exile,  rest  where  Carthage  once  hath 

boenr' 


APPEARANCE  OF  THE  SPIRIT  OF  THE 
CAPE  TO  VASCA  D£  GAMA. 

(translated  prom  TBS  FIFTH  HOOK  OF  THK 
LUSIAD  OF  CAMOENS.) 


PRoPtTiooB  winds  our  daring  bark  impelPd, 
0*cr  seas  which  mortal  ne*er  till  then  beheld. 
When  as  one  eve,  devoid  of  care,  we  stood 
Watching  the  prow  glide  swiftly  through  the  flood. 
High  o*er  our  heads  arose  a  cloud  so  vast, 
O'er  sea  and  heaven  a  fearful  shade  it  cast: 
Awful,  immense,  it  came !  so  thick,  so  drear, 
Its  gloomy  gnndenr  chiird  our  hearts  with  fear, 
And  the  dark  billow  heaved  with  distant  roar. 
Hoarse,  as  if  bursting  on  some  rocky  sliore, 

Thriird  with  amaze,  I  cried,  **  Supernal  Power ! 
What  mean  the  omens  of  this  threatening  hour  ? 
What  the  dread  mystery  of  this  ocean^Iiinc, 
So  darkly  giand,  so  fearfhllv  sublime?" 
Scarce  had!  spoke,  when,  lo !  a  mighty  form 
Tower*d  through  the  gathering  shadows  of  the 

storm ; 
Of  mde  proportions  and  gigantic  size. 
Dark  features,  rugged  beard,  and  dccp-sunk  eyes ; 
Fierce  was  his  gesture,  and  his  tresses  flew, 
Sable  his  lips,  and  earthly  pale  his  hue. 
Well  may  I  tell  thee,  that  his  limbs  and  height. 
In  vast  dimensions  and  stupendous  might, 
Surpa8s*d  that  wonder,  once  the  sculptor's  boast, 
The  proud  Colossus  of  the  Rhodian  coast 
Deep  was  Me  voice,  in  hoUow  tones  ho  spoke;, 
As  if  from  ocean's  inmost  caves  they  broke ; 
And  but  that  form  to  view,  that  voiee  to  hear, 
^pntid  o*er  our  flesh  and  hair  cotd  deadly  thrills 
uf  fiiar 


^  Oh !  daring  band,"  he  cried,  **  far,  far  mora 

bold 

Than  all  whc^  deeds  recording  fame  has  told  : 
Adventurous  spirits !  whom  no  bounds  of  fear 
Can  teach  one  pause  in  rapine's  fierce  careei ; 
Since,  bursting  thus  the  barriere  of  the  main, 
Ye  dare  to  violate  my  lonely  reign. 
Where,  till  this  moment,  from  tlie  birth  of  time. 
No  sail  e'er  broke  the  solitude  sublime : 
Since  thus  ye  pierce  the  veil  by  Nature  thrown 
O'er  the  dark  secrets  of  tlie  deep  Unknown, 
Ne'er  yet  reveal'd  to  aught  of  mortal  birth, 
Howe'cr  supreme  in  power,  unmatched  in  worth ; 
Hear  fi^m  my  lips  what  chastisemenbi  of  &te, 
Rashv  ^^  intruders !  on  your  course  await ! 
What  countless  perils,  woes  of  darkest  hue. 
Haunt  the  vast  main  and  shores  your  arms  must 

yet  subdue ! 

**  Know  that  o'er  every  bark,  whose  fearless  helm 
Invades,  like  yours,  this  wide  mysterious  realm. 
Unmeasured  ills  my  arm  in  wreth  shall  poor. 
And  guard  with  storms  my  own  terrific  shore ! 
And  on  the  fleet,  which  first  presume^  to  bravo 
The  dangers  throned  on  this  tempestuous  wave. 
Shall  vengeance  burst,  ere  yet  a  warning  fear  ' 
Have  time  to  prophesy  destruction  near ! 

**  Yes,  desperate  band !  if  riffht  my  hopes  divine, 
Revenge,  fierce,  full,  unequallM,  shall  be  minis ! 
Urge  your  bold  prow,  puraue  your  venturous  way, 
Pain,  Havoc,  Ruin,  wait  their  destined  prey  ! 
And  your  proud  vessels,  year  by  year,  sbaU  find, 
(If  no  false  dreams  delude  my  prescient  mind). 
My  wrath  so  dread  in  niany  a  fiital  storm. 
Death  shall  be  deum'd  misfortune's  mildest  form. 


"  Lo !  where  my  victim  comes ! — of  noble  birth 
Of  cultured  genius,  and  exalted  worth, 
With  her,*  his  best  beloved,  in  all  her  charms, 
Pride  of  his  heart,  and  treasure  of  his  arms ! 
From  foaming  waves,  from  raging  wiqds  they  fl^ 
Spared  for  revenge,  reserved  for  agony ! 
Oh !  dark  the  fate  Uiat  caJIs  thee  from  their  homi 
On  this  rude  shore,  my  savage  reign,  po  rcfam, 
I  And  sternly  saves  tiiem  from  a  billowv  tomb, 
For  woes  more  exquisite,  more  dreadml  doom ! 
— ^Yes !  he  shall  see  the  offspring,  loved  in  vain. 
Pierced  with  keen  fiimine,  die  in  lingering  pain  4 
Shall  see  fierce  Caffres  everj  garment  tear 
From  her,  the  sofl,  the  idohx^  the  fair ; 
Shall  see  those  limbs,  of  Nature's  finest  mould. 
Bare  to  the  sultry  sun,  or  midnight-cold. 
And,  in  long  wanderinrs  o'er  a  desert  land 
Tliose  tender  fbct  imprint  the  scorching  sand. 

**  Yet  more,,  yet  deeper  woe,  sliall  those  faehokt 
Who  lived  through  toils  nneqaall'd  and  onloM ! 
On  the  wild  shore,  beneath  tho  bumine  sky. 
The  hapless  pair,  exhausted,  sink  to  dio  I 
Bedew  the  rock  with  tears  of  pain  intenacw 
Of  bitterest  anguish,  thrilling  every  senao. 
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Till  in  one  Uuit  embnoe,  with  oiortol  throM, 
Their  ttragffling  apiriU  mount  from  anyaiah  to 


At  the  dark  phantom  sternly  that  portray'd 
Onr  fiitore  ilia,  in  Horrur*a  deepeit  ahade,— 


••Who  then  art  fAovr  I  cried,  •«  dread  bein|r,tell, 
Eaeh  lenae  tboa  bending  in  aroaaement*a  apell  V* 
—With  ftarful  ahriek,  fir  echoing  o*er  the  tide, 
Writhing  his  lips  and  eyes,  he  thos  replied— > 
•*  Behold  the  ^nios  of  that  secret  shore, 
Where  the  wmd  nffss,  and  the  biUows  roar ; 
That  stormy  Gape,  for  ages  mine  alone, 
To  Pompey,  Stiabo,  Pliny,  all  unknown ! 
Far  to  the  soothem  p<^  my  thrane  oztenda, 
That  hidden  rock,  which  Afric's  rsgion  ends. 
Behold  that  spirit,  whose  aven^g  might. 
Whose  fiercest  wrath  your  darmg  deeds  « 


Thus  hsTing  aaid,  with  strange,  terrific  cries. 
The  gtant-speetre  TanishM  from  our  eyes ; 
In  sable  cbods  dissolred — while  &r  around. 
Dark  ocean's  beaTing  realms  his  parting  yells 


THE  CARAVAN  IN  THE  DESERT& 


Call  it  not  loneliness,  to  dwell 
In  woodland  shade  or  hermit  dcO, 
Or  the  deep  forest  to  explore, 
Or  wander  alpine  regions  o'er ; 
For  Nature  there  all  joyous  reigns. 
And  fiUs  whh  life  her  wild  domains : 
A  bird's  light  wing  may  braak  the  air, 
A  wave,  a  lea^  may  murmur  there : 
A  bee  the  mountain  flowen  may  seek, 
.  A  chamois  bound  fifim  peak  to  peak ; 
An  eagle,  ruahing  to  the  sky, 
Wake  the  deep  ^oes  with  hb  cry ; 
And  still  some  sound,  thy  heart  to  cheer, 
Some  Toice,  though  not  of  man,  is  near. 
But  he,  whose  weary  step  hath  traced 
Mysterious  Afiric's  awful  waste— 
Wliose  eye  Arabia's  wilds  hath  Tiew'd 
Can  tell  thee  what  is  solitude ! 
It  is,  to  traverse  liielesi  plsina, 
Where  erertestincr  stiUness  reigns. 
And  billowT  sands  and  dazzling  riiy. 
Seem  boundlese  as  infinity ! 
It  is,  to  sink,  with  speecUesi  dread, 
In  scenes  unmeet  for  mortal  tread, 
Sever'd  from  earthly  being's  trace. 
Alone,  amidst  eternal  space ! 
T  IS  noon— and  fearfully  profound, 
Kilence  is  on  the  dosert  round ; 
Alone  she  r*igns,  above,  beneath. 
With  all  the  attributes  of  death ! 
No  bird  the  blazing  heaven  may  dare. 
No  inaeet  bide  the  scorching  air ; 
The  ostrich,  though  of  sun-bom  race, 
Sortkft  a  more  aheUer'd  dweUing-flace ; 


The  lion  alumbers  in  his  Isir, 
The  serpent  shuns  the  nooaiide  glan  t 
But  sk>wly  wind  the  patient  train 
Of  camels  o'er  the  blasted  plain. 
Where  they  and  man  may  braTs  alcoe 
The  terron  of  the  burning  zone. 

Faint  not,  O  pilgrims !  though  on  higli. 
As  a  volcano,  flame  the  sky ; 
Shrink  not,  though  as  a  fhniaee  glow 
The  dark.red  ssos  of  sand  bek>w  ; 
Though  not  a  shadow,  save  your  own. 
Across  the  dread  expanse  is  thrown ; 
Mark !  where,  TOur  feverish  lips  to  lave. 
Wide  spreads  the  fi«eh  transparent  wave  I 
Urge  your  tired  camels  on,  and  take 
Your  rest  bsside  yon  glistening  lake ; 
Thence,  haply,  cooler  ^es  may  spring. 
And  ftn  your  brows  with  lighter  wing. 
Lo!  nearer  now,  its  glsssy  tide 
Refiecti  the  dat».tree  on  its  side- 
Speed  on !  pure  draughts  and  genial  air. 
And  verdant  shade  await  you  there. 
Oh  glimpee  of  Heaven !  to  him  nnknoimi. 
That  hath  not  trod  the  burning  zone ! 
Forward  they  presi— they  gaze  dismay'd— 
The  waten  of  the  desert  fade  I 
Melting  to  vapoun  that  elude 
The  eye,  the  up,  they  vainly  woo'd.* 
What  meteor  comes  7 — a  purple  haze 
Hath  half  obacured  the  noontide  rays  :t 
Onward  it  moves  in  swifl  career, 
A  blush  upon  the  atmosphere ; 
Haste,  haste !  avert  th'  impending  doom. 
Fall  prostrate!  't  is  the  dresd  Simoom ! 
Bow  down  your  faces    till  the  blast 
On  Its  red  wing  of  flame  hath  paas'd. 
Far  bearing  o'er  the  sandy  wave 
The  viewleas  Angel  of  the  Grave. 


It  came— 't  is  vanished— but  hath  left 
The  wanderen  e'en  of  hope  bereft; 
The  ardent  heart,  the  vigorous  frame. 
Pride,  courage,  strength,  its  power  could 
Faint  with  &spondenoe,  worn  with  toi]. 
They  sink  upon  the  burning  loil, 
Resign'd,  amidst  those  realms  of  gloom, 
To  find  their  deatb.bed  and  their  tomb4 

But  onward  ttlll !— yon  distant  spot 
Of  verdura  can  deceive  yoa  not ; 
Yon  palms,  which  tremubusly  seem'd 
Reflected  as  the  waten  glcam'd. 
Along  th'  horizon'!  vtrge  display'd. 
Still  rear  their  slender  colonnade — 
A  landmark,  guiding  o'er  the  plain 
The  Caravan's  exhausted  train. 
Fair  is  that  litUe  Isle  of  Bliss, 
The  desert's  emerald  oaaia ! 


*  The  Binss,  or  vBpoar  •«■ 
t  8m  Ihs  dsOTrimios  of  llw  f 
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A  rainbow  on  the  torrontfa  wave, 
A  gem  cmbotooiM  in  the  gnve^ 
A  Bonbeam  on  a  stormy  day, 
Ita  beauty's  image  might  convey ! 
*  Beauty,  in  horror's  lap  that  sleeps,* 
While  silence  round  her  vigil  keeps. 
— Rest,  weary  pilgrims !  calmly  laid 
To  slumber  in  th*  acacia  shade : 
Rest,  where  the  shrubs  your  cameb  bmise, 
Their  aromatic  breath  diffuse ; 
Where  softer  liffht  the  sunbeams  pour 
Through  the  tall  palm  and  sycamore ; 
And  the  rich  date  luxuriant  spreads 
Its  pendent  clufitera  o*er  year  heads. 
Nature  once  more,  to  seal  your  eyes, 
Murmurs  her  sweetest  lullabies ; 
Again  each  heart  the  music  hails 
of  rustling  leaves  and  sighing  gales. 
And  oh  !  to  Afric*s  child  how  dear 
The  voice  of  fountains  gushing  near ! 
Sweet  be  your  slumbers !  and  your  dreams 
Of  waving  groves  and  rippling  streamc ! 
Far  be  the  serpent's  venom*d  coil 
From  the  brief  respite  won  by  toil : 
Far  be  the  awful  shades  of  those 
Who  deep  beneath  the  sands  repose — 
The  hosts,  to  whom  the  desert's  breath 
Bore  swift  and  stern  the  call  of  death. 
Sleep !  nor  may  scorching  blast  invade 
The  freshness  of  the  acacia  shade. 
But  gales  of  heaven  your  spirits  blest, 
Witli  life's  best  balm^Forgetfulness ! 
Till  night  from  many  an  urn  diffuse 
The  treasures  of  her  world  of  dews. 

The  day  hath  closed — the  moon  on  high 
Walks  in  her  cloudless  majesty. 
A  thousand  stars  to  Afric's  heaven 
Serene  magnificence  have  given ; 
Pure  beacons  of  the  sky,  whose  flame 
Shines  forth  otornally  the  same. 
Blest  be  their  beams,  whose  holy  light 
Shall  guide  the  camel's  footsteps  right, 
And  lead,  as  with  a  track  divine. 
The  pilgrim  to  his  prophet's  shrine ! 
— ^Rise !  bid  your  Isle  of  Palms  adieu ! 
Again  your  lonely  march  pursue. 
While  airs  of  night  are  freshly  blowing. 
And  heavens  with  softer  beauty  gk>wing. 
— 'T  is  silence  cU ;  the  solemn  scene 
Wears,  at  each  step,  a  ruder  mien ; 
For  giont^rocks,  at  distance  piled. 
Cast  their  deep  shadows  o'er  the  wild. 
Darkly  they  rise — what  eye  hath  view'd 
The  caverns  of  their  solitude  ? 
Awsy !  within  those  awful  cells 
The  savage  lord  of  Afric  dwells ! 
Heard  ye  his  voice  7 — the  lion's  roar 
Swells  OS  when  billows  break  on  shore. 
Well  may  the  eainel  shake  with  ftar, 
And  the  steed  pant — his  foe  is  near; 
Haste !  light  the  torch,  bid  wateh-fires  throw 
Far  o'er  the  waste,  a  ruddy  glow; 
Keep  vigil— guard  the  bright  array 
')f  flames  that  bcaro  him  from  his  prey; 
44 


Within  their  magic  circle  press, 
O  wanderers  of  the  wilderness ! 
Heap  high  the  pile,  and  by  its  blaze, 
Tell  the  wild  teles  of  elder  days. 
Arabia's  wond'rous  lore— that  dwells 
On  warrior  deeds,  and  wizard  spells ; 
Enchanted  domes,  'mid  scenes  tike  these, 
Rising  to  vanish  with  the  breeze ; 
Gardens,  whose  fruite  are  gems,  that  shed 
Their  light  wliere  mortal  may  not  tread. 
And  spirite,  o'er  whose  pearly  halls 
Th'  eternal  billow  heaves  and  foils. 
— ^With  charms  like  these,  of  mystic  powet, 
Watehers !  beguile  the  midnight  hour. 
—Slowly  that  hour  hath  roU'd  away. 
And  star  b^  ster  withdraws  ite  ray. 
Dark  children  of  the  sun  !  sffaiif 
Your  own  rich  orient  hails  his  reign. 
He  comes,  but  veil'd — with  sanguine  glaro 
Tinging  the  miste  that  load  the  air ; 
Sounds  of  dismay,  and  signs  of  flame, 
Th*  approachinff  hurricane  proclaim. 
'T  is  death's  reel  banner  streams  on  high- 
Fly  to  the  rocks  for  shelter !— fly ! 
Lo ;  dark'ninfir  o'er  the  fiery  skies. 
The  pillars  of  the  desert  rise  ! 
On,  in  terrific  grandeur  wheeling, 
A  giant-host,  the  heavens  conce&ng. 
They  move,  like  mighty  genii  forms, 
Towering  immense  ^nidst  clouds  and  storms 
Who  shall  escape  7 — ^with  awful  force 
The  whirlwind  bears  them  on  their  oooise, 
They  join,  they  rush  resistless  on, 
The  landmarks  of  the  plain  are  gone ; 
The  steps,  the  forms,  from  earth  effaced. 
Of  those  who  trod  the  burning  waste ! 
All  whelm'd,  all  hush'd !— none  lefl  to  bear 
Sad  record  how  they  perish'd  there ! 
No  stone  their  tale  of  death  shall  tell— 
The  desert  guards  ite  mysteries  well ; 
And  o'er  th*  unfiithom'd  sandy  deep, 
Where  low  their  nameless  relics  sleeps 
Oft  shall  the  future  pilgrim  tread. 
Nor  know  his  steps  are  on  the  dead. 


SUPERSTmON  AND  REVELATION. 

AN  UNFINISHED  POEM. 


Bniias  of  brighter  worlds !  that  rise  at  times 
As  phantoms,  with  ideal  beauty  firaught, 
In  those  brief  visions  of  celestial  climes. 
Which  pass,  like  sunbeams,  o'er  the  realms  of 

thought. 
Dwell  ye  around  us  7 — are  ye  hovering  nigh. 
Throned  on  the  cloud,  or  buoyant  in  (he  air  7 
And  in  deep  solitudes,  where  human  eye 
Can  trace  no  step.  Immortals !  are  ye  there  7 
Oh !  who  can  tell? — what  power,  but  Death  olone, 
Can  lift  the  mystic  veil  that  shades  the  world  un 

known? 
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II. 

Bat  Earth  bath  imii  the  dayii,  ere  yet  the  flowen 
Of  Eden  wither*d,  when  fuveaPd  ye  shone. 
In  all  four  brightneas,  'midst  thoae  holy  bowera— 
Holy,  but  not  unfadinff,  aa  your  own  ! 
While  He,  the  chfld  of  that  primeval  aoil. 
With  you  iU  paths  in  high  communion  trode. 
His  glory  vet  undimm*d  by  guilt  or  toil. 
And  beammg  in  the  image  of  hia  God. 
And  his  pure  apirit  glowing  from  the  aky. 
Exulting  in  its  light,  a  spark  of  Deity. 

HI 

Then,  haply,  mortal  and  celeatial  laya, 
Mingling  their  tonea,  from  Nature's  temple  rose, 
When  nought  but  that  majestic  song  of  praise 
Broke  on  the  sanctity  of  night's  repose, 
With  music  since  unheard :  and  man  might  trace, 
By  stream  and  vale,  in  deep  embow'ringshade. 
Devotion's  first  and  loveliest  dwelling-place, 
The  footsteps  of  th*  Omnipotent,  who  made 
That  spot  a  shrine,  where  youthful  nature  cast 
Her  consecrating  wealth,  rejoicing  as  He  pass'd. 

IV. 

Short  were  those  days,  and  soon,  O  sona  of 

Heaven! 
Your  aspect  changed  for  man ;  in  that  dread  hour, 
When  from  hia  paradise  the  alien  driven. 
Beheld  your  forma  in  angry  splendour  tower. 
Guarding  the  clime  where  he  no  more  might  dwell. 
With  meteor-swords :  he  saw  the  living  flame, 
And  his  first  cry  of  misery  was— ••  Farewell !" 
Hia  heart's  first  anguish,  exile :  he  became 
A  pilgrim  on  the  eartb,  whose  children's  lot 
Is  still  for  happier  lands  to  pine— and  reach  them 

not 

V. 

Where  now  the  choaen  bowers  that  once  beheld 
Delight  and  Love  their  first  bright  Sabbath  keep  7 
From  all  its  founts  the  worlds  of  waters  swell'd. 
And  wrapt  them  in  the  mantle  of  the  deep ! 
For  He,  to  whom  the  elements  are  slaves, 
In  wiatb  unchain'd  the  oceans  of  the  cloud, 
And  heaved  the  abyss  bisneath;  till  waves  on 

waves 
Folded  creation  in  their  misrhty  shroud. 
Then  led  the  earth  a  solituaie,  o'erspread 
With  its  own  awfixi  wreck— a  desert  of  the  dead. 

VI. 

But  onward  flow'd  life's  busy  course  again. 
And  rolling  ages  with  them  bore  awaj^ — 
Aa  to  be  lost  amidst  the  boundless  main, 
llich  orient  strcama  their  golden  sands  convey— 
The  hallow'd  lore  of  old — the  guiding  light 
licfl  by  tradition  to  the  sons  of  earth. 
And  the  blest  memory  of  each  sacred  rite. 
Known  in  the  region  of  their  father's  birth 
When  in  each  breeze  around  his  fair  abode 
Whisper  d  a  seraph'a  voice,  or  lived  the  breath  of 
«^od. 


VII. 


Who  hath  not  aeen,  what  lime  the  orb  of  d9.y 
Cinctured  with  glory,  seeks  the  ocean's  bn.»wt, 
A  thousand  clouds,  all  glowing  in  his  ray. 
Catching  brief  splendour  from  tlte  purple  vre«t  7 
So  round  thy  parting  steps,  fair  Truth  !  awhile 
With  borrow'o  hues  unnumbcr'd  phantoms  sfaooc; 
And  Superstition,  from  thy  lingering  smile. 
Caught  a  faint  glow  of  beauty  not  her  own. 
Blending  her  rites  with  thine — while  yet  a&r 
Thine  eye's  hut  radiance  bcam'd,  a  slow.rccedio^ 
■tar. 

VIII. 

Yet  atill  one  stream  was  pore — one  sever'd  shrine 
Waa  fed  with  holier  fire,  by  chosen  lionda,^ 
And  sounds,  and  dreams,  and  impulses  divine. 
Were  in  the  dwellings  of  the  patriarch  bands. 
There  still  the  father  to  his  child  bequeathed 
The  sacred  torch  of  never-dying  flame ; 
There  still  Duvotion's  suppliant  accents  faicatfacd 
The  One  adored  and  everlasting  Name, 
And  angel  guests  would  linger  and  repoee 
Where  those  primeval  tents  amid  their  polm-Crecs 


IX. 

But  for  o'er  eorth  the  apostate  wanderers  bore 
Their  alien  rites: — for  them,  by. fount  or  shades 
Nor  voice,  nor  vision,  holy  as  of  yore. 
In  thrilling  whispers  to  the  soul  convey'd 
High  inspiration :  yet  in  every  cllmc. 
Those  sons  of  doubt  and  error  fondly  sought 
With  beings,  in  their  essence  more  sublime. 
To  hold  communion  of  mysterious  thought ; 
On  some  dread  power  in  trembling  hope  to  lean. 
And  hear  in  every  wind  the  accents  of  th*  Unseen. 


Yes !  we  have  need  to  bid  our  hopes  repose 
On  some  protecting  influence;  here  confined. 
Life  hath  no  healing  balm  for  mortal  woes, 
Earth  is  too  narrow  for  th*  immortal  mind. 
Our  apirits  bum  to  mingle  with  the  day, 
Aa  exiles  panting  for  their  native  coast, 
Yet  lured  by  every  wild-flower  from  their  way. 
And  shrinkmg  from  the  gulf  that  must  be  crosa'd 
Dcatli  hovera  round  us— in  the  sephyr's  ai^h, 
Aa  in  the  storm,  he  comes^and  lo !  Etsrnity ! 

XI. 

As  one  left  lonely  on  the  desert  sanda 
Of  burning  Afric,  where,  without  a  guide, 
He  gaxes  as  the  pathless  waste  expands— 
Around,  beyond,  interminably  wide ; 
While  the  red  haze,  presaging  the  Simoom, 
Obscures  tlib  fierce  resplendence  of  the  sky, 


Or  suns  of  blasting  light  perchance  illume 
The  glistening  Scrab*  which  iiludes  his  eye ; 
Sucli  waa  the  wanderer  Man,  in  ages  flown. 
Kneeling  in  doubt  and  fear  before  tho  dread  V^ 
known. 


•  Strah,  Mirata 
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XII. 

His  thoughts  explored  the  pastr-^and  where  were 

they, 
The  chioiii  of  men,  the  mighty  fones  ^ne  by  7 
He  turnM — a  boundless  void  before  him  lay, 
WrappM  in  the  shadows  of  futurity. 
How  knew  the  ohild  of  Nature  that  the  fi&me 
He  felt  within  him,  strufgUng  to  ascend, 
Should  perish  not  with  that  terrestrial  frame 
Doom*d  with  the  eartli  on  which  it  moved,  to 

blend  ?  . 

How,  when  affliction  bade  his  spirit  bleed. 
If  't  were  a  Father^s  love  or  Tyrant*s  wrath  de- 
creed? 

XIIL 
Oh  !  marvel  not,  if  then  he  sought  to  trace 
In  all  sublimities  of  sight  and  sound. 
In  rushing  winds  that  wander  through  all  space 
Or  *midst  deep  woods,  with  holy  gloom  emhrown*d, 
The  oracles  of  Fate !  or  if  the  train 
Of  floating  forms,  that  throng  the  world  of  sleep, 
And  sounds  that  vibrate  on  the  slumberer's  brain 
When  mortal  voices  rest  in  stillness  deep, 
Were  dcem*d  mysterious  revelations,  sent 
From  viewless  powers,  the  lords  of  each  dread 
element 

XIV. 
Was  not  wild  Nature,  in  that  eldcr-time. 
Clothed  with  a  deeper  power  ?— earth's  wander- 
ing race. 
Exploring  realms  of  solitude  sublime. 
Not  as  toe  see,  beheld  her  awful  face ! 
Art  had  not  tamed  the  mighty  scenes  which  met 
Their  searching  eyes ;  unpeopled  kingdoms  lay 
In  savage  pomp  before  tliem — all  was  yet 
Silent  and  vaat,  but  not  as  in  decay, 
And  the  bright  daystar,  from  his  burning  throne, 
LookM  o*er  a  thousand  shores,  untrodden,  voice- 
less, lone. 

XV. 
Hie  ibrests  in  their  dark  luxuriance  waved. 
With  all  their  swell  of  strange  .£oUan  sound ; 
The  fearful  deep,  sole  region  ne^er  enslaved. 
Heaved,  in  its  pomp  of  terror,  darkly  round ; 
l*hen,  brooding  o*er  the  images,  imprest 
By  fi>rms  of  grandeur  thronging  bn  his  eye. 
And  faint  traditions,  guarded  in  his  breast, 
*Midst  dim  remembrances  of  infancy, 
Man  shaped  unearthly  presences,  in  dreams. 
Peopling  esch  wilder  haunt  of  mountains,  groves, 
and  streams. 

XVI. 
Tlien  bled  the  victim— then  in  every  shade 
I      Of  rock  or  turf  arose  the  votive  shrine ; 

Fear  bowM  before  the  phantoms  she  portray*d, 
j      And  Nature  teero*d  with  many  a  mystic  sign. 
Meteors,  and  storms,  and  thunders!  ye  whose 

course 
E*ep  yet  is  awful  to  th*  enlightenM  eye. 
At,  wildly  noshing  from  your  secret  source,* 
Your  sounding  chariot  sweeps  the  realms  on  high, 
fher.  o*er  the  earth  prophetic  ghx>ni  ye  ci»«t, 
And  the  widr  nations  gazed,  and  trembled  is  ye 
pass*d. 


XVII. 

But  you,  ye  stars!  in  distant  glory  burning, 
Nurtured  with  flame,  bright  altars  of  the  sky ! 
To  whose  far  climeii  the  spirit,  vainly  turning, 
Would  pierce  the  secrets  of  infinity — 
To  you  the  heart,  berefl  of  other  hght. 
Its  first  deep  homage  paid,  on  Eastern  phiins, 
Where  Day  hath  terrors,  but  majestic  Night, 
Calm  in  her  pomp,  magnificently  reigns, 
Cloudless  and  silent,  circled  with- the  race 
Of  some  unnumbcrM  orbs,  that  light  the  deptfai 
of  space. 

XVIII. 

Shine  on !  and  brightly  plead  for  erring  thought. 
Whose  wing,  unaided  in  its  course,  explored 
The  wide  creation,  and  beholding  nought 
Like  your  eternal  beauty,  then  adored 
Its  living  splendours ;  deeming  them  tnibrmM 
By  natures  temper'd  with  a  holier  fire— 7 
Pure  beings,  with  ethereal  efilucnce  warm*d. 
Who  to  the  source  of  spirit  might  aspire, 
And  mortal  prayers  bcnignantly  convey 
To  some  presiding  Power,  more  awful  far  than 
they. 

XIX. 

Guides  o*cr  the  desert  and  the  deep !  to  you 
The  seaman  turn*d,  rejoicing  Vt  the  helm. 
When  from  the  regions  of  empyreal  blue 
Ye  pour*d  sofl  radiance  o'er  the  ocean-realm ; 
To  you  the  dweller  of  the  plains  addressM 
Vain  prayers,  that  caUed  the  clouds  and  dew* 

your  own ; 
To  you  the  shepherd,  on  the  mountain's  crest, 
Kindled  the  fires  that  far  through  midnight  shone. 
As  earth  would  light  up  all  her  hills,  to  vie 
With  your  immortal  host,  and  image  back  the  sky. 

XX. 

Hail  to  the  queen  of  heaven !  her  silvery  crown 
Serenely  wearing,  o*er  her  high  domain 
She  walks  in  brightness,  looking  cloudless  down 
As  if  to  smile  on  her  terrestrial  reign. 
£!arth  should  bo  hushM  in  slumber — but  the  night 
Calls  forth  her  worshippers ;  the  feast  is  spread. 
On  hoary  Lebanon^s  umbrageous  height 
The  shrine  is  raised,  the  rich  libation  shed 
To  her,  whose  beams  illume  those  cedar-shades 
Famtly  as  Nature*s  light  the  *wilder*d  soul  pe« 
vades. 

XXI. 

But  when  thine  orb,  all  earth's  rich  hues  restonn|>, 
Came  forth,  O  sun !  in  majesty  supreme, 
Still  from  thy  pore  exhauslless  fountain,  pouring 
Beauty  and  life  in  each  triumphont  beam. 
Through  thine  own  east  what  joyous  rites  prt- 

vail'd ! 
What  choral  songs  re-echo'd  !  while  thy  fire 
Shone  o*er  its  thousand  altars,  and  exhaled 
The  precious  incense  of  cnch  odorous  pyre. 
H«op*d  with  the  ri^^hest  balms  of  spicy  vales, 
And  aromatic  wuidj^  thai  istnt  the  Arabian  ga.vt 
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XXIL 

Yet  not  with  Saba*!  frag nnt  wealth  alone, 
Balaam  and  myrrh,  the  Tottve  pile  waa  strewM ; 
For  the  dark  children  of  the  buroiog  zone 
Drew  frenzy  from  thy  fbrvoora,  and  bedewM 
With  their  own  blood  thy  ahrine ;  while  that  wild 

■oene, 
Ilaply  with  pit;ping  eye,  thine  angel  view*d. 
And,  though  with  glory  mantled,  and  eerene 
In  hit  own  fulneaa  of  beatitude, 
Yet  mourn'd  ibr  thoee  whoeo  apirita  from  thv  ray 
Caught  not  one  transient  spark  of  intellectual  day. 

XXIII. 

But  earth  had  deeper  stains :  ethereal  powers ! 
Benignant  seraphs !  wont  to  leave  the  skies. 
And  hold  high  converse,  *midst  his  native  bowers. 
With  the  once  glorious  son  of  Paradise, 
Look*d  ye  from  heaven  in  sadness?  were  your 

strains 
Of  choral  praise  suspended  in  dismay. 
When  the  polluted  shrine  of  Svria*s  plains. 
With  clouds  of  incense  dimmM  the  blaze  of  day  7 
Or  did  ye  veil  indignantly  your  eyes. 
While  demons  hailM  the  pomp  of  human  sacri- 

fice? 

XXIV. 

And  well  the  powers  of  evil  might  rejoice. 
When  rose  from  Tophet's  vale  the  exulting  cry. 
And,  deaf  to  nature's  supplicating  voice. 
The  frantic  motlter  bore  her  child  to  die  I 
Around  her  vainly  clung  his  feeble  hands 
With  sacred  instinct :  love  hath  lost  its  sway. 
While  ruthless  zeal  the  sacrifice  demands. 
And  the  fires  blaze,  impatient  for  their  prey. 
Let  not  his  shrieks  reveal  the  dreadful  tale ! 
Well  may  the  drum's  loud  peal  o*erpower  an  in- 
&nt*s  wail ! 

XXV. 

A  voice  of  sorrow !  not  from  thence  it  rose ; 
*Twas  not  tlie  childless  mother — Syrian  maids. 
Where  with  red  wave  the  mountain  streamlet 

flovirs. 
Keep  tear/ul  vigil  in  their  native  shades. 
With  i'ircfe  and  plaint  the  cedar-groves  resound, 
Kach  tocVs  deep  echo  for  Adnnis  mourns : 
Weep  for  the  dead ! — awsy !  the  Igst  is  found. 
To  life  and  love  the  buried  god  returns ! 
Then  wakes  the  timbrel— then  the  forests  ring. 
And  shouts  of  frenzied  \oj  are  on  each  breeze's 

wing! 

XXVI. 

But  fin'd  with  holier  joy  the  Persian  stood. 
In  silent  reverence,  on  the  mountain's  brow. 
At  early  dayspring,  while  the  expanding  flood 
t)f  radiance  burst  around,  above,  below — 
Bright,  boundlcfls  as  eternity  ;  he  gazed 
Till  his  full  soul,  imbibing  heaven,  o'erflow'd 
III  worship  of  th'  Invisible,  and  praised 
In  thee.  O  Sun !  the  symbol  and  abode 


Of  life,  and  power,  and  excellence,  the  throne 
Where  dwelt  the  Unapproach'd,   respleiaiientl^ 
alone.* 

XXVII. 
What  if  his  thoughts,  with  erring  fandneas,  gB.w9 
Mysterious  sanctity  to  things  which  wear 
Th'  Eternal's  impress?— if  the  living  wave. 
The  circling  heavens,  the  fVee  and  boondless  air-* 
If  the  pure  founts  of  everlasting  flame« 
Deep  in  his  country's  hallow'd  vales  enshrined. 
And  the  bright  stars,  maintain'd  a  silent  clmim 
To  love  and  homage  from  his  awe-struck  mind  7 
Still  with  his  spirit  dwelt  a  k>fly  dream 
Of  uncreated  rower,  far,  fer  o'er  these  raprenftow 


XXVIII. 

And  with  that  faith  was  conquest 


He  whoflff 


To  Judah's  harp  of  prophecy  had  rang ; 
He,  of  whose  yet  unborn  and  distant  tame 
The  mighty  voice  of  Inspiration  sung. 
He  came,  the  victor  Cyrus ! — as  ho  pasa'd 
Thrones  to  his  footstep  rock'd,  and  monarch*  lay 
Suppliant  and  clothed  with  dust ;  while  natioos 

cast 
Their  ancient  idols  down  before  its  way. 
Who,  in  majestic  march,  from  sho^  to  shore. 
The  quenchless  flame  revered  by  Penia'a  ebU. 

dren  bore* 


SCENES  AND  PASSAGES  FROM  THB 
••TASSO-  OF  GOETHE.t 


Tnt  dramatic  poem  of  **  Taaso,**  though  pre- 
senting no  changeful  pageants  of  many.4»lotired 
life  —  no  combination  of  stirring  incidenta,  nor 
conflict  of  tempestuous  passions-— ia  yet  rich  in 
interest  ibr  those  who  find— 

"Tin  Mill  ■man  mmie  of  bonmnity 
•    •    •   •    •   of  ample  powar 
Toe 


It  is  a  picture  of  the  struggle  between  elements 
which  never  can  assimilate — powers  whose  do- 
minion is  over  spheres  essentially  adverse;  be- 
tween the  spirit  of  poetry  and  the  spirit  of  the 
world.    Why  is  it  that  this  collision  is  almost 


*  At  an  eariiar  Mag*  b  the  eompontioa  of  Uui  poain,  ite 
following  ataina  was  bora  faHSctod  >- 

*  Nor  roM  tbo  Magiaa*t  hymn,  rabltaMir  twolhat 

In  ftiH-fvood  bomaae  to  tbo  wmieo  offlaaM. 

From  fabric  raar'd  by  nan— Uia  gorx 

Of  such  brijthi  idol-fonm  tu  art  eooid  frame; 

He  reai'd  au  temple,  bade  no  walk  cooiain 

Tbo  breath  of  ioeenee,  or  tbo  vuioe  of  prayer ; 

But  made  tha  boundlcea  nniverM  bb  faao. 

The  rneke  bie  akar-alone,  adoring  thero 

Tbo  Being  whoae  Omnipolanee  pervadea 

All  duMcta  and  all  depcbe,  and  balioara  kmaliaat  dttM* 

t  Tba  flrM  of  a  aoriee  of  papete.  lo  be  aalilM 
Bisdiaa.**  wbicb  Ite  Author  had  propoaed  to  fe 
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invariaUy  fatal  to  the  ^otler  and  the  holier  na. 
turo  7  &ine  maater-minda  have,  indeed,  winged 
their  way  through  the  tumulta  of  crowded  life, 
like  the  aea-bird  deaving  the.atorm  from  which  ita 
piniona  come  forth  unatained ;  hot  there  needa  a 
oeloatial  panoply,  with  which  few  indeed  are 
gifted,  to  bear  the  heira  of  geniua  not  only  un< 
wounded,  bat  unaoiled,  through  the  battle;  and 
too  frequently  the  reaiUt  of  the  poet*a  lingering 
afar  from  hie  better  home  haa  been  mental  degra- 
dation and  untimely  death.  Let  ua  not  be  under- 
atood  aa  requiring  lor  hia  well-being  an  abaolute 
aecluaion  from  the  world  and  ita  intereata.  Hi9 
nature,  if  the  abiding-place  of  the  true  light  be 
indeed  within  him,  ia  endowed  above  all  othera 
with  the  tendoreat  and  moat  widely-embracing 
aympathiea.  Not  alone  from  **  the  thinga  of  the 
everlaating  hilla,"  from  the  atorma  or  the  ailenoe 
of  midnight  akiea,  will  he  aeek  the  grandeur  and 
the  beauty  which  have  their  central  reaidence  in 
a  fer  more  majeatic  temple.  Mountaina,  and 
rivera,  and  mighty  woods,  the  cathedrala  of  na* 
ture — ^theae  will  have  their  part  in  hia  picturea ; 
but  their  colouring  and  ahadowa  will  not  be 
wholly  the  ^A  of  rising  or  departing  auna,  nor  of 
the  night  with  all  her  atara ;  it  will  be  a  varying 
Buffuaion  from  the  life  within,  from  the  glowing 
clouda  of  thought  and  feeling,  which  mantle  with 
their  changeful  drapery  all  external  creation. 

; "  We  reeeiTe  but  what  w«  civs. 

And  in  our  life  atooe  doat  nstara  Uve.** 

j  Let  the  poet  bear  into  the  receaaea  of  wooda  and 
ahadowy  hilla  a  heart  full-fraught  with  the  aym- 
pathiea which  will  have  been  foetered  by  inter- 
course with  hia  kind — a  memory  covered  with  the 
secret  inaoriptiona  which  joy  and  Borrow  could 
not  fail  indelibly  to  write— then  will  the  voice  of 
every  stream  reapond  to  him  in  tonea  of  gladncsa 
or  melancholy,  accordant  with  those  of  hia  own 
aonl ;  and  he  himself,  by  the  might  of  feelings 
intensely  human,  may  breathe  the  living  spirit  of 
the  oracle  into  the  reaoundincf  cavern  or  the  whis- 
pering oak.  We  thus  admit  it  essential  to  his 
high  office,  that  the  chambers  of  imagery  in  the 
heart  of  the  poet  must  be  filled  with  materials 
moulded  from  the  sorrows,  the  afiections,  the  fiery 
trials,  and  immortal  longings  of  the  human  soul 
Where  love,  and  faith,  and  anguiab,  meet  and 
contend;  where  the  tonea  of  prayer  are  wrung 
from  the  auffering  apirit — iher€  lie  hia  veina  of 
treasure ;  there  are  the  aweet  watera  ready  to  flow 
from  the  stricken  rock.  But  he  will  not  seek  them 
through  the  gaudv  and  hurrying  masque  of  arti- 
ficial life ;  he  will  not  be  the  fettered  Samson  to 
make  sport  fer  the  sons  and  daughters  of  fashion. 
Whilst  he  ahuns.no  brotherly  communion  with 
his  kind,  he  will  ever  reserve  to  his  nature  the 
power  of  aetf-communion,  silent  hours  for — 

"The  kanreat  of  tha  qaiet  afe 
That  broodi  and  slaeiM  oo  hia  owo  kaait," 

and  inviolate  retreata  in  the  deptha  of  hia  being — 
fbontatna  lone  and  still,  upon  which  only  the  eye 
of  heaven  ahinea  down  in  its  hallowed  aercnity. 
Ho  hove  thoae  who  make  na  **  heira  of  truth  and 
44# 


freedom  by  immortal  laya,**  ever  preaervtd  the 
calm  inteUeetual  ether  in  which  the^  live  and 
move  from  the  taint  of  worldly  infection ;  and  it 
appeara  the  object  of  Goethe,  in  the  work  before 
ua,  to  make  the  gified  apirit  sadder  and  wiser  by 
the  contemplation  of  one,  which,  having  sold  ita 
birthright  and  atuoped  from  ita  **  privacy  of  glo- 
rioua  Ught,"  ia  forced  into  perpetual  contact  with 
thinga  eaaentially  of  tlic  eaAli  earthy.  Dante  haa 
apoken  of  what  the  Italian  poeta  most  have 
learned  but  too  feelingly  under  their  protecting 
princes — ^the  bitter  taate  of  another*8  bread,  the 
weary  atepa  by  which  the  ataira  of  another*a  houae 
are  aacended ;  but  it  ia  auffering  of  a  more  apiritnal 
nature  which  ia  here  portrayed.  Would  that  the 
courtly  patronage,  at  the  ahrine  of  which  the  lt». 
lion  muae  haa  ao  often  waved  her  cen3er,  had  im* 
poaed  no  aeverer  taaka  upon  ita  votariea  than  the 
iiuhioning  of  the  anew  atatue  which  it  required 
from  the  geniua  of  Michael  Angelo !  The  atory 
of  Taaao  ia  fraught  with  yet  deeper  meaning, 
though  it  ia  not  from  the  period  of  hia  moat  ago* 
nixing  triala  that  the  materials  of  Goethe*a  work 
are  drawn.  The  poet  is  here  introduced  to  ua  aa 
a  youth  at  the  court  of  Ferrara ;  visionary,  enthu* 
aiaatic,  keenly  alive  to  the  aplendour  of  the  gort 
jfeoue  world  around  him,  throwing  himaelf  paa« 
aionately  upon  the  current  of  every  newly^ezcited 
feeling ;  a  creature  of  audden  ligbta  and  ahadowa, 
of  reatleaa  atrivinga  after  ideal  perfection,  of  ez- 
ultationa  and  of  agoniea.  Why  ia  it  that  the 
beinr  thus  exhibited  aa  endowed  with  all  these 
trembling  capacities  for  joy  and  pain — with  noble 
aapirationa  and  fervid  eloquence,  faila  to  excite  a 
more  reverential  inteieat,  a  more  tender  admira- 
tion 7  He  ia  wanting  in  dignity,  in  the  auatain« 
ing  conaciousness  of  his  own  high  mission ;  he 
has  no  city  of  refuge  within  himself  and  thus-^ 

**ETei7  little  IWinff  Derve* 
That  firom  bitter  wordi  doth  ewenre/* 

has  the  power  to  shake  his  whole  soul  from  iti 
pride  of  plaoe.  He  ia  thua  home  down  by  the 
cold  triumphant  worldlineaa  of  the  courtier  An* 
tonio^  from  the  collision  with  whom,  and  the 
mistaken  endeavour  of  Tasao*a  friends  to  recon- 
cile  natorea  diaaimilar  aa  the  aylph  and  gnome^of 
fanciful  creationa,  the  oonflicUng  elementa  of  the  ^ 
piece  are  chiefly  derived.  There  are  impreaaiv« 
leaaona  to  be  drawn  from  the  contemplation  of 
theae  acenea,  though,  perhapa,  it  ia  not  quite  thus 
that  we  could  have  wiahed  Mm  delineated  whe 
**  poured  hia  apirit  over  Paleatine ;"  and  it  ia  oe.i 
caaionally  almoat  too  painful  to  behold  the  high* 
minded  Taaao,  recogniaed  by  hia  country  aa  «»• 
^ertor  voUk  th€  moord  and  the  pen  to  all  menf 
atruggling  in  ao  ignoble  an  arena,  and  finally 
overpowered  by  ao  imworthy  an  antagoniat  Thia 
world  ia  indeed  **  too  much  with  ua,"  and  but  loo 
powerful  ia  oflen  ita  withering  breath  upon  the 
ethereal  natureaof  love,  devotion,  and  enthusiusnu 
which,  in  other  regions — 

**  May  bear  briaht  foldeo  flewen.  bat  oot  in  thbsoU  >' 

Yet  who  haa  not  known  victorioua  moments,  in 
which  the  lightly-armed  genii  of  riilicule  hava 
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quailed !  — the  oonventioiial  ibnm  of  life  hate 
Khrunk  aa  a  shrifeiled  acroU  bafora  the  lUmriel 
touch  of  aoine  gcnerona  feelingf,  aome  high  and 
overshadowing  paaaion  anddenly  arouaed  mm  the 
inmost  receasea  of  the  folded  aoul,  and  itrikuig 
the  electric  chain  which  myaterionalv  connecta 
all  humanity  7  We  could  have  wished  that  aome 
such  thrillmg  moment  had  been  here  introduced 
by  the  mighty  maaler  of  Germany ;  aomething  to 
relievo  tho  too  continuoua  impresaion  of  inherent 
wcakneas  in  the  cauM  of  the  vanquiahed ;  aome- 
thing of  a  transmuting  power  iik  the  aoul  of  Taa- 
ao,  to  glorify  the  clou£  which  accumulate  around 
it— to  turn  them  into  **  contingencies  of  pomp^ 
by  the  interpenetration  of  its  own  celeatial  light. 
Yet  we  approach  with  reverence  the  work  of  a 
noble  hand ;  and,  whilat  entering  upon  our  taak 
of  translation,  wo  acknowledge,  in  humility,  the 
feeblencaa  of  all  endeavour  to  pour  into  the  vase 
of  another  language  the  exquisitely  subtle  spirit 
of  Goethe's  poetry — to  transplant  and  naturaltie 
the  delicate  felicitiea  of  thought  and  expression 
by  which  this  piece  is  so  eminently  distinguished. 
The  visionary  rapture  which  takes  possession 
of  Tasso  upon  being  crowned  with  laurel  by  the 
Princesa  Leonora  d'Este,  the  object  of  an  affdction 
which  the  youthful  poet  haa  acaroely  yet  acknow- 
ledged to  himself,  is  thus  portrayed  in  one  of  the 
earlier 


<*  Let  me  then  boar  the  burden  of  my  bliss 

To  some  deep  grove,  that  oft  hath  veiPd  my  grief; 

There  let  me  roam  in  solitude :  no  eye 

Shall  then  recall  tho  triumph  undeserved. 

And  if  some  shining  fiiuntain  suddcniv 

On  its  dear  mirror  to  my  sight  should  give 

The  form  of  one  wlio,  strangely,  brightly  crownM, 

Seems  musing  in  the  blue  reflected  heaven 

As  it  streama  down  through  rocks  and  parted 

trees. 
Then  will  I  dream  that  on  the  enchanted  wave 
I  see  Elysium  pictured !     I  will  ask, 
Who  is  the  blessed  departed  one  ?— the  youth 
From  long-past  ages  with  hia  glorious  wreath  7 
Who  shall  reveal  his  name  7  —  who  apeak  hia 

worth  7 
Oh !  that  another  and  another  there 
Might  press,  with  him  to  hold  bright  communing! 
Might  I  but  aee  the  minstrels  and  the  chiefr 
Of  the  old  time  on  that  pure  fuuntain-aide 
For  evermore  inseparably  link'd 
As  they  were  link'd  in  hfe !    Not  steel  to  steel 
la  bound  more  cloaely  by  the  magnet's  power 
Than  the  same  striving  after  lofty  things 
Doth  bind  the  bard  and  warrior.     Homer's  life 
Waa  aelf.forgetfulneaa :  he  pour'd  it  forth, 
One  rich  libation  to  another'a  fame ; 
And  Alexander  through  th*  Elysian  grove 
To  seek  Achilles  and  his  poet  flies. 
Might  I  behold  their  meeting  !'* 

Cut  he  is  a  reed  shaken  with  the  wind.  An- 
conic'reachea  the  Court  of  Ferrara  at  thia  crisis, 
ill  all  the  importance  of  a  successful  negotiation 
witii  tne  Vatican.    He  strikes  down  the  wing  of 


the  poet'a  delioata  Imagiaation  with  the  •rrowa 
of  a  careless  irony ;  and  Taaao  ia  lor  a  time  eoa 
pletely  daiiled  and  overpowered  by  the  worldly 
acienoe  of  the  akillbl  diphnnatist  The  deeper 
wiadom  of  hia  own  aimplicity  is  yet  veiled  finam 
his  eyea.  Life  aeema  to  paaa  before  him,  as  por- 
trayed by  the  diaoourae  of  Anteoio,  like  a  migbtj 
triumphal  procesaion,  in  the  exulting  moveoaeats 
and  clarion  sounds  of  which  he  alone  has  no 
share ;  and,  at  hst,  the  forms  of  beauty  peopling 
his  own  spiritual  world,  seem  to  dissolve  into 
clouds,  even  into  faint  shadows  of  doads,  belbie 
tlie  strong  glare  of  the  external  world,  leaving  hia 
imaginatioo  as  a  desolate  boose,  whence  ligfal  and 
raoaio  have  deported.  He  thus  poon  forth,  when 
alone  with  the  Princess  Leonora,  the  impressionB 
produced  upon  him  by  Antonio's  descriptiona  >~ 

^'They  atin  disturb  my  heart — 
Stin  do  thev  crowd  my  soul  tumuHuoudy — 
7*he  troubhng  imagea  of  that  vast  world. 
Which — living,  rertless,  fearful  as  it  ia— 
Yet,  at  the  bidding  of  one  master-mind. 
E'en  aa  commanded  by  a  demi-god. 
Seems  to  fulfil  its  course.    With  eagerness, 
Yea,  with  a  atrange  delight,  mv  soul  drank  in 
The  strong  words  of  the  experienced ;  but,  alas  I 
Tho  more  I  listen'd,  still  the  more  I  sank 
In  mine  own  eyea ;  I  seem'd  to  die  awaj 
Aa  into  aome  faint  echo  of  the  rocks — 
A  shadowy  aound— a  nothing  !** 

There  ia  something  of  a  very  touching  beauty 
in  the  character  of  the  Princeaa  Leonora  d'Este. 
She  does  not,  indeed,  resemble  some  of  the  lovelj 
beings  delineated  by  Shakapeare  —  the  femakaig 
**  graceful  without  design,  and  unfbrcaoeing,'*  ia 
whom,  even  under  the  pressure  of  heaviest  ca- 
lamity, it  is  easy  to  discern  the  existence  of  the 
sunny  and  gladaome  natura  which  would  spring 
up  with  fawn-like  buoyancy,  were  but  the  crush- 
ing weight  withdrawn.  The  apirit  of  Leonora 
haa  been  at  once  elevated  and  subdued  bv  early 
trial :  high  thoughts,  like  messengera  from  heaven, 
have  be^  its  visiunts  in  the  aolitodc  of  the  sick- 
chamber  ;  and  looking  upon  life  and  creation,  aa 
it  were,  through  the  aoftening  veil  of  remembered 
suffering,  it  has  settled  into  such  majestic  lovdi- 
ncss  as  the  Italian  painters  delight  to  shadow  forth 
on  the  calm  brow  of  their  Aiadonna.  Its  very 
tenderness  is  self-resignation ;  its  inner  existence 
serene  yet  sad — "a  being  breathing  thoughtful 
breath."  She  is  worshipped  by  the  poet  aa  bis 
tutelary  angel,  and  her  secret  affection  for  hira 
might  almost  become  that  character.  It  haa  all 
tiie  deep  devotcdness  of  a  woraan'a  heart,  with 
the  still  purity  of  a  seraphic  guardian,  taking  no 
part  in  the  passionate  dreams  of  earthly  happiness. 
<She  feels  his  genius  with  a  reverential  appreci- 
ation ;  she  watches  over  it  with  a  relij^ious  ten 
derness,  for  ever  interposing  to  screen  its  unfold- 
ing powers  from  every  ruder  breath.  She  rcjoioaa 
in  his  presence  as  a  flower  filling  its  cup  with 
i^ladnesa  from  the  morning  light;  yet,  preterriag 
Alt   wellbeing  to  all  earthly  things,  abc  wonU 
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naekly  offer  ap,  Ibr  tiie  kaowMge  of  his  diiUnt 
hippinets,  even  the  fulneee  of  tliit  only  end  un- 
nttereUe  joy.  A  <)eep  feeling  of  woman*!  lot  on 
etrth  — the  lo*  of  endoranoe  and  of  eacrifioe — 
■eema  ever  preaent  to  her  aool»  and  apeaka  cha- 
ractcriatically  in  tiieae  linea,  with  which  abe  re. 
plica  to  a  wiah  of  Taaao*8  for  the  letnm  of  the 
golden  age  :— 

**  When  earth  haa  men  to  reverence  female  hearU, 
To  know  the  treaanre  of  rich  truth  and  love. 
Set  deep  within  a  high-aoolM  woman*a  hreaat; 
When  the  remembrance  of  oar  aommer  prime 
Keepa  brightly  in  man'a  heart  a  holy  plaee ; 
When  the  keen  gknoe  that  piercea  through  ao 

much 
Looka  aJao  tenderly  through  that  dim  veil 
By  time  or  aickneaa  hung  round  drooping  forma ; 
when  the  poaaeaaioo,  atUliog  every  wiah, 
Drawa  not  deaire  away  to  oUier  wealth— 
A  brighter  dayapring  then  lor  «•  may  dawn, 
Then  may  tee  aoleinnizs  our  golden  age.*' 

A  character  thue  meditative,  affectionate,  and 
«cl^aecluding,  would  naturally  be  peculiarly  aen- 
aitive  to  the  aecret  inttmationa  of  coming  lorrow : 
forebodinga  of  evil  ariae  in  her  mind  from  the 
antipath  V  ao  apparent  between  Taaio  and  Anto- 
nio ;  and,  after  learning  that  the  cold  keen  irony 
of  the  latter  haa  irritated  the  poet  almoat  to  frenxy, 
abe  thua,  to  her  friend  Leonora  de  Sanvitale,  re- 
proachea  heraelf  for  not  having  liatened  to  the 
monitory  whiapera  of  her  aoul  ;-* 

**  Alaa !  that  we  ao  ilowly  learn  to  heed 
The  wcret  aigna  and  omena  of  the  breaat! 
An  oracle  apmka  low  within  our  hearta, 
Low,  atill,  yet  clear,  ita  prophet  voice  forewama 
What  to  pursue,  what  ahun. 


Tea,  my  whole  aoul  miagave  me  ailcntly 
When  he  and  Taaao  met" 

She  admita  to  her  friend  the  neocaaity  for  his 
departure  from  Ferrare;  but  thua  reverta,  with 
fondly  clinging  remembrance,  to  the  time  when 
fae  firet  became  known  to  her  :— 

''Oh !  mark'd  and  aingled  waa  the  hour  when  firat 
He  met  mine  eye ! — Sickneaa  and  grief  juat  then 
Had  paaa'd  away ;  from  long,  long  aufiering  freed, 
I  lifted  up  my  brow,  and  ailently 
Gazed  upon  Ufe  again^ — ^The  aunny  day. 
The  tweet  lookaiof  my  kindred,  made  a  light 
Of  gladnesa  round  roe,  and  my  freahen*d  heart 
Drank  the  rich  healing  balm  of  hope  once  more. 
Then  onward,  through  the  glowing  world  I  dared 
To  aeod  my  glance,  and  many  a  kind  bright  shape 
There  beckon'd  from  afiir.    Then  first  the  youth. 
Led  by  a  aiator'a  hand,  before  me  stood. 
And  my  aoul  clung  to  him  e*en  then,  O  friend ! 
To  cling  for  evermore. 

Leo.  Lament  it  not. 

My  princess! — to  have  known  heaven'a  gifted 


la  to  have  gather'd  into  the  full  aoul 
Inalienablo  wealth ! 

Prin.  Oh !  prc^toua  things-^ 

The  richly  graced,  the  exquisite,  are  thinga 
To  fear,  to  love  with  trembling !— ^beautiful      ^ 
Is  the  pure  flame  when  on  thy  hearth  it  shines, 
When  m  the  friendly  toreh  it  gives  thee  light. 
How  gracioua  and  how  calm !  —  but,  once  un. 

chainM, 
Lo !  ruin  aweeps  along  ita  fatal  path  f* 

She  then  announces  her  determination  to  make 
the  sacrifioe  of  his  lociety,  in  which  alone  her 
being  aeems  to  find  ita  full  completion. 

**  Alaa !  dear  friend,  my  aoul  indeed  ia  fiz*d— * 
Let  him  depart ! — ^yet  cannot  I  but  feel 
Even  now  the  aadneaa  of  long  dayn  to  come ; 
The  cold  void  left  me  by  a  bat  delight ! 
No  more  ahall  aunrise  from  my  opening  eye 
Chaae  his  bright  image  glorified  in  dreams ; 
Glad  hope  to  see  him  shall  no  longer  stir 
With  joyous  flutterings  my  scarcc-waken'd  aoul 
And  vainly,  vainly,  through  yon  garden  bowera, 
Amidst  the  dewy  shadows,  my  first  look 
Shall  seek  his  form !  How  blissful  waa  the  thought 
With  him  to  share  each  golden  evening's  peace ! 
How  grew  tiie  longing,  Inxir  by  hour,  to  read 
His  spirit  yet  more  deeply !     Day  by  day 
How  my  own  being,  tuned  to  happineas. 
Gave  forth  a  voice  of  finer  harmony  1-^- 
Now  ia  the  twilight  gloom  around  me  fiillon: 
The  festal  day,  the  sun's  magnificence. 
All  riches  of  this  many-colour'd  world. 
What  are  they  now  7---dim,  soulless,  desolate ! 
Veil'd  in  the  cloud  that  ainka  upon  my  heart- 
Once  was  each  day  a  life !— each  care  waa  mute, 
Even  the  low  boding  huah'd  within  the  soul. 
And  the  smooth  watera  of  a  gliding  atream, 
Without  the  rudder's  aid,  bore  lightly  on 
Our  fairy  bark  of  joy !'» 

Her  companion  endeavours,  but  in  vain,  to  omu 
sole  her. 

Leon.  If  the  kind  words  of  friendship  cannot 
soothe. 
The  still  sweet  influences  of  this  fair  world 
Shall  win  thee  back  unconsciously  to  peace. 

Prin,  Yea,  beautiful  it  is !  the  glowing  world ! 
So  many  a  joy  keopa  flitting  to  and  froi 
In  all  iu  paths,  and  ever,  ever  seems 
One  step,  hui  one — removed— till  our  fond  thirst 
For  the  still  fading  fountain,  atep  by  step, 
Lures  to  the  grave !— so  seldom  do  wo  fuid 
What  seem'd  by  Nature  moulded  for  our  love. 
And  for  our  bliss  endow'd — or,  if  we  find. 
So  seldom  to  our  yearning-  hearta  can  hold  I 
That  which  once  freely  made  itself  our  own 
Bursts  from  us ! — that  which  eagerly  we  preaa'd 
We  coldly  loose !    A  treasure  may  be  ours. 
Only  we  know  it  not,  or  know,  perchance. 
Unconscious  of  ita  worth !" 

But  the  dark  clouds  are  gothering  within  xtm 
spirit  of  Tasso  itaelf;  and  the  devotedneas  of  afl«» 
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lioo  would  it  fain  a?eil  their  lightnings  by  the 
Mcrifioe  of  all  its  own  pure  enjoyments.  In  the 
■olitary  confinement  to  which  the  Duke  has  sen- 
tenced biiA,  as  a  punishment  for  hu  duel  with 
Antonio,  bis  jealous  imagination,  like  that  of  the 
self-torturing  Rousseau,  pictures  the  whole  worM 
as  arrayed  in  one  conspiracy  against  him,  and  be 
doubts  even  of  ker  troth  and  ^ntleness  whose 
watching  thoughts  are  all  for  bis  welfare*  The 
following  passages  affectingly  mark  the  progress 
of  the  dark  despondency  wmch  finally  overwlMlms 
him,  though  the  concluding  lines  of  the  last  are 
brightened  by  a  ray  of  those  immortal  hopes,  the 
light  of  which  we  could  have  desired  to  recognise 
more  firequently  in  this  deeply  thoughtful  work  :-^ 

paESKNTmnrr  or  bis  euin. 

*  Alas !  too  well  I  feel,  too  tme  a  voice 
Within  me  wkispen,  that  the  Mighty  Power 
Which,  on  sustaining  wings  of  strength  and  joy. 
Bears  up  the  hcahliful  spirit,  will  but  cast 
Mine  to  the  earth— will  rend  mo  utterly  >— 
I  must  away  !*' 

ON  A  niIINO*S  DCCLAMNO  HUSKLr  UNABLB  TO 
EIOQQNISB  BIN. 

**  Rightly  thoo  ppeak*st'^I  am  mjrself  no  more ; 
And  yet  in  worth  not  less  than  I  have  been. 
Seems  this  a  dark,  strange  riddle  7  Yet,  *tis  none! 
The  gentle  moon  thst  gladdens  thee  by  night. 
Thine  eye,  thy  spirit  irresistibly 
Winning  with  besms  of  love — mark !  how  it  floats 
Through  the  day's  glare,  a  pale  and  powerless 

cloud ! 
I  am  o*ercome  by  the  ibil  blaze  of  noon ; 
Ye  know  me,  and  I  know  myself  no  more  !** 

ON  BSmO  AOVISKD  TO  BIPK4IN  PEOII  OOMPOtmoif. 

**  Vainly,  too  vainly,  'gainst  tbo  power  I  strive. 
Which,  night  and  day,  comes  rushing  through 

my  poul ! 
Without  that  pouring  forth  of  thought  and  song 
My  life  is  life  no  more ! 
Wilt  thou  fcirbid  the  silkworm  to  spin  on. 
When  hourly,  with  the  labourM  line,  ho  draws 
Koarer  to  death  7 — in  vain ! — the  costly  web 
Must  from  his  inmost  being  still  be  wrought. 
Till  ho  lies  wrappM  in  bis  consummate  shroud. 
Oh !  that  a  gracious  God  to  us  may  give 
The  lot  of  that  bicss'd  worm! — to  spread  five 

wings 
And  burst  ezultingly  on  brighter  lifet 
In  a  new  realm  of  sunshine!'* 

He  is  at  last  leleased,  and  admitted  into  the 

Eesonce  of  the  Princess  Leonora,  to  take  his 
Vfe  of  her  before  commencing  a  distant  journey. 
Notwithstanding  his  previous  doubts  of  her  inter- 
est in  him,  ho  is  overcome  by  the  pitying  tender. 
ues»  of  her  manner,  and  breaks  into  a  strain  of 
passionate  gratitude  and  entiiusiasm  ;— 

**  Tliou  hrt  the  same  pure  anj^I,  as  when  first 
riiy  nidiiinu;  cross'd  my  path.    Forgive,  fi>rgive, 
U  fiir  a  moment,  in  h^  blind  despair 


The  mortal's  troaUed  gbaoo  hOh  mm/d 

wrong! 
Ones  moM  bo  knows  thoe!    Hit  ezpandiiifl^ 
Flows  forth  lo  worabtp  thoe  lor  eirermon* 
And  bis  &11  boul  dissolves  in  tendarMss  s 


Is  it  false  light  which  draws  me  on  to  thea  7 
Is  it  delirium  7 — Is  it  thought  inspired. 
And  grasping  first  high  truth  divinely  dear  T 
Yes !  'tis  even  so— 4he  feeling  which  akne 
Can  make  me  bless'd  on  earth  !** 


The  wUdneso  of  bis  OQstHy  at  last  terrtfien  hin 
gentle  proteotiess  from  bim;  ho  is  fimakaa  hf 
all  as  a  being  lost  in  hopeless  delusion,  and  betng' 
left  alone  lo  tho  insdltiBg  pity  of  Anionao,  bin 
strangth  of  bsart  is  utterly  subdued ;  be  pnanoo- 
ately  bewaib  his  weaknesa,  and  even  caste  down 
his  spirit  almost  in  wondering  admirmtion  belbvw 
the  calm  selCooUeslsdneBB  of  his  eneniy,  who 
himself  seems  at  last  ahDoot  melted  by  tbn  ex- 
tremity of  the  poet's  desdlation,  as  thus  poored 
Ibtth:^ 

**  Csn  I  then  image  no  higb-bearted  man 
Whose  pangs  ami  oonflicta  have  sorpnosM  mlan 

own. 
That  my  vez'd  soul  might  win  sustaining  piiwer 
Flora  thoughts  of  iktm?— I  cannot!— all  is  lost! 
One  thing  alone  remains— one  moumfnl  boon- 
Nature  on  us,  her  sufibring  children,  sbowera 
The  gift  of  tears-^tbe  impassiou'd  cry  oC  gnt^ 
When  man  can  bear  no  more ; — and  with  my  woe^ 
With  mine  above  aU  others,  hath  been  link*d 
Sad  music,  piercing  ekiquence,  to  pour 
AU,  all  its  Ailness  forth !    TomeaGod 
Hath  given  strong  utterance  fi>r  mine  agony. 
When  others,  in  their  deep  despair,  are  mat*! 


Thou  sUndcst  calm  and  stiU,  thou  noUn  nan! 
I  seem  before  thee  as  the  troubled  wave : 
But  oh !  be  thoughtful !— in  thy  lofty  strength 
Exult  thou  not !    By  nature's  might  alike 
That  rock  was  fix'd,  that  quivering  wave  waa 

made 
The  sensitive  of  sinrm  f    She  sends  Iwr  Masls^** 
The  living  water  flies — it  quakes  and  swells. 
And  bows  down  tremblingly  with  breaking  feam; 
Yet  once  that  mirror  gave  the  bright  sun  back 
In  calm  transparence — once  the  gentle  stars 
Lay  still  upon  its  undulating  breast ! 
Now  the  sweet  peaee  is  gone— the  gk>ry  now 
Departed  from  the  wave !    I  know  myself 
No  more  in  these  dark  perils,  and  no  more 
I  blush  to  lose  that  knowledge.    From  the  bark 
Is  wrench'd  the  mdder,  end  through  all  its  frame 
The  quivering  vessel  groans.    Beneath  mv  feet 
The  rocking  earth  gives  wsy— to  thee  I  cKng— 
I  graup  thee  with  mine  arms.    In  wild  dsspair 
So  doth  tlie  strugeling  sailor  clasp  the  rook 
Whereon  he  periues !" 

And  thus  painfully  ends  this  celebrated  drams, 
the  catastrophe  being  that  of  the  spiritual  wreck 
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within,  unmingled  with  the  torrora  drawn  ftom 
outward  circumstancea  and  ehangfe.  The  majae- 
tic  lines  in  which  Byron  has  embodied  the  thoughts 
of  the  captive  Tasscs  will  form  a  fine  oontnist 
and  relief  to  the  music  of  despair  with  which 
6oethe*s  work  is  closed  ;^- 

^  All  this  hath  somewhat  worn  me,  and  may  wear, 

But  must  be  borne.    I  stoop notto despsir, 

For  I  have  battled  with  mine  agony, 

And  made  roe  wings  wherewith  to  overfly 

The  narrow  circus  of  my  daneeon  wall ; 

And  freed  the  holy  sepulchre  worn  thrall ; 

And  reveU*d  amon^  men  and  things  divine, 

And  pour*d  my  spirit  over  Palestine, 

In  honour  of  the  sacred  war  for  Him, 

The  God  who  was  on  earth  and  is  m  heaven ; 

For  He  hath  strengthenM  me  in  heart  and  limb. 

That  through  this  sufienuice  I  might  be  forgiven, 

I  have  emjSoyM  my  penance  to  record 

How  Salem*s  shrine  was  won,  and  how  adored.** 


ENGLAND  AND  SPAIN;* 

OE, 

VALOUR  AND  PATRIOTISM. 


— ~'*  His  iword  the  bravB  man  6ntn, 
And  Mkf  DO  omen  bat  kii  eountry*!  eaoM.*'— Pope. 


Too  long  have  Tyranny  and  Power  combined. 
To  sway,  with  iron  soeptre,  o*er  mankind ; 
Long  has  Oppression  warn  th*  imperial  robe, 
And  Rapine's  sword  has  wasted  half  the  globe ! 
0*er  Europe's  cultured  realms,  and  dimes  afar, ' 
Triumphant  Gaul  has  jx>urM  the  tide  of  war : 
To  her  &ir  Austria  veil'd  the  atandard  bright ; 
Ausonia's  lovely  plains  have  own*d  her  might; 
While  Pruaaia's  eagle,  never  taurht  to  yiekl. 
Forsook  her  tow*ring  height  on  Jena's  field ! 

Oh !  gallant  Frederic!  could  thy  parted  shade 
Have  aeen  thy  countrjr  vanquished  and  betray'd ; 
How  had  thy  soul  indi^;nant  moumM  her  shame, 
Her  sullied  trophies,  and  her  tamish'd  fame  I 
When  Valour  wept  lamented  Beurswick's  doom. 
And  nursed  with  tears  the  laurels  on  his  tomb; 
When  Prussia,  drooping  o'er  her  hero's  grave. 
Invoked  his  spirit  to  dmcend  and  save ; 
Then  set  her  |r]orie»— then  expired  her  son. 
And  fraud  achieved  e'en  more  than  conquest  won ! 

O'er  peaceful  realms,  that  smiled  with  plenty 

Has  desolation  spread  her  ample  sway ; 
Thy  Uast,  oh  Ruin!  on  tremendous  wings. 
Has  proudly  swept  o'er  empires,  nations,  kings! 
Thus  the  wild  hurricane's  impetuoos  force, 
With  darjL  destruction  marks  its  whehning  course, 


«  WiiltM  at  tbt  af«  of 


Despoils  the  woodland's  pomp,  the  blooming 

plain. 
Death  on  its  pinion,  vengeance  in  its  train ! 

Rise,  Fireedom,  rise!  and,  breaking  from  thy 
tranee. 
Wave  the  dread  banner,  seise  the  glitCring  lance! 
With  arm  of  might  assert  thy  sacred  cause. 
And  call  thy  champions  to  defend  thy  laws ! 
How  long  shall  tyrant  power  her  throne  maintain? 
How  long  shall  despots  and  usurpers  reign  7 
Is  honour's  lofly  soul  for  ever  fled  ? 
Is  virtue  lost  7  is  martial  ardour  dead  ? 
Is  there  no  heart  where  worth  and  vtAoor  dwell, 
No  patriot  Wallace,  no  undaunted  Tell  7 
Yes,  Freedom,  yes !  thy  sons,  a  noble  band. 
Around  thy  banner,  firm,  exulting  stand ; 
Once  more,  't  is  thine,  inrincible,  to  wield 
The  beamy  spear  and  adamantine  shield ! 
Agiin  thy  cheek  with  proud  resentment  glows. 
Again  thy  lion>glanoe  appals  thy  foes ; 
Thy  kindling  eye-beam  darts  unconquer'd  fires. 
Thy  look  sublime  the  warrior's  heart  inspires ; 
And,  while  to  guard  thy  standard  and  thy  right, 
Castiliana  rush,  intrepid,  to  the  fight, 
Lo !  Britain's  gen'rous  host  their  aid  supply, 
Resolved  for  thee  to  triumph  or  to  die ! 
And  Glory  smiles  to  see  Iberia's  name 
EnroU'd  with  Albion's  in  the  book  of  fiime ! 

Illustrious  Nnames !  still,  stiD  united  beam, 
Bo  still  the  hero's  boast,  the  poet's  theme : 
So,  when  two  radiant  gems  together  shine. 
And  in  one  wreath  their  lucid  light  combine ; 
E2ach,  as  it  sparkles  with  transcendent  rays. 
Adds  to  the  lustre  ^f  its  kindred  blaze. 

Descend,  oh  Genius !  from  thy  orb  descend ! 
Thy  glowing  thought,  thy  kindling  spirit  lend ! 
As  Memnon's  harp  (so  ancient  fkbles  say) 
With  sweet  vibration  meets  the  morning  ray. 
So  let  the  chords  thy  heavenly  presence  own. 
And  swell  a  louder  note,  a  nobler  tone; 
Call  from  the  sun,  her  burning  throne  on  high, 
The  seraph  Ecstasy,  with  lightning  eve ; 
Steal  fh>m  the  source  of  day  empyreoJ  fire. 
And  breathe  the  soul  of  rapture  o'er  the  lyre ! 

Hail,  Albion !  bail,  thou  land  of  fireedom's  birth  ( 
Pride  of  the  main,  and  Phcenix  of  the  earth  ! 
Thoa  seeond  Rome,  where  mercy,  justice,  dwell. 
Whose  sons  in  wisdom  as  in  arms  excel ! 
Tbi^e  are  the  daniitless  bonds,  Kke  Spartans  bravt, 
Bold  in  the  field,  triumphant  on  the  warn ; 
In  classic  elegance,  and  arts  divine, 
To  rival  Athens'  fidreet  palm  is  thine; 
For  taste  and  fan^  from  Hraettna  fly. 
And  richer  bloom  beneath  thy  varying  skv, 
Where  Science  mounts  in  radiant  car  soblime, 
To  other  w<Nrlds  beyond  the  sphere  of  time ! 
Hail,  Albion,  hail!  to  thee  has  &te  denied 
Peruvian  mines  and  rich  Hindostan's  pride , 
The  gems  that  Ormux  and  Goloonda  boost, 
And  all  the  wealth  of  Montezuma's  coast : 
For  thee  no  Parian  marbles  brightl>  shine  * 
No  flowing  sons  mature  the  bl>««hing  vine . 
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No  light  Arabian  gales  their  wings  expand. 
To  wafl  Sabsan  incense  o*er  the  land ; 
No  gracefol  cedars  crown  th^  lofty  biUa, 
No  trickling  myrrh  for  thee  its  balm  disUls; 
Not  fram  thy  trees  the  Incid  amber  flows, 
And  far  from  thee  the  scented  cassia  blows : 
Yet  learicss  Commerce,  pillar  of  thy  throne. 
Makes  all  the  wealth  of  foreip  climes  thy  own ; 
From  Lap^nd*s  shore  to  Afnc*s  fervid  reign. 
She  bids  thy  ensigns  float  abo?o  the  main ; 
Unfurls  her  streamers  to  the  fa^'ring  gale. 
And  shows  to  other  worlds  her  daring  sail : 
Then  wafts  their  gold,  their  varied  stores  to  thse, 
Queen  of  the  trident!  empress  of  theses! 

For  this  thy  noble  sons  have  spread  alarms, 
And  bade  the  xones  resound  with  Britain's  arms ! 
Calpd*8  proud  rock,  and  Syria's  palmy  shore, 
Have  beard  and  trembled  at  their  battle's  roar ; 
The  sacred  waves  of  fertilizing  Nile 
Have  seen  the  triumphs  of  the  conquering  isle ; 
For  thi^  for  thi*,  the  Samiel-blast  of  war 
Has  roird  o*er  Vincent's  cape  and  Tra&lgar! 
Victorious  Rodnkt  spread  thy  thunder's  sound. 
And  Nblson  fell,  with  feme  immortal  crown'd ; 
Blest  if  their  perils  and  their  blood  ooold  g^ain. 
To  grace  thy  nand — the  sceptre  of  the  main ! 
The  milder  emblems  of  the  virtue's  calm, 
Tlie  poet's  verdant  bav,  the  sage's  palm ; 
These  in  thy  laurel's  blooming  foliage  twine. 
And  round  thy  brows  a  deathless  wreath  combine: 
Not  Mincio's  banks,  nor  Meles'  classic  tide. 
Are  hallow'd  more  than  Avon's  haunted  side ; 
Nor  is  thy  Thames  a  less  inspiring  theme. 
Than  pure  Ilissus,  or  than  Tiber's  stream. 

Bright  in  the  annals  of  th*  impartial  page, 
Britannia's  heroes  live  from  age  to  age ! 
From  ancient  days,  when  dwelt  her  savage  rtoe, 
Hor  painted  natives,  foremast  in  the  chase, 
Free  from  all  cares  for  luxury  or  gain. 
Lords  of  the  wood  and  monarchs  of  tlie  plain ; 
To  these  Augustan  days,  when  social  arts 
Refine  and  meliorate  her  manly  hearts ; 
From  doubtful  Arthur,  hero  of  romance. 
King  of  the  circled  board,  the  spear,  the  lance; 
To  those  whoso  recent  trophies  grace  her  shield, 
't*he  gallant  victors  of  Vimiera's  field; 
Still  have  her  warriors  borne  th'  unfading  crown. 
And  made  the  British  flag  the  ensign  of  renown. 

Spirit  of  Alfeid  !  patriot  soul  suMime ! 
Tliou  mormng.«tar  of  error's  darkest  time  1 
Prince  of  the  lion-heart !  whose  arm  in  fight, 
On  Syria's  plains  repell'd  Saladin's  might! 
R'lWASD  !  for  bright  heroic  deeda  revered. 
By  Cressy's  feme  to  Britain  still  endear'd  I 
Triumphant  Hcnrv  !  thou,  whose  valour  proud. 
The  lofty  plume  of  crested  C^llia  bow'd  I 
I.OOR  down,  look  down,  exalted  shades !  and  view 
Your  Albion  still  to  fl«edom'a  banner  true ! 
Behold  tho  land,  ennobled  by  your  feme. 
Supreme  in  glory,  and  of  spotless  name ; 
And,  as  the  pyramid  indignant  rears 
lis  an  hil  bead,  and  mor ks  the  waste  of  years ; 


See  her  seoore  in  pride  of  virtue  tower, 
While  prostrate  nations  kiss  the  rod  or  fxwer  I 

Lo !  where  her  pennons,  waving  hi/h  r^pir^ 
Bold  victory  hovers  near,  ••  with  eyes  of  Sto  :" 
While  Lusitania  hails,  with  just  app:i^iis% 
The  brave  defenders  of  her  injured  caone ; 
Bida  the  flbll  song,  the  note  of  triuilipb  riea. 
And  swells  th'  exulting  p»an  to  the  skies  f 

And  they,  who  bits  with  anruiah,  hard  to  tell. 
Breathed  to  their  oherish'd  r^lms  asad  fevewcU! 
Who,  as  the  vessel  bore  them  o'er  the  tide. 
Still  fondly  linger'd  on  its  deck,  and  aigh'd ; 
Gased  on  the  shore,  UU  tears  obscured  their  aigM, 
And  the  blue  distance  melted  into  light; 
Tlie  Royal  eiiles,  forced  by  Gallia's  hate 
To  fly  for  refe^e  in  a  foreign  stats : 
They,  soon  returning  o'er  the  wsstem  maio. 
Ere  long  may  view  their  clime  beloved  again ; 
And,  as  the  bksing  piUar  led  the  host 
Of  feithful  Israel,  o'er  tho  desert  coast 
So  may  Britannia  guide  the  noble  band. 
O'er  the  wild  ocean,  to  their  native  Und. 
Oh,  glorious  isle !— oh,  sov'reign  of  the  wairee . 
Thine  are  tho  sons  who  •'never  will  be  skTee.*" 
See  them  once  more,  with  ardent  hearts  advnnoe. 
And  rend  the  laureb  of  insulting  France ; 
To  brave  Castile  their  potent  aid  supply. 
And  wave,  O  Freedom !  wave  thy  sword  on  higL ! 

Is  there  no  bard  of  heavenly  power  possess'<* 
To  thrill,  to  rouse,  to  animate  the  breast? 
Like  Shakspeare  o'er  the  secret  mind  to  sway. 
And  call  each  wayward  passion  to  obey  7 
Is  there  no  bard,  imbued  with  hallow'd  fire. 
To  wake  the  chords  of  Ossian's  magic  lyre  ; 
Whose  numbers,  breathing  all  his  flame  divine, 
l*he  patriot's  name  ttf  ages  mij^ht  consign  1 
Rise !  Inspiration  !  rise,  be  this  thy  theme. 
And  mount,  like  Uriel,  on  (he  golden  beam  ! 

Oh,  could  my  muse  on  seraph  pinion  spring, 
And  sweep  with  rapture's  hand  the  trembling 

string! 
Could  she  the  bosom  energies  control. 
And  pour  impassion'd  fervour  o'er  tho  soul ! 
Oh,  couM  she  strike  the  harp  to  Milton  given. 
Brought  by  a  cherub  from  th'  empyrean  heaven! 
Ah,  fruitless  wish  !  ah,  prayer  preferr'd  in  vain. 
For  her— the  humblest  of  the  woodland  train ; 
Yet  shall  her  feeble  VMce  essay  to  rsise 
The  hymn  of  liberty,  the  song  of  praise ! 

Iberian  bands!  whose  noble  ardour  glows 
To  pour  confusion  on  oppressive  foes ; 
Intrepid  spirits,  hail !  t  is  yours  to  feel 
Tlie  hero's  fire,  the  freeman's  godlike  xcal ! 
Not  to  secure  dominion's  boundless  reign. 
Ye  wave  the  flag  of  conquest  o'er  the  sbin; 
No  cruel  rapine  leads  you  to  the  wsr. 
Nor  mad  ambition,  whiri'd  in  crimson  oar. 
No,  brave  Castilians!  yours  a  nobler  end. 
Your  land,  your  laws,  your  monarch  to  defend  ! 
For  these,  for  tliese,  your  valiant  legions  rear 
The  floating  standard,  and  the  bfty  spear ! 
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Tho  fearleM  lover  wialds  Uie  eooqaering  tword. 
Fired  by  the  imaffo  of  tho  maid  adored  \ 
His  bc«i  beloved.  Ilia  fondest  ties*  to  aid, 
The  father's  hand  unsheaths  the  glittVing  blade ! 
For  each,  for  all,  for  ev'rv  sacred  right, 
The  daring  patriot  mingles  in  the  ^ht  i 
And  e*en  if  love  or  friendship  &il  to  warm. 
His  coantry*s  name  alone  caa  nerve  his  damxtleas 
arm! 

He  bleeds!  he  Ms!  his  death-bed  is  the  iield ! 
His  dirge  the  trumpet,  and  his  bier  the  shield ! 
His  closing  eyes  the  beam  of  valour  speak. 
The  flush  of  ardour  Imgers  on  bis  cheek ; 
Serene  he  lifts  to  heaven  those  closing  eyes. 
Then  for  his  country  breathes  a  prayer— and  dies! 
Oh !  ever  hallowed  be  his  verdant  grave. 
There  let  the  laurel  spread,  the  cypress  wave ! 
Thou,  lovely  Spring !  bestow,  to  grace  his  tomb, 
Thy  sweetest  mgrance,  and  thy  earliest  bloom ; 
There  lei  the  tears  of  heaven  descend  in  balm, 
There  let  the  poet  consecrate  his  palm ! 
Let  honour,  pity,  bless  the  holy  ground. 
And  shades  of  sainted  heroes  watch  around ! 
*T  was  thus,  while  Glory  rung  his  thrilling  knell, 
Th;^  chief,  oh  Thebes !  at  Mantinea  fell ; 
Smiled  undismay*d  within  the  arms  of  death. 
While  Victory,  weeping  nigh,  received  his  breath ! 

Oh !  thou,  the  sovereign  of  the  noble  soul, 
Thou  source  of  energies  beyond  control ! 
Queen  of  the  lofty  thought,  the  generous  deed, 
Whose  sons  unconquer*!!  fight,  undaunted  bleed, — 
Inspuing  Liberty !  thy  worshipp*d  name 
The  warm  enthusiast  kindles  to  a  flame ; 
Thy  charms  inspire  him  to  achievements  high, 
Thy  look  of  heaven,  thy  voice  of  harmony ; 
More  blest,  with  thee  to  tread  perennial  snows. 
Where  ne'er  a  flower  expands,  a  zephyr  blows ; 
Where  Winter,  binding  nature  in  his  chain, 
In  frost-work  palace  holds  perpetual  reign ; 
Than,  flir  from  thee,  with  frolic  step  to  rove 
The  green  savannas  and  the  spicy  grove ; 
Scent  the  rich  balm  of  India's  perfumed  gales. 
In  citron-woods  and  aromatic  vales : 
For,  oh !  ftir  Liberty,  when  thou  art  near, 
Elysium  blossoms  in  the  desert  drear ! 

Where'er  thy  smile  its  magic  power  bestows. 
There  arts  and  taste  expand,  there  fancy  glows; 
The  sacred  Ivre  its  wild  enchantment  gives, 
And  everv  chord  to  swelling  transport  lives ; 
There  ardent  Genius  bids  tho  pencil  trace 
The  soul  of  beauty,  and  the  lines  of  grace ; 
With  bold.  Promethean  hand,  the  canvas  warms, 
And  calls  from  stone  expression's  breathing  forms. 
Thus,  where  the  fruitful  Nile  o'erflows  its  bound. 
Its  genial  waves  difitise  abundance  round, 
Bid  Ceres  laugh  o'er  waste  and  sterile  sands, 
And  rich  promsion  dotlie  deserted  lands. 

Immortal  Freedom  !  daughter  of  the  skies ! 
To  thee  shall  Britain's  graceful  incense  rise. 
Ne'er,  goddess !  ne'er  forsake  thy  fiiv'rite  isle. 
Still  ^  thy  Albion  brighten'd  with  thy  smile ! 


Long  had  thv  spirit  slept  in  dead  repose, 
Whfie  proudly  triumph'd  thine  insulting  fbet « 
Yet,  tliough  a  cloud  may  veil  Apollo's  light. 
Soon,  with  celestial  beam,  lie  breaks  to  sight . 
Once  more  we  see  thy  kindling  soul  return, 
Thy  vestal-flame  with  added  radiance  burn ; 
Lo!  in  Iberian  hearts  thine  aidour  lives, 
Lo !  in  Iberian  hearts  thy  spark  revives  I 

Proceed,  proceed,  ye  firm  undaunted  band ! 
Still  sure  to  conquer,  if  combined  ye  stand : 
Though  myriads  flashing  in  the  eye  of  day, 
Streani'd  o er  the  smiling  land. in  long  array ; 
Though  tyrant  Asia  pour'd  unnuniber'd  foes, 
Triumphsnt  still  the  arm  of  Greece  arose : 
For  ev'ry  state  in  sacred  union  stood, 
Strong  to  repel  invasion's  whelming  flood ; 
Each  heart  was  glowing  in  the  gen'rol  cause, 
Each  hand  prepared  to  guard  their  hallow'd  Uwa 
Athenian  valour  join'd  Laconia's  might, 
And  but  contended  to  be  first  in  fight ; 
From  rank  to  rank  the  warm  contagion  ran. 
And  Hope  and  Freedom  led  the  flaming  van  : 
Then  Persia's  monarch  moum'd  his  glories  k)st» 
As  wild  confusion  wing'd  his  flying  host; 
Then  Attic  bards  the  hymn  of  victory  sung. 
The  Grecian  harp  to  notes  exulting  rung ! 
Then  Sculpture  bade  the  Parian  stone  record 
Tlie  high  achievements  of  the  conquering  sword. 
Thus,  brave  Castilians  I  thus,  may  bright  renown 
And  fair  success  your  valiant  efforts  crown ! 

Grenios  of  chivalry !  whose  earlv  days 
Tradition  still  recounts  in  artless  fays ; 
Whose  faded  splendours  fi^ncy  oft  recalls. 
The  floating  banners,  and  the  lofty  halls ; 
The  (pliant  feats  thy  festivals  display'd, 
The  tilt,  the  tournament,  the  long  crusade ; 
Whose  ancient  pride  Romance  delights  to  hail. 
In  fiibting  numbers,  or  heroic  talc  : 
Those  times  are  fled,  when  stem  thy  castles 

frown'd. 
Their    stately   towers    with    feudal    grandeur 

crown'd; 
Those  times  are  fled,  when  fkir  Iberia's  cKhm 
Beheld  thy  Gothic  reign,  thy  pomp  subHme ; 
And  all  thy  glories,  all  thy  deeds  of  yore. 
Live  but  in  legends  wild,  snd  poet's  lore. 
Lo !  where  thy  silent  harp  neglected  lies, 
Light  o'er  its  chords  the  morm'ring  zephyr  sight 
The  solemn  courts,  where  once  the  minstrel  sung. 
The  choral  voice  of  mirth  and  muvic  rung ; 
Now,  with  the  ivy  clad,  forsaken,  lone. 
Hear  but  the  breese  and  echo  to  its  moan : 
Thy  k>nely  towers  deserted  fail  away, 
Thy  broken  shield  is  monld'ring  in  decsy. 
Yet,  though  tliy  tranftient  pageantries  are  goM^ 
Like  fairy  visions,  bright,  yet  swiftly  flown ; 
Genius  of'  chivalry !  thy  noble  train, 
Thpr  firm,  exalted  virtues  yet  remain ! 
Fair  truth,  army'd  in  robes  of  spotless  white, 
Her  eye  a  sunbeam,  and  her  lone  of  ligiit ; 
Warm  emulation,  with  aspiring  aim. 
Still  darting  forward  to  the  wreath  of  fame , 
And  purest  love,  thst  waves  his  torch  divine. 
At  awful  honour's  consecrated  shrine ; 
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Ardour,  with  eagie-wing  and  fiery  ^knoe ; 
And  generoofl  ooora^  retting  on  Ue  lanoe; 
And  loyalty,  by  perils  luwubdoed ; 
Untainted  ^tn,  unshaken  ibrtitode ; 
And  patriot  energy,  with  heart  of  flain»— 
Theee,  in  Iberia's  sons  are  yet  the  same ! 
These  from  reoiotest  days  their  souls  have  fired, 
*  Nerved  ev'ry  arm,"  and  ev*ry  breast  inspired  ! 
When  Moorish  bands  their  suffering  land  possess'd 
And  fierce  oppression  rear*d  her  giant  crest ; 
The  wealthy  caliphs  on  Cordova's  throne. 
In  eastern  gems  and  purple  splendour  shone; 
Theirs  was  the  proud  magnifioenoe  that  vied 
With  stately  Bsgdat's  oriental  pride ; 
Theirs  were  tbe  ooorts  in  regal  ^omp  array'd. 
Where  arts  and  luxury  their  charms  display'd ; 
'T  was  thein  to  rear  the  Zehrar's  costly  towers. 
Its  fiiiry-palaoe  and  enchanted  bowers ; 
There  all  Arabian  fiction  e'er  could  tell, 
Of  potent  genii  or  of  wiiard  spoil ; 
All  that  a  poet's  dream  could  picture  bright. 
One  sweet  Elysium,  charm'd  the  wond'ring  eight! 
Too  fiur,  too  rich,  for  work  of  mortal  hand. 
It  seem'd  an  Eden  firom  Armida's  wand ! 

Yet  vain  their  pride,  their  wealth,  and  radiant 
sUte, 
When  freedom  waved  on  high  the  sword  of  fate ! 
When  brave  Ramiro  bade  the  despots  fear. 
Stem  retribution  fi'owning  on  his  spear ; 
And  fierce  Almanzor,  after  many  a  fight, 
0*erwhelm'd  with  shame,  confess'd  the  Chris- 
tian's  might 

-    In  kter  timee  the  gallant  Cid  arose, 
Burning  with  xeal  against  his  country's  foes ; 
His  victor-arm  Alphonso's  throne  maintain'd, 
His  laureate  brows  the  wreath  of  conqueet  gain'd; 
And  still  his  deeds  Castilian  bards  rehearse, 
Inspiring  theme  of  patriotic  verso ! 
High  in  the  temple  of  receding  fame, 
Ibwia  points  to  great  Gonsalvo'i  name ; 
Victorious  chief!  whose  valour  still  defied 
The  arms  of  GanI,  and  bow'd  her  crested  pride ; 
With  splendid  trophies  graced  his  eovSreign's 

throne. 
And  bade  Granada's  realms  his  prowess  own. 
Nor  were  his  deeds  thy  only  boast,  O  Spain ! 
In  mighty  PnDnfANo's  illostrious  reign ; 
'T  was  then  thy  glorious  Pilot  spread  the  sail, 
Unfurl'd  his  flag  before  the  eastern  galo ; 
Bold,  sanguine,  fearkiss,  ventured  to  explore 
Seas  unexplored,  and  worlds  unknown  before. 
Fair  science  guided  o'er  the  liquid  realm. 
Sweet  hope,  exalting,  steer'd  the  daring  helm ; 
While  on  the  mast,  with  ardour-flashing  eye. 
Courageous  enterprise  stili  hover'd  nigh : 
The  hoary  genius  of  th'  Atlantic  main, 
Saw  man  invade  his  wide  majestic  reign ; 
His  empire,  yet  by  mortal  unsubdued, 
The  throne,  the  world  of  awful  solitude ! 
And  e'en  when  shipwreck  seem'd  to  rear  bis  form. 
And  dark  destruction  menaced  in  the  storm ; 
In  ev'ry  shape,  when  giant-peril  rose, 
To  damit  his  spirit  and  his  course  oppose ; 


O'er  ev'ry  heart  when  terror  sway'd  aloa«» 
And  hope  forsook  each  bosom,  but  his  own  r 
Moved  by  no  dangers,  by  no  fean  repetl'd. 
His  glorious  track  the  gallant  sailor  held ; 
Attentive  still  to  mark  the  sea-birds  lave. 
Or  high  in  air  their  snowy  pinions  wave. 
Thus  princely  Jason,  launching  fi-om  the  siteep^ 
With   dauntkss  prow  exploreid  th*  untraToTd 

deep; 
Thus,  at  the  helm,  Ulysses'  watchful  sight, 
View'd  ev'ry  star  attd  planetary  light 
Sublime  CournBas !  when,  at  length,  deecried. 
The  long.soogfat  land  arose  above  the  tide. 
How  ev'ry  heart  with  exultation  glow'd. 
How  from  each  eye  the  tear  of  transport  flow*d ! 
Not  wilder  joy  the  sons  of  Israel  knew. 
When  Canaan's  fertile  plains  appear'd  in  view. 
Then  rose  the  choral  anthem  on  tlie  breeae. 
Then  martial  music  floated  o'er  tbe  seas; 
Their  waving  streamen  to  the  sun  display*d. 
In  all  the  prule  of  warlike  pomp  arrey'd  ; 
Advancing  nearer  still,  the  ardent  band 
Hail'd  the  ghui  shore,  and  bless'd  the  etru^nsr 

knd; 
Admired  its  palmy  groves  and  prospects  fair. 
With  rapture  breathed  its  pure  ambrosial  air: 
Then  crowded  round  its  free  and  sim|^  raoe^ 
Amazement  pictured  wild  ou  ev'iy  &oe ; 
Who  deera'd  that  beings  of  celestial  birth. 
Sprung  from  the  sun,  descended  to  tbe  earlb-<^ 
Then  first  aootber  world,  another  sky. 
Beheld  Iberia's  banner  blaze  on  high ! 

Still  prouder  glories  beam  on  history's  page. 
Imperial  Chaxles!  to  mark  thy  prosperous  a|g  ; 
Those  golden  days  of  arts  and  fancy  bright. 
When  Science  pour'd  her  mild,  refulgent  light ; 
When  Painting  bade  the  glowing  canvas  breatbe^ 
Creative  Sculpture  ckim'd  the  living  wreath ; 
When  roved  the  Muses  in  Ausonian  bowers. 
Weaving  immortal  crowns  of  fairest  flowera ; 
When  angel-truth  dispersed,  with  beam  divine. 
The  clouds  that  veil'd  religion's  hallow'd  shrine; 
Those  golden  days  beheld  Iberia  tower 
Hiffb  on  the  pyramid  of  fame  and  power; 
Vain  all  the  effi>rts  of  her  numerous  foes. 
Her  might,  superior  still,  triumphant  rose. 
Thus,  on  proud  Lebanon's  exalted  brow, 
The  cedar,  frowning  o'er  the  plains  bebw. 
Though  storms  assail,  its  regal  pomp  to  rend. 
Majestic,  still  aspires,  disdaining  e'en  to  bend ! 

When  Gallia  pour'd,  to  Pavia's  trophied  plain 
Her  yoothfhl  knights,  a  bold,  impetuous  train ; 
When,  after  many  a  UM  and  danger  past. 
The  fatal  mcH'n  of  conflict  rose  at  last; 
That  morning  saw  her  glittering  host  combiiie^ 
And  form  in  close  array  the  threat'ning  line; 
Fire  in  each  eye,  and  force  in  ev^ry  arm. 
With  hope  exulting,  and  with  ardour  warm ; 
Saw  to  the  gale  their  streaming  ensigns  pky* 
Their  armour  flashing  to  the  iMsm  of  day  ; 
Their   gen'rous   chargers   panting,   spurn    tbe 

ground, 
Roused  by  thcirumpet's  ammating  sound ; 
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And  heard  in  air  their  warlike  masic  fioat, 
The  mania]  pipe,  the  droin*s  inspiring  note ! 

Pale  set  the  son — ^tbe  shades  of  evening  fell, 
The  mournful  night-wind  rung  their  funeral  knell; 
And  the  same  day  lieheld  their  warriors  dead. 
Their  sovereign  captive,  and  their  glories  fled ! 
Fled,  like  the  lightning's  evanescent  fire. 
Bright,  hiazing,  dreadfuI^-only  to  expire ! 
Then,  then,  while  prostrate  6aul  oonfess'd  her 

might, 
Iberia*b  planet  shed  meridian  light ! 
Nor  less,  on  famed  StQuintin*s  deathful  day, 
Castilian  spirit  hore  the  prize  away ; 
Laurels  that  still  their  verdure  shall  retain, 
And  trophies  beaming. high  in  glory's  fane ! 
And  lo !  her  heroes,  warm  with  kindred  flame, 
Still  proudly  emulate  their  fathers'  flime ; 
Still  with  the  soul  of  patriot-valoor  glow, 
Still  rush  impetuous  to  repel  the  foe ; 
Wave  Uie  bright  faulchion,  lift  the  beamy  spear. 
And  bid  oppressive  Gallia  learn  to  fear ! 
Be  theirs,  be  theirs,  unfading  honour's  crown. 
The  living  amaranths  of  bright  renown ! 
Be  theirs  th'  inspiring  tribute  of  applause. 
Doe  to  the  champions  of  their  country's  cause ! 
Be  theirs  the  purest  bliss  that  virtue  loves. 
The  joy  when  conscience  whispers  and  approves ! 
When  ev'ry  heart  is  fired,  each  pulse  beats  high, 
To  fight,  to  bleed,  to  fidl,  for  liberty ; 
When  ev'ry  hand  is  dauntless  and  prepared, 
The  sacred  charter  of  mankind  to  guard ; 
When  Britain's  valiant  sons  their  aid  unite. 
Fervent  and  glowing  still  for  freedom's  right. 
Bid  ancient  enmities  for  ever  cease. 
And  ancient  wrongs  forgotten  sleep  in  peace ; 
When,  firmly  leagued,  Uiey  join  the  patriot  band. 
Can  venal  slaves  their  conquering  arms  with. 

stand? 
Can  fame  refuse  their  gallant  deeds  to  bless  7 
Can  victory  fail  to  crown  them  wiih  success  ? 
Look  down,  oh.  Heaven !   the  righteous  cause 

maintain. 
Defend  the  injured,  and  avenge  the  slain ! 
Despot  of  France !  destroyer  of  mankind ! 
What  spectre-cares  must  haunt   thy   sleepless 

mind! 
Oh !  if  at  midnight  roimd  thy  regal  bed. 
When  soothing  visions  fly  thine  aching  head ; 
When  sleep  denies  thy  anxious  cares  to  calm. 
And  lull  thy  senses  in  his  opiate  balm ; 
Invoked  by  guilt,  if  airy  phantoms  rise. 
And  murderM  victims  bleed  before  thine  eyes ; 
Loud  let  them  thunder  in  thy  troubled  ear, 
••  Tyrant !  the  hour,  th'  avenging  hour  is  near  !** 
It  is,  it  is !  thy  star  withdraws  its  ray. 
Soon  will  its  partin?  lustre  fade  away ; 
Soon  will  Cimmerial  shades  obscure  its  light. 
And  veil  thy  splendours  in  eternal  night ! 
Oh  I  when  accusing  conscience  wakes  thy  soul, 
With  avrfbl  terrors,  and  with  dread  control. 
Bide  threat'ning   forms,  appalling,  round  thee 

stand. 
And  summons  all  her  visionarv  band ; 
Calls  up  the  parted  shadows  or  the  dead. 
And  whMpers,  peace  and  happiness  are  fled'; 
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E'en  at  the  time  of  silence  and  of  rest. 
Paints  the  dire  poniard  menacing  thy  breast , 
Is  then  thy  cheek  with  guilt  and  horror  psle  7 
Then  dost  thou  tremble,  does  thy  spirit  fail  ? 
And  wouldst  thou  yet  by  added  crimes  provoke 
The  bolt  of  heaven  to  lanch  the  fatal  stroke  7 
Bereave  a  nation  of  its  rights  revered, 
Of  all  to  mortals  sacred  and  endcar'd  7 
And  shall  they  tamely  liberty  resign, 
The  soul  of  life,  the  source  of  bliss  divine  7 
Can'st  thou,  supreme  destroyer  I  hope  to  bind, 
In  chains  of  adamant,  the  noble  mind  7 
Go,  bid  the  rolling  orbs  thy  mandate  hear. 
Go,  stay  the  lightning  in  its  wing'd  career ! 
No,  tyrant !  no,  thy  utmost  force  is  vain. 
The  patriot-arm  of  freedom  to  restrain  : 
Then  bid  thy  subjcct^bands  in  armour  shinct 
Then  bid  thy  legions  all  their  power  combine  ! 
Yet  could'st  thou  summon  myriads  at  command. 
Did  boundless  realms  obey  thy  sccptcr'd  hand, 
E'en  then  her  soul  thy  lawless  might  would  spurn, 
E'en  then,  with  kindling  fire,  with  indignation 
bum! 

Ye  sons  of  Albion !  first  in  danger's  field. 
The  sword  of  Britain  and  of  truth  to  wield  ! 
Still  prompt  the  injured  to  defend  and  save, 
Appal  the  despot,  and  assist  the  brave ; 
Who  now  intrepid  lift  the  gen'rous  blade, 
The  cause  of  Justice  and  Castile  to  aid ! 
Ye  sons  of  Albion !  by  your  country's  name. 
Her  crown  of  glory,  her  unsullied  fame ; 
Oh !  by  the  shades  of  Creasy's  martial  dead. 
By  warrior-bands,  at  Agincourt  who  bled ; 
By  honours  g^n'd  on  Blenheim's  fatal  plain. 
By  those  in  Victory's  arms  at  Minden  slain ; 
By  the  bright  laurels  Wolfk  immortal  won, 
Undaunted  spirit !  Valour's  fav'rite  son  ! 
By  Albion's  thousand,  thousand  deeds  sublime, 
Renown'd  from  zone  to  zone,  from  clime  to  climei 
Ye  British  heroes !  may  your  trophies  raise 
A  deathless  monument  to  future  days  ! 
Oh !  may  your  courage  still  triumphant  rise. 
Exalt  the  **  lion  banner"  to  the  skies ! 
Transcend  the  fairest  names  in  hist'ry's  page. 
The  brightest  actions  of  a  former  age ; 
The  reign  of  Freedom  let  your  arms  restore. 
And  bid  oppression  fall — to  rise  no  more ! 
Then  soon  returning  to  your  native  isle. 
May  love  and  beauty  haU  you  with  their  smile ; 
For  you  may  conquest  weave  th'  undying  wreath, 
And  fame  and  glory's  voice  the  song  of  rapturt 
breathe! 

Ah !  when  shall  mad  ambition  cease  to  rage  7 
Ah !  when  shall  war  his  demon«wrath  assuage  t 
When,  when,  supplanting  discord's  iron  reign. 
Shall  mercy  wave  her  ohve-wand  again  7 
Not  till  the  despot's  dread  career  is  dosed, 
And  might  restrain'd  and  tyranny  deposed* 

Retam,  sweet  Peace,  ethereal  form  benign ! 
Fair  blue-ey'd  seraph !  balmv  power  divine  I 
Descend  once  more !  thy  hallow'd  blessings  bruig. 
Wave  thy  bright  locks,  and  spread  thy  downv 
wing! 
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f  jttzurianl  plenty  laa^hlng  in  thy  train, 
Shall  crown  with  glowing  stores  the  deaeri^plain ; 
Voangr  smiling  Hope,  attendant  on  thj  way, 
Shall  gild  thy  path  with  mild  celestial  ray. 
Descend  once  more,  thou  da  giiter  of  the  sky ! 
Cheer  eT*ry  heart,  and  brighten  ev'ry  cto  ; 
Justice,  tliy  harbinger,  before  thee  send, 
Thy  myrtle-sceptre  o*cr  the  globe  extend : 
Thy  cherub-look  again  shall  soothe  mankind ; 
Thy  cherub-hand  &e  wounds  of  discord  bind ; 
Thy  smile  of  heaven  shall  cvVy  muse  inspire. 
To  thee  the  bard  shall  strike  the  silver  lyre. 
Descend  once  more !  to  bid  the  world  rejoice— 
•  Let  nations  hail  thee  with  exulting  voice ; 
Around  thy  shrine  with  purest  incense  throng, 
Weave  the  fresh  palm,  aud  swell  the  choral  song ! 
Then   shall  the  sfaepherd*8  flute,  the  woodland 

reed. 
The  martial  clarion  and  the  drum  succeed ;         ^ 
Again  shall  bloom  Arcadia*s  fairest  flowers, 
And  music  warble  in  Idalian  bowers. 
Where  war  and  carnage  blew  the  blast  of  death. 
The  gale  shall  whisper  with  Favonian  brcatii ; 
And  golden  Ceres  bless  the  festive  swain, 
Where  (be  wild  combat  rcddenM  o*er  the  plain. 
These  are  thy  blessings,  fiiir  benignant  maid ! 
Return,  return,  in  vest  of  tight  arravM  ! 
Let  angel-fbrms  and  floating  sylphids  boar 
Thy  car  of  sapphire  through  the  realms  of  air, 
With  accents  milder  than  iGolian  lays. 
When  o'er  the  harp  the  fanning  zephyr  plays ; 
Be  thine  to  charm  the  raging  world  to  rest. 
Diffusing  round  the  heaven — that  glows  within 

thy  breast ! 

Oh,  Thou !  whose  fiat  lulls  the  storm  asleep ! 
Thou,  at  whose  nod  subsides  the  rolling  deep  I 
Whoee  awful  word  restrains  the  whirlwind's  force. 
And  stays  the  thunder  in  its  vengeful  course ; 
Fountain  of  life !    Omnipotent  Supreme ! 
Robed  in  perfection !  crown'd  with  glory's  beam  I 
Oh  !  send  on  earth  thy  consecrated  dove. 
To  bear  the  sacred  olive  from  above ; 
Restore  apain  the  blest,  the  halcyon  time. 
The  festal  harmony  of  nature's  prime ! 
Bid  truth  and  justice  once  again  appear, 
And  spread   their  sunshine  o'er  this  mundane 

sphere ; 
Bright  in  their  path,  let  wreaths  unfading  bloom, 
Transcendant  light  their  hallow'd  fane  illume ; 
Bid  war  and  anarchy  for  ever  cease. 
And  kindred  seraphs  rear  the  shrine  of  peace ; 
Brothers  once  more,  let  men  her  empire  own. 
And  realms  and  monarchs  bend  before  the  throne ; 
While  circling  rays  of  angel-morcy  shed 
Eternal  halos  round  her  sainted  head ! 


A  TALE  OF  THE  SECRET  TRIBUNAL 

rnt  Secret  Tribunal,*  which   attained  such 
lurmidable  power  towards  the  close  of  the  four- 


*  Mss  Ibii  wotu  Of'  Bwen  Bock  mni  Tmkmor  KraiDer. 


teenth  century,  is  mentioned  in  history  «■  n 
institution  publicly  known  so  early  as  in  the  year 
Id  1 1.  Its  members,  who  were  called  Free  Jndgca, 
were  unknown  to  the  people,  and  were  boond  fay 
a  tremendous  oath,  to  detiver  up  their  dearest 
friends  and  relatives,  without  exception,  if  they 
had  committed  any  offence  cognixable  by  the  tri- 
bunal. They  were  also  under  an  obli^tion  to 
relate  all  they  knew  concerning  the  affuir,  to  cile 
the  accused,  and,  in  case  of  his  oondemDation,  to 
pursue  and  put  him  to  death,  wherever  he  might 
be  met  with.  The  proceedings  of  this  tribonal 
were  carried  on  at  ni^ht,  and  with  the  greatest 
mystery ;  and  though  it  was  usual  to  summoo  a 
culprit  three  times  before  sentence  wae  passed, 
yet  persons  obnoxious  to  it  were  sometimes  ac- 
cused and  condemned  without  any  citation.  Afler 
condemnation,  it  was  almost  impossible  ior  any 
one  to  escape  tlie  vengeance  of  the  Free  Judges, 
for  their  commands  set  thousands  of  assauseins  in 
motion,  who  had  sworn  not  to  spare  the  life  of 
their  nearest  relation,  if  required  to  sacrifice  it, 
but  to  execute  the  decrees  of  the  order  with  the 
most  devoted  obedience,  even  should  they  coosider 
the  object  of  their  pursuit  as  the  most  innocent  of 
men.  Almost  all  persons  of  rank  and  fortune 
sought  admission  mto  the  society;  there  were 
Free  Judges  even  amongst  the  magistrates  of  the 
imperial  cities,  and  every  prince  had  some  of  tbeii 
order  in  his  council.  When  a  member  of  thk 
tribunal  was  notof  himself  strong  enough  to  seise 
and  put  to  death  a  criminal,  be  was  not  to  lose 
sight  of  him  until  he  met  with  a  sufficient  num- 
ber of  his  comrades  for  the  purpose,  and  these 
were  obliged,  upon  his  making  certain  signs,  to 
lend  him  immediate  assistance,  without  asking 
any  questions.  It  was  usual  to  hang  up  the  per- 
son condemned,  with  a  willow  branch,  to  the  first 
tree;  but  if  circumstances  obliged  them  to  dc^ntch 
him  with  a  poniard,  they  left  it  in  his  body,  thai 
it  might  be  known  he  had  not  been  assassinstedt 
but  executed  by  a  Free  Judge.  All  the  transao- 
tions  of  the  Sages  or  Seer§  (as  they  called  them- 
selves),  were  enveloped  in  mystery,  and  it  is  eves 
now  unknown  by  what  signs  they  revealed  theoi> 
selves  to  each  oUier.  At  length  their  power  be- 
came so  extensive  and  redoubtable,  that  the  Princes 
of  the  Empire  found  it  necessary  to  unite  their 
exertions  for  its  suppression,  in  which  they  were 
at  length  successful. 

The  following  account  of  this  extraordinary 
association  is  given  by  Madame  do  Stael : — **  Du 
juges  myst^rieux,  inconnus  I'un  h.  Tautre,  toujours 
masques,  et  se  rassemblant  pendant  la  nuit,  punis- 
soient  dans  le  silence,  et  gravoicnt  teulement  snr 
le  poignard  qu'ils  cnfor^oient  dans  le  sein  dn  ooii- 
paUe  ce  mot  terrible :  Tkibunal  Secrbt.  lis  pre- 
venoient  le  condamn6,  en  faisant  crier,  trois  Han 
BOOS  les  fendtres  de  sa  maiaon,  Malheur,  Malheur, 
Malheur!  Alors  Tinfortun^  savoit  que  partout, 
dans  r^trangcr,  dans  son  concitoyen,  dans  son 
parent  mdme,  il  pouvoit  trouver  son  meortrier. 
La  solitude,  la  foule,  les  villes,  les  campagnea, 
tout  6toit  rempli  par  la  prfoence  invisible  de  oetts 
conscience  arm^  qui  poursuivoit  lea  criminels 
On  eoo^oit  comment  cettc  terrible  institution  non 
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voit  Atre  nocessaire,  dans  an  terops  oa  r.haqae 
/lomme  ^toit  fort  contro  tons,  aa  lieu  que  tons 
doiveat  6lre  forts  centre  chacun.  II  falloit  que  la 
justice  surprtt  le  criminel  avant  qn*il  pdt  s*en  d6. 
fendre ;  mais  cettc  punition  qui  planoit  dans  les 
airs  comme  une  ombre  vengeresse,  oette  sentence 
mortelle  qui  pouvoit  receler  le  sein  mtoie  d*un 
ami,  frappoit  d'une  inTincible  terrcur."-^— LMWe- 
magne^  Vol.  IL 

PART  L 
Kionr  veird  the  mountaos  of  the  vine. 
And  storms  ha^  roused  the  foaming  Rhine, 
And,  mingling'  with  the  pinewood^s  roar. 
Its  billows  hoarsely  chafed  the  shore, 
While  glen  and  cavern,  to  their  moans. 
Gave  answer  with  a  thousand  tones : 
Then,  as  the  voice  of  storms  appallM 
The  peasant  of  the  Odenwaid  * 
Shuddering  he  deem*d,  that,  far  on  high, 
*T  was  the  wild  huntsman  rushing  by, 
Riding  the  blast  with  phantom  speed. 
With  cry  of  hound,  and  tramp  of  steed, 
While  his  fierce  train,  as  on  they  flew. 
Their  horns  in  savage  chorus  blew, 
Till  rock,  and  tower,  and  convent  round. 
Rung  to  the  shrill  unearthly  sound. 

Vain  dreams !  far  other  footsteps  traced 
The  forest  paths,  in  secret  haste ; 
Far  other  sounds  were  on  the  night. 
Though  lost  amidst  the  tempesfs  might. 
That  fillM  the  echoing  earth  and  sky. 
With  its  own  awful  harmony. 
There  stood  an  old  and  ruinM  fane, 
Far  in  the  Odenwald^s  domain, 
*Midst  wood  and  rock,  a  deep  recess 
Of  still  and  shadowy  loneliness. 
Long  i^rass  its  pavement  had  o*ergrown, 
Xhe  wild-flowcr  waved  o^er  the  altar-stone. 
The  night-wind  rock*d  the  tottering  pile. 
As  it  swept  along  the  roofless  aisle, 
For  the  forest-boughs,  and  the  stormy  sky. 
Were  all  that  minster^s  canopy. 

Many  a  broken  image  lay 
In  the  mossy  mantle  of  decay. 
And  partial  light  the  moonbeams  darted 
0*er  trophies  of  the  bog  departed ; 
For  there  the  chiefs  of  other  days. 
The  mighty,  slumber*d,  with  their  praise : 
"T  was  long  since  aught  but  the  dews  of  Heaven 
A  tribute  to  their  bier  had  given. 
Long  since  a  sound  but  the  moaning  blast 
Above  their  voiceless  home  had  p|ss*d. 

So  Slept  the  proud,  and  with  them  all 
Tlie  records  of  their  fame  and  fall ; 
Helmet,  and  shield,  and  sculptured  crest 
Adorn*d  the  dwelling  of  tJieir  rest, 
And  emblems  of  the  Holy  Land  ' 

Were  carved  by  some  forgotten  hand ; 


•  TIm  (Mmwsld,  a  favMl-diibiei  asar  tbs  UusSi  uUsiaiar 
ht  iTKHuriM  Qf  DarnuudL 


But  the  helm  was  gone,  the  shield  defaced. 
And  the  crest  through  weeds  might  scarce  ba 

traced; 
And  the  scatterM  ksaves  of  the  northeni  pine 
Half  bid  the  palm  of  Palestine. 
So  slept  the  glorious — lowly  laid. 
As  the  peasant  in  his  native  shade ; 
Some  hermit's  tale,  some  shepherd's  rhyme, 
All  that  high  deeds  could  win  from  time  I 

What  footsteps  move,  with  measured  tread, 
Amid  those  chambers  of  the  dead ! 
What  silent,  shadowy  beings  glide      , 
Low  tombs  and  mouldering  shrines  beside, 
Peopling  the  wild  and  solemn  scene 
With  forms  well  suited  to  his  mien  7 
Wanderer,  away  !  let  none  intrude 
On  their  mysterious  solitude ! 
Lo!  these  are  they,  that  awful  band. 
The  secret  Watchers  of  the  land. 
They  that,  unknown  and  unoontroH'd, 
Their  dark  and  dread  tribunal  hold. 
They  meet  not  in  the  monarch's  dome, 
They  meet  not  in  the  chieftain's  home ; 
But  where,  unbounded  o'er  their  heads. 
All  heaven  magnificently  spreads. 
And  from  its  depths  of  cloudless  blue 
The  eternal  stars  their  ^leeds  may  view ! 
Where'er  the  flowers  of  the  mountain  sod 
By  roving  feet  are  seldom  trod ; 
Where'er  the  pathless  forest  waves. 
Or  the  ivy  clothes  forsaken  graves ; 
Where'er  wild  legends  mark  a  spot. 
By  mortals  shunn'd,  but  unfbrgot, 
lliere,  circled  by  the  shades  of  night. 
They  jndge  of  crimes  that  shrink  from  light, 
And  guilt,  that  dcerns  its  secret  known 
To  the  One  unslumbering  eye  alone. 
Yet  hears  their  name  with  a  sadden  start, 
As  an  icy  touch  had  chill'd  its  heart, 
For  the  shadow  of  th*  avenger's  hand 
Rests  dark  and  heavy  on  the  land. 

There  rose  a  voice  from  tlie  ruin^s  gloom. 
And  woke  the  echoes  of  the  tomb, 
As  if  the  noble  hearts  beneath 
Sent  forth  deep  answers  to  its  breatii. 

**  When  the  midnight  stars  are  boriMBg, 
And  the  dead  to  earln  retumin|^ ; 
When  the  spirits  of  the  blest 
Rise  upon  the  good  man's  rest; 
When  each  whisper  of  the  gale 
Bids  the  cheek  of  guilt  turn  pale ; 
In  the  shadow  of  &e  hour 
That  o'er  the  soul  hath  deepest  power. 
Why  thos  meet  we,  but  to  call 
For  judgment  on  the  criminal  7 
Why,  but  the  doom  of  guilt  to  seal,        ' 
And  point  th'  avenger's  holy  steel  7 
A  fearful  oath  has  bonod  oar  souk, 
A  fearful  power  our  arm  eootrols ! 
There  is  an  ear,  awake  on  high. 
E'en  to  thooght's  whispers,  ere  they  die* 
There  is  an  eye,  whoM  beam  pertMM 
All  depths,  all  deserts,  and  all  ahadeei 
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That  ear  bath  heard  our  awfol  rvm^ 

That  ■earebing  eye  is  on  at  now ! 

LfOt  him  whoM  heart  ia  unprofaned, 

WhoM  hand  no  Uameleaa  blood  bath  aCainM^ 

Let  him,  whose  thooghts  no  record  keep 

Of  crimes,  in  silence  baried  deep^ 

Here,  in  the  face  of  Heaven,  aocuse 

The  gniity  whom  ita  wrath  pursues  T 

"Twas  hashed— that  voice  of  thrilling  sound. 
And  a  dead  silence  reign*d  aro6nd« 
Then  stood  forth  one,  whose  dim-seen  form 
Tower'd  like  a  phantom  in  the  storm ; 
Gathering  his  mantle,  as  a  clood. 
With  iU  dark  folds  his  face  to  shrond, 
Through  pillar*d  arches  on  he  pass*d. 
With  stately  step,  and  paused  at  last. 
Where,  on  the  sitar's  mouldering  stone, 
The  fitful  moonbeam  brightly  shone ; 
Then  on  the  fearful  stillness  broke 
Low,  solemn  tones,  as  thus  he  spoke : 

"  Before  that  eye,  whose  glance  perrades 
All  depths,  all  deserts,  and  all  shades ; 
Heard  by  that  ear  awake  on  high 
ETen  to  thought's  whispers  ere  they  die; 
With  all  a  mortal's  awe  I  stand. 
Yet  with  pure  heart,  and  stainless  hand. 
To  Heaven  I  lift  that  hand,  and  call 
For  judgment  on  the  criminal ; 
The  eaith  is  dyed  with  bloodshed's  hues. 
It  cries  for  vengeance — I  accuse !" 

**  Name  thov  the  guilty !  say  for  whom 
Thou  daim'st  th'  ineviuUe  doom !" 

••  Albert  of  Lindheim— to  the  sk  is* 
The  voice  of  blood  against  him  eries ; 
A  brothers  bk)od— iSs  hand  is  dyed 
With  the  deep  *un  of  fratricide. 
One  hour,  one  moment,  hath  reveaTd* 
What  Tears  in  darkness  had  conooaTd— 
But  all  in  vain—  the  golf  of  time 
Refused  to  close  upon  his  crime ; 
And  guilt  that  slept  on  flowers,  shall  know, 
The  earthquake  was  not  hnah'd  bebw  ! 

Here,  where  amidst  the  noUe  dead. 
Awed  by  their  fiune,  he  dare  not  tread ; 
Where,  left  by  him  to  dark  decay. 
Their  trophies  moulder  ftst  away ; 
Around  us  and  beneath  ns  lie 
The  relics  of  his  ancestry ; 
The  chiefs  of  Lindheim's  ancient  race. 
Each  in  hisrlast  low  dwelling-plaee: 
But  one  is  absent^-o'er  ki$  grave 
The  palmy  shades  of  Syria  wave; 
Far  distant  firom  bis  native  Rhine, 
He  died^nnmouni'd,  in  Palestine; 
The  Pilgrim  sought  the  Holy  Land, 
To  perish  by  a  brother'e  hand ! 
Peace  to  his  souU  though  o'er  bis  bed 
No  dirge  be  poor'd,  no  tear  be  shed. 
Though  all  he  kfved  bb  name  forget, 
TlWy  live  who  MmU  cvenge  Inm  y«t  f 


**  Accuser !  how  to  thee  alone 
Became  the  fearful  secret  knovni  V* 

^Tfaere  is  an  hour  when  vain  remoiw 
First  wakes  in  her  eternal  force ; 
When  pardon  may  not  be  retrieved. 
When  conscience  will  not  be  deceived. 
He  that  behekl  the  victim  bleed. 
Beheld,  and  aided  in  the  deed— 
When  earthly  fears  had  lost  their  power 
Reveal'd  the  tale  in  such  an  hour. 
Unfolding,  with  his  latest  breath. 
All  that  gave  keener  pangs  to  death.** 

■•  Bj  Him,  th'  All-seeing  and  Unse«B» 
Who  is  for  ever,  and  hath  been. 
And  by  th'  Atoner's  cross  adored. 
And  by  th'  avenger's  holy  sword. 
By  truth  eternal  and  divine. 
Accuser !  wilt  thou  swear  to  thine  r* 

■*  The  cross  upon  my  heart  is  prest* 
I  hoM  the  dagger  to  my  breast ; 
If  false  the  tale  whose  truth  I  swear. 
Be  mine  the  murderer's  doom  to  bear  !** 

Then  sternly  rose  the  dread  reply^- 
His  days  are  nurober'd — he  must  dial 
There  is  no  shadow  of  the  night. 
So  deep  as  to  conceal  his  flight; 
Earth  doth  not  hold  so  lone  a  waste. 
But  there  his  fooUtep  shall  be  traced ; 
Devotion  bath  no  shrine  so  blest. 
That  there  in  safety  he  may  rest 
Where'er  he  treads,  let  Vengeance  tbmtm 
Around  him  spread  her  seeret  snare ! 
In  the  busy  haunts  of  men,       ^ 
In  the  still  and  shadowy  glen. 
When  the  social*  board  is  crown'd. 
When  the  wine-cup  sparkles  round ; 
When  his  couch  of  sleep  is  pieet. 
And  a  dream  his  spirit's  guest; 
When  his  bosom  knows  no  fear. 
Let  the  dagger  still  be  near. 
Till,  sudden  as  the  lightning's  dart. 
Silent  and  swift  it  reach  his  heart ! 
One  warning  voice,  one  fearful  word* 
Ere  mom  beneath  his  towers  be  heardt 
Then  vainly  may  the  guilty  fly. 
Unseen,  unaided, — he  must  die  ! 
Let  those  he  loves  prepare  his  tomb» 
Let  friendship  lure  him  to  his  doom  i 
Perish  his  deeds,  his  name,  his  race. 
Without  a  record  or  a  trace ! 
Away  !  be  watchful,  swift,  and  free, 
To  wreak  th'  Invisible's  decree. 
"T  is  pass'd^th^  avenger  claims  his  prej 
On  to  the  chase  of  death—away !" 

And  all  was  still — the  sweeping  blant 
Caught  not  a  whisper  as  it  pass'd ; 
The  shadowy  forms  were  seen  no  more, 
The  tombs  daoerted  as  before ; 
And  the  wide  forest  waved  immense. 
In  dark  and  lone  magnificence. 
In  Lindheim*s  towets  the  feast  had  eiossd. 
The  song  was  hush'd,  the  bard  reposed  * 
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Sleep  settled  on  the  weary  guest, 
And  the  castle^s  lord  retired  to  rest 
To  rest !  the  captive  doom*d  to  die, 
May  slumber,  when  his  hoar  is  ni^ ; 
The  seaman,  when  the  billows  foam, 
Rock*d  on  the  mast,  may  dream  of  home ; 
The  warrior,  on  the  battlers  eve. 
May  win  from  care  a  short  reprieve ; 
Bat  earth  and  heaven  alike  deny 
Their  peace  to  guilt's  o*erwearied  eye  ; 
And  night,  that  brings  to  grief  a  oalm. 
To  toil  a  pause,  to  pain  a  balm. 
Hath  spells  terrific  in  her  coarse. 
Dread  sounds  and  shadows,  for  remorse, 
Voices,  that  long  fVom  earth  had  fled. 
And  steps  and  echoes  from  the  dead ; 
And  many  a  dream,  whose  forms  arise, 
Like  a  darker  world's  realities ! 
Call  them  not  vain  illusions — ^born. 
Bat  for  the  wise  and  brave  to  scorn ! 
Heaven,  that  the  penal  doom  defers. 
Hath  yet  its  thousand  ministers. 
To  scourge  the  heart,  unseen,  unknown. 
In  shade,  in  silence,  and  alone. 
Concentrating  in  one  brief  hour 
Ages  of  Tetribntion's  power ! 

If  thou  wouldst  know  the  lot  of  those, 
Whose  souls  are  dark  with  guilty  woes. 
Ah !  seek  them  not  where  pleasure's  throng 
Are  listening  to  the  voice  of  song ; 
Seek  them  not  where  the  banquet  glows. 
And  the  red  vineyard's  nectar  flows : 
There  mirth  ma^  flush  the  hollow  cheek. 
The  eye  of  feverish  joy  may  speak, 
And  smiles,  the  read^  mask  of  pride, 
The  canker-worm  within  may  hide : 
Heed  not  those  signs !  they  but  delude ; 
Follow,  and  mark  their  solitude  ! 

The  song  is  hush'd,  the  feast  is  done, 
And  Lindheim^s  lord  remains  alone, 
Alone,  in  silence  and  unrest. 
With  the  dread  secret  of  his  breast ; 
Alone  with  anguish  and  with  fear ; 
— There  needs  not  an  avenger  here ! 
Behold  him  !~Why  that  sadden  start? 
Thoa  hear'st  the  beating  of  thy  heart ! 
Thou  hear'st  the  night-wind's  hollow  sigh, 
Thou  hear'st  the  rustling  tapestry ! 
No  sound  but  these  may  near  thee  be ; 
81oep !  all  things  earthly  sleep^but  theeti 

No !  there  are  murmurs  on  the  air. 
And  a  voice  is  heard  that  cries — ^  Despair  !** 
And  he  who  trembles  fain  would  deem 
*T  was  the  whisper  of  a  waking  dream. 
Wae  it  but  this  ?— again  't  is  thera. 
Again  is  heard — **  Despair !  Despair  T' 
"T  ie  past — its  tones  have  slowly  died 
In  echoes  on  the  mountain  side ; 
Heard  but  by  him,  they  rose,  they  fell. 
He  knew  their  fearful  meaning  well. 
And  shrinkinff  from  the  midnight  gloom. 
As  from  the  shadow  of  the  tomb, 
4S^ 


Yet  shuddering,  lum'd  in  palls  dwroay 
When  broke  the  dawn's  first  kindling  nj^ 
And  sought,  amidst  the  forest  wUd, 
Some  shade  where  sonbeam  never  amlled. 


Tea!  hide  thee,  gailt!— the  laigghing 
Wakes  in  a  heaven  of  splendour  born ! 
The  storms  that  shook  the  mountain  crest 
Have  sought  their  viewless  world  of  rest 
High  from  his  clifis,  with  ardent  gsse. 
Soars  the  yoong  engle  in  the  bkse. 
Exulting,  as  he  wings  his  way. 
To  revel  in  the  fount  of  day, 
And  brightly  past  his  btnks  of  vine, 
In  fiflory,  flows  the  monarch  Rhine  2 
And  joyous  peals  the  vintage  aong 
His  wild  luxuriant  shores  i3oBg, 
As  peasant  bands,  from  rock  and  dell. 
Their  strauis  of  choral  transport  ewcdl; 
And  cliffs  of  bold  fantastic  forms. 
Aspiring  to  the  realm  of  storms ; 
And  w<Mds  around,  and  waves  below. 
Catch  the  red  Orient's  deepening  glows. 
That  lends  each  tower,  and  convent-apife, 
A  tinge  of  its  ethereal  fire. 
Swell  high  the  song  of  festal  hours ! 
Deck  ye  the  shrine  with  living  flowers ! 
Let  music  o'er  the  waters  breathe  I 
Let  beauty  twine  the  bridal  wreath ! 
While  she,  whose  blue  eye  laughs  in  light. 
Whose  cheek  with  love's  own  hue  is  brigh; 
The  fair-hair'd  maid  of  Lindheira^  hall, 
Wakes  to  her  nuptial  festivaL 

Oh !  who  hath  seen,  'm  dreams  that  soar 
To  worlds  the  soul  would  &in  explore. 
When,  fiur  her  own  blest  country  pining. 
Its  beauty  o'er  her  thought  is  shMA^gt 
Some  form  of  heaven,  whoee  cloudless  *c]^ 
Was  all  one  beam  of  ecstasy  I 
Whose  glorious  brow  no  traces  wore 
Of  guilt,  or  sorrow  known  before ! 
Whose  smile,  undimm'd  b^  aught  of  earth. 
A  sunbeam  of  immortal  birth. 
Spoke  of  bright  realms,  fiir  distant  lying. 
Where  k>ve  and  joy  are  both  undying ! 
E'en  thus — a  vision  of  deligfht, 
A  beam  to  eladden  mortal  sight, 
A  flower  whose  head  no  storm  had  bow'd. 
Whose  leaves  ne'er  droop'd  beneath  a  cloun 
Thus,  by  the  world  unstain'd,  untried, 
Seem'd  that  beloved  and  lovely  bride ; 
A  being  all  too  soft  and  ftir,  » 

One  breath  of  earthly  woe  to  bear ! 
Yet  lives  there  many  a  k>fty  mind, 
In  light  and  fragile  form  enshrined; 
And  oft  smooth  cheek,  and  smiling  eji^ 
Hide  strength  to  suffer  and  to  die  ! 
Judge  not  of  woman's  heart  in  hours 
I  That  strew  her  path  with  summer  flowen 
When  joy's  full  cup  is  mantling  high. 
When  flattery's  blandishments  are  nigh  $ 
Judge  her  not  then !  within  her -breast 
Are  energies  unseen,  that  rest! 
They  wait  their  call — and  grief  alone 
May  make  the  aoul'a  deep  secrets  knowa. 
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Y«.  let  her  Mnile, 'midat  plaaMife*8  tnin 
Leading  the  recklem  tnd  the  Ttin ! 
Firm  on  the  aeaffoid  the  hath  atood, 
Beaprinkled  with  the  martyr'a  hlood; 
Her  ▼dice  the  patriot^a  heart  hath  atedM, 
Her  apirit  glow'd  on  battle-field ; 
Her  courage  freed  from  dunfeon'a  gloom. 
The  captive  brooding  o'er  hia  doom ; 
Her  &ith  the  (alien  monareh  aaved. 
Her  love  the  tyrant'a  furjr  braved ; 
No  aeene  of  danger  or  deapair. 
But  ahe  hath  won  her  triumph  there ! 

Away !  nor  cloud  the  ftetal  mora 
With  tboughu  of  boding  aadneaa  borne  I 
Far  other,  loTelier  dreama  are  thine, 
Fair  daughter  of  a  noblo  line  I 
Young  £lla!  from  thy  tower,  whoee  height 
Hath  caught  the  fluah  of  Eaatem  lif  ht. 
Watching,  while  aoft  the  morning  air 
Parti  on  thy  brow  the  sonny  hair. 
Yen  bark,  that  o'er  the  calm  blue  tide 
Beara  thy  loved  warrior  to  his  bride-v 
He,  whciee  high  deeda  romantic  praiae 
Hath  halbw'd  with  a  thousand  hya. 

He  came— that  youthful  chief^be  came,    ' 
That  favour'd  lord  of  love  and  ikme ! 
His  step  was  hurried-— as  of  one 
Who  aeeks  a  voice  within  to  ahon ; 
His  cheek  was  varying,  and  ezpresa*d 
The  conflict  of  a  troubled  breast : 
His  eye  waa  anxious— doubt,  and  dread. 
And  a  stern  griei^  might  there  be  read ; 
Yet  all  that  mark'd  his  alier'd  mien 
Seem'd  struggling  to  be  still  unseen. 

With  shrinking  heart,  with  nameless  fear. 
Young  Elk  met  the  brow  MMtere, 
And  the  wild  look,  which  seem'd  to  fly 
The  timid  welcome  of  her  eye. 
Waa  that  a  lover's  gaze,  which  ehill'd 
The  soul,  its  awfbl  sadness  thrlU'd  7 
A  lover's  brow,  so  darkly  fVaught 
With  all  the  heaviest  gloom  of  thought  7 
She  trembled— ne'er  to  grief  inured. 
By  its  dread  leasons  ne'er  matured : 
Unused  to  meet  a  glance  of  lesa 
Than  all  a  parent's  tenderness. 
Shuddering  she  felt,  through  every  sense, 
The  death-like  fiimtness  of  suspense. 

Hif  h  o'er  the  windings  of  the  flood, 
On  Lmdheim's  terraced  rocka  they  stood. 
Whence  the  free  si^ht  afar  might  stray 
O'er  that  imperial  river's  way. 
Which,  rushing  from  its  Alpine  source, 
Makes  one  long  triumph  of  its  course. 
Rolling  in  tranquil  grandeur  by, 
'Midst  Nature's  noblest  pageantry. 
But  they,  o'er  that  majestic  scene, 
With  cbuded  brow  and  anxious  mien. 
In  silence  gaxed :— for  Ella's  heart 
Fear'd  its  own  terrors  to  impart ; 
And  ho,  who  vainly  strove  to  hide 
lii^  uangs  with  all  a  warrior's  pride, 


Seem'd  gmtheiing  eounge  to  unfold 
Some  fearful  tale  that  must  be  told. 

At  length  hia  mien,  his  voice,  obtatn*d 
A  calm,  that  seem'd  by  conflicta  gain*d. 
And  thus  he  spoke—**  Yes !  gaze  a  while 
On  the  bright  scenes  that  round  thee  smiles 
For,  if  thy  love  be  firm  and  true. 
Soon  must  thou  bid  their  charms  adieu ! 
A  fete  hangs  o'er  us,  whose  decree 
Must  bear  me  fer  from  them  or  thee  ; 
Our  path  ia  one  of  snares  and  fear, 
I  lose  thee  if  I  linger  here ! 
Droop  not,  beloved !  thy  home  shall  rise 
As  feir,  beneath  far  distant  skies ; 
As  fondly  tenderness  and  truth 
Shall  cherish  there  thy  rose  of  youth. 
But  speak  !  and  when  yon  hallow'd  shrine 
Hath  heard  the  vows  which  make  thee  miiMa 
Say,  wilt  thou  fly  with  me,  no  more 
To  tread  thine  own  loved  mountain-shore. 
But  share  and  soothe,  repining  not. 
The  bitterness  of  exile's  lot  7" 

•*Ulric !  thou  know'st  how  dearly  kwed 
Tlie  scenes  where  first  my  childhood  roved ; 
The  woods,  the  .rocks,  that  tower  suprema 
Above  our  own  majestic  stream, 
The  halls  where  first  my  heart  beat  high 
To  the  proud  songs  of  chivalry. 
All,  all  are  dear — ^yet  Ikete  are  ties 
Aflbction  well  may  sacrifice ; 
Loved  thoogli  they  be,  where'er  thou  art. 
There  is  the  country  of  niv  heart ! 
Yet,  is  there  one,  who,  reft  of  me. 
Were  lonely  as  a  blasted  tree ; 
One,  who  still  hoped  my  hand  should  dose 
His  eyes,  in  Nature's  last  repose ; 
Eve  gathers  round  him — on  his  brow 
Already  rests  the  wintry  snow ; 
His  form  is  bent,  his  features  wear 
The  deepening  lines  of  age  and  care. 
His  feded  eve  hath  lost  its  fire ; 
Thou  wouldst  not  tear  me  from  my  aire  ? 
Yet  tell  me  all — thy  woes  impart, 
Mv  Ulrici  to  a  faithful  heart. 
Which  sooner  far— oh,  doubt  not  this — 
Would  share  thff  pangs,  than  others'  bliaa  !** 

•*  Ella,  what  would'st  thou  7— 'tis  a  tale 
Will  make  that  cheek  as  marble  pale ! 
Yet  what  avails  it  to  conceal 
All  thou  too  soon  must  know  and  feel  T 
It  must,  it  must  be  told — prepare. 
And  nerve  that  gentle  heart  to  bear*- 
But  I— oh,  was  it  then  for  me 
The  herald  of  thy  woes  to  be ! 
Thy  soul's  bright  calmnem  to  destroy. 
And  wake  thee  first  from  dreama  of  joy  7 
Forgive  I — I  would  not  ruder  tone 
Should  make  the  fearful  tidings  known, 
I  would  not  that  unpitjing  eye9 
Should  coldly  watch  thino  agoniea ! 
Better  *t  were  mine — that  task  aevere. 
To  ck)ud  thy  breast  with  grief  and  fear! 
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**  Hast  thoo  not  heard,  in  legtenda  old, 
Wild  talcs  that  turn  the  life-blood  cold, 
or  those  who  meet  in  cave  or  ^len. 
Far  from  the  busy  walks  of  men ; 
Those  who  mysterious  viffils  keep, 
When  earth  is  wrapt  in  shades  and  sleep, 
To  judge  of  crimes,  like  Him  on  high. 
In  stillness  and  in  secresy  ? 
Th*  unknown  avengers,  whose  decree 
*T  is  fruitless  to  resist  or  flee  ? 
Whose  name  hath  cast  a  spell  of  power 
0*er  pea8ant*s  cot  and  chieftain's  tower  7 
Th^  sire--oh,  Ella !  hope  is  fled ! 
Thmk  of  bin,  mourn  hmi,  as  the  dead ! 
Their  sentence,  theirs,  hath  seaPd  his  doom. 
And  thou  may*st  weep  as  o*er  his  tomb ! 
Yes,  weep! — ^relieve  thy  heart  oppress*d. 
Poor  forth  thy  sorrows  on  my  breast ! 
Thy  cheek  is  cold — thy  tearless  eye 
Seems  fix'd  in  frozen  vacancy ; 
Oh,  gaze  not  thus ! — thy  silence  break. 
Speak !  if  His  but  in  angnish,  speak !** 

She  spoke  at  length,  in  accents  low 
Of  wild  and  half-indignant  woe : 
— *•  He  doom*d  to  perish !  As  deereed 
By  their  avenging  arm  to  bleed ! 
i/e,  the  renown'd  in  holy  fight. 
The  Paynim's  scourge,  the  Christian's  might ! 
Ulric !  what  mean*st  thou  7— not  a  thought 
Of  that  high  mind  with  guilt  is  fraught ! 
Soy,  for  which  glorious  trophy  won, 
Which  deed  of  martial  prowess  done ; 
Which  battle-field,  in  days  gone  by, 
GainM  by  his  valour,  most  he  die  7 


Away  *  't  is  not  ki»  lofty  i 
Their  sentence  hath  consign'd  to  shame ; 
*T  is  not  his  life  they  seek— recall 
Thy  words,  or  say  he  shaU  not  fall  •'* 

Then  sprung  forth  tears,  whose  blest  relief 
Gave  pleading  soAness  to  her  grief: 
*«  And  wilt  thou  not,  by  all  the  ties 
Of  our  affianced  love,'*  she  cries, 
**  By  all  my  soul  hath  fix'd  on  thee. 
Of  cherish'd  hope  for  years  to  be, 
Wilt  thou  not  aid  him  7  wilt  not  thou 
Shield  his  grey  head  from  danger  now  7 
And  didst  thou  not,  in  childhood's  mom. 
That  saw  our  youn?  afifection  born, 
Han^  round  bis  neck,  and  climb  his  knee, 
Bharmg  his  parent-smile  with  me  7 
Kind,  gentle  Ulric !  best  beloved ! 
Now  be  thy  faith  in  danger  proved ! 
Though  snares  and  terrors  round  him  wait. 
Thou  wilt  not  leave  him  to  his  fate ! 
Turn  not  away  in  cold  disdain ! 
— Shall  thine  own  Ella  plead  in  vain  7 
How  art  thou  changed !  and  must  I  bear 
That  frown,  that  stern,  averted  air? 
What  mean  they  7" 

"  Maiden,  need'st  tbou  ask  7 
These  featnres  wcsr  no  specious  mask  ! 
Doth  sorrow  mark  this  brow  and  eye 
With  characters  of  mystery  7 


This — tki$  is  anguish  ! — can  it  be  7 
And  plead'flt  thou  for  thy  sire  to  me  7 
Know  though  thy  prayers  a  death-pang  ([ivfi. 
He  must  not  meet  my  sight — and  live ! 
Well  may'st  thou  shudder .' — of  the  band 
Who  watch  in  secret  o'er  the  laud. 
Whose  thousand  swords  't  is  vain  to  shun, 
Th'  unknown,  th'  unslumbering — I  am  one . 
My  arm  defend  him ! — what  w«re  then 
Each  vow  that  binds  the  souls  of  men. 
Sworn  on  the  cross,  and  deeply  seaKd 
By  rites  that  may  not  be  reveal'd  7 
— ^A  breeze's  breath,  an  echo's  tone, 
A  passing  sound,  forgot  when  gone ! 
Nay,  shrmk  not  from  me-  —I  would  fly. 
That  he  by  other  hands  may  die ! 
What!  think'st  thou  I  would  live  to  trace 
Abhorrence  in  that  angcl.face  7 
Beside  thee  should  the  lover  stand. 
The  Other's  life-blood  on  his  brand  7 
No !  I  have  bade  my  home  adiuu< 
For  other  scenes  iniue  eyes  must  view ; 
Look  on  mc,  love !  now  all  is  known, 
OEUa!  must  I  fly  alone  7" 

But   she   was    changed;   scarce  heaved  1 
breath;  . 
She  stood  like  ime  prepared  for  death. 
And  wept  no  more ;  then,  casting  down 
From  her  fair  brows  the  nuptial  crown. 
As  joy's  last  vision  from  her  heart. 
Cried,  with  sad  firmness,  **  We  must  part ! 
'Tie  past*- these  bridal  flowers,  so  frail 
They  msy  not  brook  one  stormy  gale. 
Survive— too  dear  as  still  thou  art. 
Each  hope  they  imaged — we  roust  pArt ! 
One  struggle  vet—- and  all  is  o'er— 
We  love— and  may  we  meet  no  more ! 
Oh !  lif  tie  know'st  thou  of  the  power 
Affection  lends  in  danger's  hour. 
To  deem  that  fate  should  thus  divide 
My  footsteps  from  a  father's  side ! 
Speed  thou  to  other  shores — I  go 
To  share  his  wanderings  and  his  woe ; 
Where'er  his  path  of  thorns  may  lead, 
Whate'er  his  doom,  by  Heaven  decreed. 
If  there  be  guardian  powers  above, 
To  nerve  the  heart  of  filial  love; 
If  courage  may  be  won  by  prayer. 
Or  strength  by  duty — I  can  bear  i 
Farewell !— though  in  that  sound  be  yean 
Of  blighted  hopes  and  fruitless  tears. 
Though  the  soul  vibrate  to  iU  knell 
Of  joys  departed— yet,  fareweU  •" 

Was  (kit  the  maid  who  seem'd,  erewhiki 
Bom  but  to  meet  life's  vernal  smile  7 
A  being,  almijst  on  the  wing. 
As  an  embodied  breeze  of  spring  ? 
A  child  of  beauty  and  of  bliss, 
Sent  from  Wftne  purer  sphere  to  this, 
Not,  in  her  exile,  to  sustain 
The  trial  of  one  earthly  pam ; 
But,  as  a  sunbeam,  on  to  move, 
Wak'ning  all  hearts  to  joy  and  knfet 
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That  aiiy  form,  with  footHept  frae, 

And  radiant  glance— could  this  be  ah«  7 

From  her  fair  cheek  the  rote  waa  gone. 

Her  eje*8  blue  sparkle  thence  had  flown. 

Of  all  its  vivid  glow  bereft. 

Each  playful  charm  her  lip  bad  left ; 

But  what  were  theso  7  on  that  young  fiioe, 

Far  nobler  beauty  fiird  their  place ! 

*T  was  not  the  pride  that  scorns  to  bend. 

Though  all  the  boils  of  Heaven  descend ; 

Not  the  fierce  grandeur  of  despair. 

That  half  exults  iU  fate  to  dare ; 

Nor  that  wild  energy  which  leads 

Th*  enthusiast  to  fanatic  deeds : 

Her  mien,  by  sorrow  unsubdued. 

Was  fix'd  in  silent  fortitude ; 

Not  U)  its  haughty  strength  elate, 

But  calmly,  mournfully  sedate. 

*T  was  strange,  yet  lovely  to  behold 

That  spirit  in  so  fair  a  mould. 

As  if  a  ro8e-tree*s  tender  form. 

Unbent,  unbroke,  should  meet  the  storm. 

One  look  she  cast,  wbera  firmness  strove 
With  the  deep  pangs  of  parting  love ; 
One  tear  a  moment  in  her  eye 
Dlmm*d  the  pure  light  of  constancy ; 
And  pressing,  as  to  still  her  heart,   ' 
She  turn*d  in  silence  to  depart 
But  Ulric,  as  to  frenzy  wrought. 
Then  started  from  his  trance  of  thought: 
••  Stay  thee,  oh,  stay !— it  must  not  be— 
All,  all  were  well  resigned  for  thee ! 
Stay !  till  my  soul  each  vow  disown, 
But  those  which  make  me  thine  alone ! 
If  there  be  guilt — there  is  no  shrine 
More  holy  than  that  heart  of  thine  ; 
7%ers  be  my  crime  absolved— I  take 
Thie  cup  of  shame  for  thy  dear  sake. 
Of  thmnel  oh  no !  to  virtue  true, 
Where  thou  art,  there  is  glory  too ! 
Go  now !  and  to  thy  sire  impart. 
He  hath  a  shield  in  U!ric*s  heart. 
And  thou  a  home ! — ^remain,  or  flee. 
In  life,  in  death— I  follow  thee  !** 

**  There  shall  not  rest  one  cloud  of  shame. 
Oh  Ulric !  on  thy  lofly  name ; 
There  shall  not  one  accusing  word 
Against  thy  spotless  faith  be  heard! 
Thy  path  is  where  the  brave  rush  on, 
Thy  ooQrBe  must  be  where  palms  are  won ; 
Where  banners  wave,  and  falchions  glare, 
Son  of  the  mighty !  be  thou  there ! 
Think  on  the  glorious  names  that  shine 
Along  thy  sire*s  msjestlc  line ; 
Oh,  last  of  that  illustrious  race ! 
Thou  wcrt  not  born  to  meet  disgrace ! 
Well,  well  I  know  each  grief,  each  pain, 
Thy  spirit  noblv  could  sustsin : 
E'en  I  unshrinking  see  them  near. 
And  what  hast  thou  to  do  with  fear? 
But  when  hath  warrior   calmly  borne 
The  cold  and  bitter  smile  of  scorn  7 
*Tu  not  for  thee^thy  soul  bath  force 
To  C9IM  with  all  things^- but  lemorse; 


And  thus  my  brightest  thought  shall  b^ 
Thou  hast  not  braved  its  pangs  for  me- 
Go !  break  thou  not  one  solemn  vow. 
Closed  be  the  fearful  conflict  now ; 
Go !  but  forget  not  how  my  heart 
Still  at  tbv  name  will  proudly  start. 
When  chiefUins  hear,  and  minstrels  ieH, 
Thy  deeds  of  gkwy— fare  thee  well  !** 

And  thus  they  parted — why  recall 
The  scene  of  anguish  known  to  all  7 
The  burst  of  teara,  the  blush  of  pride. 
That  fain  those  fruitless  teara  would  Iud0£ 
The  lingering  look,  the  last  embrace, 
Oh !  what  avails  it  to  retrace  7 
They  parted — in  that  bitter  word 
A  thousand  tones  of  grief  are  heard. 
Whose  deeplv-seated  echoes  rest 
In  the  far  ceils  of  evtrj  breast : 
Who  hath  not  known,  who  ahall  not  know 
That  keen,  yet  most  ftmiliar  woe  7 
Whero'er  anection*B  home  is  found. 
It  meets  her  on  the  holy  ground  r 
The  cloud  of  every  summer  hour. 
The  canker-worm  of  every  flower  ; 
Who  but  hath  proved,  or  yet  shall  prof«b 
That  mortal  ago^y  of  love  7 

Tlie  autumn  moon  slept  bright  and  still 
On  fading  wood  and  purple  hiU ; 
The  vintager  had  hush*d  his  hy. 
The  fisher  shunn*d  the  blase  of  daj. 
And  silence,  o*er  each  green  recess. 
Brooded  in  misty  sultriness. 
But  soon  a  low  and  measured  sound 
Broke  on  the  deep  repose  around ; 
;  From  Lindheim*s  tower  a  glancing  oar 
>  bade  the  stream  ripple  to  tlie  shore. 
Sweet  was  that  sound  of  waves  which  put0« 
l*he  fond,  the  true,  the  noble-hearted ; 
And  smoothly  seem*d  the  bark  to  glide, 
And  brightly  flowM  the  reckless  tide. 
Though,  mingling  with  its  current,  fell 
The  last  warm  teara  of  love's  forewelL 


Part  II. 

Sweet  is  the  gloom  of  forest  shades, 
Their  pillar'd  walks  and  dim  arcades. 
With  all  the  thoussnd  flowers  that  blow, 
A  waste  of  loveliness,  below. 
To  him  whose  soul  the  world  would  fly, 
For  Nature's  lonely  majesty : 
To  bard,  when  wrapt  in  mighty  themes. 
To  lover,  lost  in  fairy  dreams. 
To  hermit,  whose  prophetic  thought 
By  fits  a  gleam  of  heaven  hath  caught. 
And,  in  the  visions  of  his  rest, 
j  Held  bright  communion  with  the  blest ; 
'  *T  is  sweet,  but  solemn— there  alike 
Silence  and  sound  with  awe  can  strike. 
The  deep  Eolian  murmur  made 
By  sighing  breeze  and  rustling  shade, 
And  cavem'd  fountain  gashing  nigh, 
And  wild-bee's  plaintive  lullaby. 
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Or  the  dead  bUUiiom  of  the  bowois, 

When  dark  the  BUiDmer4einpeet  loweis  s 

!fVheii  eilent  Nature  eeeros  to  wait 

The  i^atherin^  Thunder*!  voice  of  fate, 

When  the  aspen  scarcely  waves  in  air. 

And  the  clouds  collect  &>r  the  lightning's  glare, 

£ach,  each  alike  is  awful  there, 

And  thrills  the  soul  with  feelings  high. 

As  some  majestic  harmony. 

Buf  she,  the  maid,  whose  footsteps  traced 
Each  green  retreat,  in  breathless  haste, 
Young  Ella  lingered  not,  to  hear 
The  wood-notes,  lost  on  mourner's  ear ; 
The  shivering  leaf,  the  breeze's  play, 
The  fountain's  gush,  the  wild-bird's  lay ; 
These  charm  not  now — her  sire  she  sought. 
With  trembling  frame,  with  anxious  thought. 
And,  starting,  if  a  forest  deer 
But  moved  the  rustling  branches  near, 
First  felt  that  innocence  may  fear. 

She  reach'd  a  lone  and  shadowy  dell. 
Where  the  free  sunbeam  never  iell ; 
'T  was  twilight  there  at  snmmer.noon. 
Deep  night  beneath  the  harvest-moon. 
And  scarce  might  one  bright  star  be  seeii 
Gleaming  the  tangled  boughs  between ; 
For  many  u  giant  rock  around, 
Dark,  in  terrific  grandeur,  frown'd. 
And  the  ancient  oaks,  that  waved  on  high. 
Shut  out  each  glimpse  of  the  blessed  sky ; 
There  the  cold  spring,  in  its  shadowy  cave. 
Ne'er  to  Heaven's  b^m  one  sparkle  gave. 
And  the  wild<iflower,  on  its  brink  that  grew, 
Caught  not  from  day  one  glowing  hue. 

'T  was  said,  some  fearful  deed  untold. 
Had  stain'd  that  scene  in  davs  of  old ; 
Tradition  o'er  the  haunt  had  thrown 
A  shade  yet  deeper  than  its  own. 
And  still,  amidst  th'  umbrageous  gloom* 
Perchance  above  some  victim's  tomb, 
O'ergrown  with  ivy  and  with  moes. 
There  stood  a  rudely-sculptured  Cross, 
Which  haply  silent  record  bore. 
Of  guilt  and  penitence  of  yore. 

Who  by  that  holy  sign  was  kneeling, 
With  brow  unutter'd  pangs  revealing. 
Hands  dasp'd  convulsively  in  praver. 
And  lifled  eyes  and  streaming  hair. 
And  cheek,  all  pale  as  marble  mould. 
Seen  by  the  moonbeam's  radiance  cdd? 
Was  it  some  image  of  despair, 
Still  fix'd  that  sUmp  of  woe  to  bear  7 
—Oh  !  ne'er  could  Art  her  forms  have  wrought. 
To  speak  such  agonies  of  thought ! 
Those  death-Iike  features  gave  to  view 
A  mortal's  pangs,  too  deep  and  true ! 
Starting  he  rose,  with  frenzied  eye, 
As  Ella's  hurried  step  drew  nigh  ; 
He  tum'd  with  aspect  darkly  wild. 
Trembling  he  stood — before  his  child ! 
On,  with  a  burst  of  tears,  she  sprungt 
And  to  her  Other's  bosom  clung. 


*•  Away !  what  seek'st  then  here  f  he  cried. 
**  Act  thou  not  now  thine  Ulric's  bride  7 
Hence,  leave  me,  leave  me  to  await. 
In  solitude,  the  storm  of  Fate ; 
Thou  know'st  not  what  my  doom  mi^j  be« 
Ere  evening  comes  in  pe;ice  to  thee." 

■*  Mv  father  1  shall  the  joyous  throng 
Swell  high  fur  me  the  bridal  song  7 
Shall  the  gay  nuptial  board  be  aprew]. 
The  festal  carland  bind  my  head. 
And  thou,  m  grief,  in  peril,  roam. 
And  make  the  wilderness  thy  home  7 
No !  I  am  here,  with  thee  to  share 
All  sufiering  mortal  strength  may  bear ; 
And,  oh !  whate'er  thy  foes  decree. 
In  life,  in  death,  in  chains,  or  free; 
Well,  well  I  feel,  in  thee  secure. 
Thy  heart  and  hand  alike  are  pure  T* 

Then  was  there  meaning  in  his  look, 
Which  deep  that  trusting  spirit  shook ; 
So  wildly  did  each  glance  express 
The  strife  of  shame  and  bitterness : 
And  thus  he  spoke :  ^  Fond  dreams,  oh  hence  1 
Is  this  the  mien  of  Innocence  7 
This  furrow'd  brow,  this  restless  eye. 
Read  thou  this  fearful  tale— and  fly ! 
Is  it  enough  7  or  must  I  seek 
For  wordtt  the  tale  of  guilt  to  speak  7 
Then  be  it  so — I  will  not  doom 
Thy  youth  to  wither  in  its  bloom ; 
I  will  i^ot  see  thy  tender  frame  • 
Bow'd  to  the  earth  with  fear  and  shame. 
No !  though  I  teach  thee  to  abhor 
The  sire,  so  fondly  loved  before ; 
Though  the  dread  effort  rend  my  breast. 
Yet  shalt  thou  leave  me  and  be  blest : 
Oh !  bitter  penance !  thou  wilt  turn 
Away  in  horror  and  in  scorn ; 
Th^  looks,  that  still  through  all  the  past 
A£(ection's  gentlest  beams  have  cast. 
As  liffhtning  on  my  heart  will  fall. 
And  I  must  mark  and  bear  it  all ! 
Yet  though  of  life's  best  ties  bereaved. 
Thou  shut  not,  must  not  be  deceived ! 
I  linger — let  me  speed  the  tale. 
Ere  voice,  and  thought,  and  memory  fail. 
Why  should  I  falter  thus,  to  tell 
What  Heaven  so  long  hath  known  too  well ! 
Yes !  though  from  mortal  sight  conceal'd, 
Tkere  hath  a  brother's  blood  appeal'd ! 
He  died — 't  was  not  where  banners  wave 
And  war-steeds  trample  on  the  brave; 
He  died — it  was  in  Holy  Land ; 
Yet  fell  he  not  by  Paynim  hand ; 
He  sleeps  not  with  his  sires  at  rest. 
With  trophied  shield  and  knightly  crest; 
Unknown  his  grave  to  kindred  eyes, 
— But  I  can  teU  thee  where  he  lieb ! 
It  was  a  wild  and  savage  spot. 
But  once  beheld — and  ne'er  forgot! 
I  see  it  now— that  haunted  scene 
My  spirit's  dwelling  still  hath  been ; 
And  he  is  there— I  see  him  laid 
Beneath  that  palm-tree's  lonely  ahaik 
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The  foaDUin.vaT«  that  sparkles  nigh, 
Bears  vvitness  with  its  crimson  dye  ! 
I  see  th*  accusing  glance  be  raised. 
Ere  that  dim  eye  by  death  was  glased ; 
— Ne*er  will  that  parting  look  forgive ! 
I  still  behold  it— and  I  live ! 
I  live !  from  hope,  from  mercy  driven, 
A  mark  for  all  the  shafts  of  Heaven ! 

"  Yet  hsd  I  wrongs  t  by  fraud  he  won 
My  birth-right— and  my  child,  my  son. 
Heir  to  high  name,  high  fortune  born, 
Was  doom'd  to  penary  and  scorn. 
An  alien  *midi«t  his  fathers*  halls. 
An  exile  from  his  native  walls. 
Could  I  benr  this?— the  rankling  thought. 
Deep,  dark,  within  my  bosom  wrought ; 
Some  serpent,  kindling  hate  and  guile, 
Lurk*d  in  my  infant's  rosy  smile. 
And  when  his  accents  lisp*d  my  name, 
They  woke  my  inmost  heart  to  flame ! 
I  straggled — are  there  evil  powers 
That  claim  their  own  ascendant  hours? 
<i-0 !  what  should  thine  anspotted  soal 
Or  know  or  fear  of  their  control  7 
Why  on  the  fearful  conflict  dwell  ? 
Vainly  I  straggled — and  I  fell : 
Cast  down  from  every  hope  of  bliss. 
Too  well  thou  know*st  to  what  abyss! 

'**Twas  done^that  moment  harried  by 
To  darken  all  eternity ! 
Years  roird  away,  long,  evil  years. 
Of  woes,  of  fetters,  and  of  fears ; 
Nor  aught  bat  vain  remorse  I  gain*d. 
By  the  deep  guilt  my  soal  which  stainM ; 
For,  long  a  captive  m  the  lands 
Where  Arabs  tread  their  barning  sands, 
The  haunted  midnight  of  the  mmd 
Was  round  mc  while  in  chains  I  pined. 
By  all  ibrgotten  save  by  one 
Dread  presence— which  I  could  not  shun. 

**  How  oft,  when  o^er  the  silent  waste 
Nor  path  nor  landmark  might  be  traced. 
When  slumbering  by  the  watch-fire's  ray. 
The  Wanderers  of  the  Desert  lay. 
And  stars,  as  o'er  an  ocean,  shone. 
Vigil  I  kept — but  not  alone ! 
That  form,  that  image  from  the  dead. 
Still  walk'd  the  wild  with  soundless  tread ! 
I  've  seen  it  in  the  fiery  blast, 
I  've  seen  it  where  the  sand-storms  pass'd ; 
Beside  the  Desert's  fount  it  stood, 
Tinging  the  clear  cold  wave  with  blood ; 
And  e'en  when  viewless,  by  the  fear 
Curdling  my  veins,  I  knev  *t  was  near ! 
— Wfls  near !— I  feel  th'  unearthly  thrill. 
Its  power  is  on  my  spirit  still ! 
A  mystic  influence,  undefined. 
The  spell,  the  shadow  of  my  mind ! 

**  Wilt  thou  yet  linger  7 — time  speeds  on ; 
One  last  farewell,  and  then  begone  I 
Unclasp  the  hands  that  shade  thy  brow, 
And  kt  me  read  thine  aspect  note  / 


No!  stay  thee  yet,  and  learn  the  meed 
Heaven's  justice  to  my  crime  decreed. 
Stow  came  the  day  that  broke  my  chain* 
But  I  at  length  was  free  again ; 
And  freedom  brings  a  burst  of  joy. 
E'en  gnilt  itself  can  scarce  destroy. 
I  thought  upon  my  own  fair  towers. 
My  native  Rhine's  gay  vineyard  bowen^ 
And,  in  a  fether's  visions  press'd 
Thee  and  thy  brother  to  my  breast 

**  Twas  but  in  visions— canst  thou  jttt 
Recall  the  moment  when  we  met  7 
Thy  step  to  greet  mo  lightly  sprung. 
Thy  arms  around  me  fondly  clung ; 
Scarce  aught  than  infant-seraph  less, 
Seem'd  thy  pure  childhood's  loveliness ; 
But  he  was  gone — ^that  son,  for  whom 
I  rush'd  on  guilt's  eternal  doom. 
He  for  whone  sake  alone  were  given 
My  peace  on  earth,  my  hope  in  Heaven, 
He  met  me  not — A  ruthless  hand. 
Whose  name  with  terror  fill'd  the  land. 
Fierce  outlaws  of  the  wood  and  wild. 
Had  refl  the  father  of  his  child. 
Foes  to  my  race,  the  hate  they  nursed. 
Full  on  that  cherish'd  scion  burst 
Unknown  bis  fate. — No  parent  nigh. 
My  boy  !  my  first-born !  didst  thou  die  t 
Or  did  they  spare  thee  for  a  life 
Of  shame,  of  rapine,  and  of  strife? 
Livest  thou,  unfriended,  unallied, 
A  wanderer,  lost  without  a  guide  ? 
Oh  !  to  thy  fkte's  myRterious  gloom 
Blest  were  the  darkness  of  the  tomb  ! 

**  Ella !  't  is  done— my  guilty  heart 
Before  thee  sil  onveil'd— depart ! 
Few  pangs  H  will  cost  thee  now  to  fly 
From  one  so  stain'd,  so  lost,  as  I ; 
Yet  peace  to  thine  untainted  breast. 
E'en  though  it  hate  me— be  thou  blest ! 
Farewell !  thou  shalt  not  linger  here ; 
E'en  now  th'  avenger  may  be  near : 
Where'er  I  turn,  the  foe,  the  snare ; 
The  dagger,  may  be  arobosh'd  there ; 
One  hour — and  haply  all  is  o'er, 
And  we  most  meet  on  earth  no  more ; 
No,  nor  beyond ! — to  those  pure  skies 
Where  thoa  shalt  be,  I  may  not  rise ; 
Heaven's  will  for  ever  parte  our  lot. 
Yet  oh !  my  child  I  abhor  me  not ! 
Speak  once !  to  soothe  this  broken  heart. 
Speak  to  me  once !  and  then  depart!" 

But  still — as  if  each  pulse  were  dead. 
Mute — as  the  power  of  speech  were  fled, 
Pale~-a6  if  life-blood  ceased  to  warm 
The  marble  beauty  of  her  form ; 
On  the  dark  rock  she  lean'd  her  head. 
That  seem'd  as  there  't  were  riveted. 
And  dropt  the  hands,  till  then  which  preas*d 
Her  burning  brow,  or  throbbing  breast 
There  beam'd  no  tear-drop  in  her  eye, 
I  And  from  her  lip  there  breathed  no  sigh 
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And  OD  her  brow  no  trace  there  dwelt. 
That  told  she  sufferM  or  she  felt 
All  that  once  ^low*d,  or  smiled,  or  beam'd, 
Now  <U*d,  and  qaench'd,  and  froien  seem*d ; 
And  long  her  sire,  in  wild  dismay, 
Deem*d  her  pure  spirit  passM  awaj. 

Bat  life  retarn*d.    0*cr  that  cold  frame 
One  deep  convalsive  shudder  came, 
And  a  faint  light  her  e^e  relnmed. 
And  sad  resolve  her  mien  assomed ; 
But  there  was  horror  in  the  gaae, 
Which  jet  to  his  she  dare  not  raise, 
And  her  sad  accents,  wild  and  low, 
As  rising  from  a  depth  of  woe, 
At  first  with  hurried  trembling  broke, 
But  gather*d  firmness  as  she  spoke. 

**  I  leave  thee  not — whatever  betide. 
My  footstep  shall  not  quit  thy  side ; 
Pangs,  keen  as  deatli,  my  soul  may  thriD, 
But  yet  thou  art  my  fiither  still ! 
And,  oh !  if  slain'd  by  guilty  deed. 
For  some  kind  spirit,  tenfold  need, 
To  speak  of  Heaven's  sbsolving  love. 
And  wafl  desponding  thought  above. 
Is  there  not  power  in  mercy's  wave, 
The  bkiod^tain  from  tliy  soul  to  lave  7 
Is  there  not  balm  to  heal  despair, 
In  tears,  in  penitence,  in  prayer  7 
My  &ther !  kneel  at  His  pure  shrine 
Who  died  to  expiate  guilt  like  thine, 
Weep— and  my  tears  with  thine  shall  blend. 
Pray — while  my  prayers  with  thine  ascend, 
And,  as  oar  mingling  sorrows  rise, 
Heaven  will  relent,  though  earth  despise  !** 

"  My  child,  my  child !  these  bursting  tears. 
The  first  mine  eyes  have  shed  for  years. 
Though  deepest  conflicts  they  eipress. 
Yet  m>w  not  all  in  bitterness ! 
Oh !  tlioo  hast  bid  a  wither*d  heart 
From  desolation's  slumber  start. 
Thy  voice  of  pity  and  of  love 
Seems  o*er  its  icy  depths  to  move 
E'en  as  a  breeze  of  health,  which  brings 
Life,  hope,  and  healing,  on  its  wings. 
And  there  is  mercy  yet !   I  feel 
Its  influence  o'er  my  spirit  steal ; 
How  welcome  were  each  pang  below, 
If  ^ilt  might  be  atoned  by  woe ! 
Thmk'st  thou  I  yet  may  be  forgiven  7 
Shall  prayers  unclose  the  gate  of  Heaven  7 
Oh !  if  it  yet  avail  to  plead, 
If  judgment  be  not  yet  decreed, 
Our  hearts  shall  blend  their  suppliant  cry, 
Till  paidon  shall  be  seal'd  on  high ! 
Yet,  yet  I  shrink ! — will  Mercy  shed 
Her  dews  upon  this  fallen  head  7 
—Kneel,  Ella,  kneel !  till  full  and  free 
Descend  fi>rgiveness,  won  by  thee  !'* 

They  knelt »— before  the  Cross,  that  sign 
Of  love  eternal  and  divine ; 
That  symbol,  which  so  long  hath  stood 
A  rock  of  strength,  on  time's  dark  floods 


Clasp'd  by  despairing  hands,  and  laved 
By  the  warm  tears  of  nations  saved ; 
In  one  deep  prayer  their  spirits  blent. 
The  guilty  and  tlie  innocent ; 
Youth,  pure  as  if  from  Heaven  its  birth. 
Age,  soU'd  with  every  suin  of  earth, 
Knelt,  offering  up  one  heart,  one  cry, 
One  sacrifice  of  agony. 

Oh !  blest,  though  bitter  be  their  souroe, 
Though  dark  the  fountain  of  remorse, 
Blest  are  the  tears  which  pour  from  thence, 
Th'  atoning  stream  of  penitence  I 
And  let  not  pity  check  the  tide 
By  which  the  heart  is  purified ; 
Let  not  vain  comfort  turn  its  course. 
Or  timid  love  repress  its  force ! 
Go !  bind  the  flood,  whose  waves  expand. 
To  bear  luxuriance  o'er  the  land ; 
Forbid  the  life-restoring  rains 
To  fall  on  Afric's  burnmg  plains ; 
Close  up  the  fount  that  guah*d  to  cheer 

The  pilgrim  o'er  the  waste  who  trode; 
But  check  thou  not  one  holy  tear. 

Which  Penitence  devotes  to  God ! 

Through  scenes  so  lone  the  wild-deer  ne'«r 
Was  roused  by  huntsman's  bugle  there; 
So  rude,  that  scarce  might  human  eye 
Sustain  their  dread  sublimity ; 
So  awful,  that  the  timid  swain. 
Nurtured  amidst  their  dark  domain. 
Had  peopled,  with  unearthly  forms. 
Their  mists,  their  forests,  and  their  storms ; 
She,  whose  blue  eye,  of  laughing  light. 
Once  made  each  festal  scene  more  bright ; 
Whose  voice  in  song  of  joy  was  sweetest, 
Whose  step  in  dance  of  mirth  was  fleetest, 
By  torrent-wave,  and  mountain-brow, 
Is  wandering  as  an  outcast  now. 
To  share  with  Lindheim's  fallen  chiefs 
His  shame,  his  terror,  and  hu  grie£ 

Hast  thou  not  mark'd  the  mill's  flower, 

That  blooms  in  solitary  grace. 
And,  faithful  to  its  mopldering  tower. 

Waves  in  the  banner's  place  7 
From  those  grey  haunts  renown  bath  passed 
Time  wins  his  heritage  at  last; 
Thia  day  of  glory  hath  gone  by, 
With  all  its  pomp  and  minstrelsy; 
Yet  still  the  flower  of  golden  hues 
There  loves  its  frsmnce  to  diffuse. 
To  fsUcn  and  forsaken  things 
With  constancy  onalter'd  dings. 
And,  smiling  o'er  the  wreck  of  state. 
With  beauty  clothes  the  desolate. 

CTen  such  was  she,  the  (air.hair'd  maic 
In  all  her  light  of  youth  array'd. 
Forsaking  every  joy  below, 
To  soothe  a  guUty  parent's  woe. 
And  dinging  thus,  in  beauty's  prime, 
To  the  dark  ruin  made  by  crime. 
Oh !  ne'er  did  Heaven's  propitious  evea 
Smile  on  a  purer  ^a^^rifioo ; 
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Ne'er  did  young  love,  at  daty't  shriiM^ 

More  nobly  brighter  hopes  renii^n ! 

0*er  her  own  pangs  she  brooded  not, 

Nor  sunk  beneath  her  hitter  lot ; 

No !  that  pure  spirit's  lofly  worth 

Still  rose  more  buoyantly  iroiu  earth. 

And  drew  from  an  eternal  source 

Its  gentle,  yet  triumphant  force ; 

Roused  by  affliction's  chastening  might 

To  energies  more  calmly  bright. 

Like  the  wild  harp  of  airy  sigh. 

Woke  h^  the  storm  to  harmony ! 

lie  that  in  mountain  holds  hath  sooghi 

A  refuge  for  unconquer'd  thought, 

A  chartered  home,  where  Freedom's  child 

Might  rear  her  altars  in  the  wild, 

And  fix  her  quenchless  torch  on  high, 

A  beacon  for  Eternity  ; 

Or  they,  whose  martyr-spitits  wage 

Proud  war  with  Persecution's  rage, 

And  to  the  deserts  bear  the  faith 

That  bids  them  smile  on  chains  and  death ; 

Weil  may  they  draw,  from  all  around, 

Of  grandeur  clothed  in  form  and  sound, 

From  the  deep  power  of  eartli  and  sky. 

Wild  nature's  might  of  majesty, 

Strong  energies,  immortal  ires. 

High  hopes,  magnificent  desires  I 

But  dark,  terrific,  and  austere. 
To  Asm  doth  Nature's  mien  appear. 
Who,  'midst  her  wilds,  would  seek  tepom 
From  guilty  pangs  and  vengeful  foes  I 
For  him  the  wind  hath  music  dread, 
A  dirffe-like  voice  that  mourns  the  dead ; 
The  Brest's  whuper  breathes  a  tone. 
Appalling,  as  ftom  worlds  unknown  ; 
The  mvstic  gloom  of  wood  and  cave 
Is  fiU'd  with  shadows  of  the  grave ; 
In  noon's  deep  calm  the  sanlwams  dart 
A  blaze  that  seems  to  search  his  heart; 
The  pore,  eternal  stars  of  night, 
Upbiaid  him  with  their  silent  light. 
And  the  dread  spirit,  which  pervades 
And  hallows  earth's  roost  lonely  shades. 
In  every  scene,  in  every  hour, 
Surrounds  him  with  chastising  power. 
With  nameless  fear  his  soul  to  thrill. 
Heard,  felt,  acknowledged,  present  still  i 

*Twas  the  chilly  oUmb  of  an  Autumn  day, 
And  the  leaves  fell  thick  o'er  the  wanderers*  way, 
The  rustling  pines,  with  a  hoUuw  sound. 
Foretold  the  tempest  gathering  round, 
And  the  skirts  of  the  western  clouds  were  spread 
With  a  tinge  of  wild  and  stormy  red, 
That  seem'd,  through  the  twilight  forest  bowers 
Like  the  glare  of  a  city's  blazing  towers ; 
But  they,  who  far  from  cities  fled. 
And  shrunk  from  the  print  of  human  tread, 
Had  reach'd  a  desert-scene  unknown. 
So  strangely  wild,  so  deeply  lone. 
That  a  nameless  feeling,  unconfess'd 
And  undefined,  their,  souls  oppress'd. 
Rocks  piled  on  rocks,  around  them  horPd, 
Lay  like  the  ruins  of  a  world. 


Left  by  an  earthquake's  final  throes 

In  deep  and  desolate  repose ; 

Things  of  eternity,  whose  forms 

Bore  record  of  ten  thousand  storms ! 

While,  rearing  its  colossal  crest 

In  sullen  grandeur  o'er  the  rest. 

One,  like  a  pillar,  vast  and  rude. 

Stood  monarch  of  the  aolitnde. 

Perchance  by  Roman  conqueror's  hand 

Th'  enduring  monument  was  plann'd  ; 
I  Or  Odin*s  sons,  in  days  gone  by, 
j  Had  shaped  its  rough  immensity, 
I  To  rear,  'midst  mountain,  rock,  and  wood, 
I A  temple  meet  for  rites  c^  bkwd. 
I  But  they  were  gone,  who  might  have  told 
I  That  secret  of  the  times  of  dd. 

And  there,  in  silent  scorn,  it  frowned. 

O'er  all  iu  vast  coevals  round. 
I  Darkl V  those  giant  masses  lower'd, 
'Countless  and  motionless  they  towerM ; 
JNo  wildoflower  o'er  their  summits  hong, 
I  No  fountain  from  their  caverns  sprung  j 
I  Yet  ever  on  the  wanderers'  ear 

Murmur'd  a  sound  of  waters  near. 

With  music  deep  of  lulling  falls, 

And  louder  gush,  at  intervals. 

Unknown  its  source— nor  spring  nor  stBesm 

Caught  the  red  sunset's  lingering  ^leam, 

But  ceaseless,  from  its  hidden  caves. 

Arose  that  mystic  voice  of  waves.  (1) 

Tet  bosom'd  *midst  that  savage  soen^ 
One  chosen  spot  of  gentler  mien 
Gave  promise  to  the  pilgrim's  eys 
Of  shelter  from  the  tempest  nigh. 
Glad  sight  I  the  ivied  cross  it  bore. 
The  sculptured  saint  that  crown'd  its  door ; 
Less  welcome  now  were  monarch's  dome. 
Than  that  few  cell,  some  hermit's  home. 
Thither  the  outcasts  bent  their  way. 
By  the  last  lingering  gleam  of  day, 
when  firom  a  oavem'd  rock,  which  cast 
Deep  shadows  o'er  them  as  they  pass'd, 
A  fi>rm,  a  warrior-form  of  might. 
As  firom  earth's  bosom,  sprung  to  sight. 
His  port  was  kifty— -yet  the  heart 
Shrunk  from  him  with  recoiling  start; 
His  mien  was  youthfhl— yet  his  fibee 
Had  nought  of  youth's  ingenuous  graos; 
Nor  chivalrous,  nor  tender  thought. 
Its  traces  on  his  brow  had  wroi^t; 
Yet  dwelt  no  fieroeness  in  his  eye, 
I  But  calm  and  cold  severity, 
I A  spirit  haughtily  austere. 
Stranger  to  pity  as  to  fear. 
I  It  seem'd  as  pride  had  thrown  a  veil 
O'er  that  dark  brow  and  visage  pale. 
Leaving  the  searcher  nought  to  guess, 
All  was  so  fiz'd  and  passionless. 

He  spoke-^and  they  who  heard  ibt  tona 
I  Felt,  deeply  felt,  all  hope  was  flown. 
**  I  've  sought  thee  far  in  forest  bowers, 
jl  've  sought  thee  long  in  peopled  towers^ 
i  I  *ve  home  the  dagger  of  th'  Unemowii 
i  Through  scenes  explored  by  me  alona ; 
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My  seueh  w  dosed — ^nor  toils,  nor  fbars. 
Repel  the  servant  of  the  Seers ; 
We  meet — 't  is  vain  to  strive  or  fly, 
Albert  of  Lindheim— thoa  must  die  !** 

Then  with  ciosp'd  hands  the  fkir-hairM  maid 
Sunk  at  his  feet  and  wildly  pray*d : — 
**  Stay,  stay  thee !  sheathe  that  lifted  steel ! 
Oh  !  thou  art  human,  and  canst  feel ! 
Hear  me !  if  e*er  'twas  thine  to  prove 
The  blessing  of  a  parent's  love ; 
By  thine  own  father's  hoary  hair, 
B^  her  who  gave  thee  being,  spare ! 
Did  they  not,  o*er  thy  infant  years. 
Keep  watch,  in  sleepless  hopes  and  fears ! 
Young  warrior !  thou  wilt  heed  my  prnyersi 
As  thou  would'st  hope  for  grace  to  theirs  I" 

But  cold  th*  ATenger's  look  remain'd, 
His  brow  its  rigid  calm  maintain'd : 
**  Maiden !  't  is  vain^-my  bosom  ne'er 
Waa  consoioos  of  a  parent's  care ; 
The  nurture  of  my  infant  years 
Froze  in  my  soul  the  sonroe  of  tears ; 
T  is  not  for  me  to  pause  or  melt; 
Or  feel  as  happier  hearts  have  felt 
Away !  the  hour  of  fate  goes  by. 
Thy  prayers  are  fhiitlesflH-he  most  die !" 

*  Rise,  Ella !  rise,"  with  steadfimt  brow 
The  father  spoke;  nrahrinking  now. 
As  if  from  heaven  a  martyr's  strength 
Had  settled  on  his  soul  at  length ; 
**  Kneel  thou  no  more,  my  noble  child. 
Thou  by  no  taint  of  guilt  defiled ; 
Kneel  not  to  man  .*— -for  mortal  prayer, 
Qh  !  when  did  mortal  vengeance  spare? 
Since  hope  of  earthly  aid  is  flown, 
Lift  thy  pure  hands  to  Heaven  alone. 
And  know,  to  calm  thy  sufTeriDg  heart. 
My  spirit  is  resign'd  to  part ; 
Trusting  in  Him,  who  reads  and  knows 
Thb  gnilty  breast,  with  all  its  woes. 
Rise !  I  would  bless  thee  once  again, 
Be  still,  be  firm— for  all  is  vain !" 

And  she  toot  still — she  heard  him  not. 
Her  prayers  were  hush'd — ^her  pangs  forgot . 
All  thought,  all  memory  pass'd  away, 
Silent  and  motionless  she  lay, 
In  a  brief  death,  a  blest  suspense, 
Alike  of  agony  and  sense. 
She  saw  not  when  the  dag^r  gleam'd 
In  the  last  red  light  from  the  west  that  stre&m'd ; 
She  mark'd  not  when  the  life-blood's  flow 
Came  ruiihin|r  to  the  mortal  blow ; 
While,  unresisting,  sunk  her  sire, 
Tet  gathered  firmness  to  expire. 
Mingling  a  warrior'fe  courage  high. 
With  a  penitent's  humility. 
And  o'er  him  there  th'  Avenger  stood, 
And  watch'd  the  victim's  ebbing  blood, 
Still  calm,  as  if  his  faithful  hand 
Had  but  obey'd  some  just  command. 
Some  power,  whose  stem,  yet  righteous  will. 
He  doem'd  it  virtue  to  fhlfil, 
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And  triumph'd,  when  the  palm  was  won. 
For  duty's  task  austerely  done. 
• 
Bui  a  feeling  dread,  and  undefined^ 
A  mystic  presage  of  the  mind. 
With  strange  and  sudden  impulse  ran 
Chill  through  the  heart  of  the  dying  man. 
And  his  uoughts  found  voice,  and  his  boegm 

breath. 
And  it  seem'd  as  fear  suspended  death, 
And  Nature  from  her  terrors  drew 
Fresh  energy,  and  vigour  new. 

**  Thou  said'st  thy  lonely  bosom  ne'er 
Was  conscious  of  a  parent's  care; 
Thou  saidst  thy  lot,  in  cbiklhood's  years, 
Froze  in  thy  soul  the  source  of  teare: 
j  The  time  will  come,  when  thou,  with  me, 
The  judgment>throne  of  God  wilt  see. 
Oh !  by  thy  hopes  of  mercy,  then, 
By  His  blest  love  who  died  for  men, 
By  each  dread  rite,  and  shrine,  and  vow, 
Avenger !  I  adjure  thee  now ! 
To  him  who  bleeds  beneath  thy  steel. 
Thy  lineage  and  thy  name  reveal. 
And  haste  thee  !  for  his  closing  ear 
Hath  little  more  on  earth  to  hear^- 
Haste !  for  the  spirit,  almost  flown, 
Is  lingermg  for  thy  words  alone." 

Then  first  a  shade,  resembling  fear, 
Pass'd  o'er  th'  Avenger's  mien  austere ; 
A  nameless  awo  his  features  cross'd. 
Soon  in  their  haughty  coldness  lost 

**  What  wouldst  thou  7   Ask  the  rock  and  wiU 
And  bid  them  tell  thee  of  their  child ! 
Ask  the  rude  winds,  and  angry  skies, 
Whose  tempests  were  his  lullabies ! 
His  chambers  were  the  cave  and  wood« 
His  fosterers  men  of  wrath  and  blood ; 
Outcasts  alike  of  earth  and  heaven. 
By  wrongs  to  desperation  driven ! 
Who,  in  their  pupil,  now  could  trace 
The  features  of  a  nobler  race  7 
Yet  such  was  mine ! — if  one  who  cos 
A  look  of  anguish  o'er  the  past. 
Bore  faithful  record  on  the  day. 
When  penitent  in  death  he  lay. 
Bat  still  deep  shades  my  prospects  veil 
He  died—and  told  but  half  the  tale ; 
With  him  it  sleeps — I  only  know 
Enough  for  stern  and  silent  woe. 
For  vain  ambition's  deep  regret. 
For  hopes  deceived,  deceiving  yet. 
For  dreams  of  pride  that  vainly  tell 
How  high  a  lot  had  suited  well     . 
The  heir  of  some  illustrious  line, 
Heroes  and  chieftains  of  the  Rhine  ."* 

Then  swift  through  Albert's  bosom  pass  d 
One  pang,  the  keenest  and  the  last. 
Ere  with  his  spirit  fled  the  fears. 
The  sorrows,  and  the  pangs  of  years, 
And,  while  his  grey  hairs  swept  the  dust. 
Faltering  he  mormur'd,  **  Heaven  in  just . 
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For  thoe  that  deed  of  jruilt  wu  done, 
Bj  thee  avenged,  mj  Soo !  my  Son  !** 

The  day  was  doaed^the  moonbeam  abed 
Lif  ht  on  the  living  and  the  dead. 
And  at  throwh  rolUog  douda  it  broke. 
Young  Ella  irom  her  traneo  awoke— 
Awoke  to  bear,  to  feel,  to  know 
E*en  more  than  all  an  orphan'a  woe. 
Oh  !  no*er  did  moonbeam's  light  eerene 
With  beauty  clothe  a  aadder  aoene ! 
Tfa<cre,  cold  in  death,  the  father  alept. 
There,  pale  in  woe,  the  daughter  wept ! 
Yes !  the  might  weep— but  one  etood  nigfi. 
With  horror  in  hia  tearlesa  eye. 
That  eye  which  ne'er  again  ahall  doae 
In  the  deep  quiet  of  repoae; 
No  more  on  earth  beholding  anght. 
Save  one  dread  vision,  stampM  on  thonght 
But,  lost  in  grief^  the  Orphan  Maid 
HU  deeper  woe  bad  scarce  surveyed. 
Till  his  wild  voice  reveaPd  a  tale. 
Which  aeem*d  to  bid  the  Heavens  turn  pale ! 
He  caU*d  her,  *•  Sister  !**  and  the  word 
In  anguish  breathed,  in  terror  heard, 
ReveaTd  enough — all  else  were  weak. 
That  sound  a  thousand  panga  coold  speak* 
He  knelt  beside  that  breathless  clay. 
Which,  fiz'd  in  otter  stillneas,  hy— 
Knelt  till  his  soul  imbibed  each  trace,  , 

I-kdi  line  of  that  unconsdoos  face ; 
Knell,  till  his  eye  coold  bear  no  more, 
Those  marble  featurea  to  explore ; 
I'hen,  starting,  turning,  as  to  shnn 
The  image  thus  by  Memory  won, 
A  wild  farewell  to  her  he  bade. 
Who  by  the  dead  in  silence  pray*d. 
And,  frenzied  by  his  bitter  doom. 
Fled  thence— to  find  all  earth  a  tomb ! 

DajTs  passM  away !— and  Rhine's  fair  shore 
In  the  light  of  summer  smiled  once  more ; 
The  vines  were  purpling  on  the  hill. 
And  the  corn-fields  waved  in  the  sunshine  still : 
There  came  a  bark  up  the  noble  stream, 
With  pennons  that  shed  a  golden  gleam. 
With  the  flash  of  arms,  and  the  voice  of  song, 
Gliding  triumphantly  along ; 
For  warrior-forms  were  glittering  there. 
Whose  plumes  waved  light  in  tlie  whispering  air ; 
And  as  the  tones  of  oar  and  wave 
Their  measured  cadence  mingling  gave, 
*Twas  thus  th'  exulting  chorus  rose. 
While  many  an  echo  swellM  the  close  :— 

From  the  fields  where  dead  and  dymg. 
On  their  battle-bier  are  lying. 
Where  the  blood  unstanch'd  is  gashing, 
Where  the  steed  uncheck'd  is  rushing, 
Trairipling  o*cr  the  noble-hearted. 
Ere  the  spirit  yet  be  parted ; 
Where  each  breath  of  Heaven  is  swaying 
Knightly  plumes  and  banners  playing,   . 
And  the  clarion's  music  swelling 
CoUr  the  vultiirn  irom  his  dwelling; 


He  comes,  with  trophies  worthy  of  hia  h  %B^ 
The  son  of  heroes,  Ulrie  of  the  Rhino ! 
To  his  own  fair  woods,  enclosing 
Vales  in  sonny  peace  reposing, 
Where  his  native  stream  is  laving 
Banks,  with  golden  harvests  wavmg. 
And  the  summer  light  is  deeping 
On  the  grape,  through  tendrils  peeping; 
To  the  halls  where  harpa  are  ringing. 
Bards  the  praise  of  warriora  singing. 
Graceful  footsteps  bounding  flecUy, 
Joyous  voices  mingling  sweetly ; 
Where  the  cheek  of  mirth  b  glowing. 
And  the  wine-cup  brightly  flowing, 
He  comes,  with  trophies  wortliy  of  his  Uot 
The  son  of  heroes,  Ulric  of  the  Rhine. 

He  came — he  sought  his  Ella's  bowers. 
He  traversed  Lindheim's  lonely  towers ; 
But  voice  snd  footstep  thence  had  fled. 
As  fh)m  the  dwellings  of  the  dead, 
And  the  sounds  of  human  joy  and  woe 
Gave  place  to  the  moon  of  the  wave  below 
The  banner  still  the  rampart  crown'd. 
But  the  tall  rank  gross  waved  thick  aronnd 
Still  hung  the  arms  of  a  race  gone  by. 
In  the  blazon'd  halls  of  their  ancestry ; 
But  they  caught  no  more,  at  fall  of  night. 
The  wavering  flash  of  the  torch's  light; 
And  they  sent  thdr  echoes  forth  no  more. 
To  the  Minnesinger's  (2)  tuneful  lore. 
For  the  hands  that  touch'd  the  harp  were  gone 
And  the  hearts  were  cold  that  loved  its  tone; 
And  the  soul  of  the  chord  lay  mute  and  still. 
Save  when  the  wild  wind  bade  it  thrill. 
And  woke  from  its  depths  a  dream-like  moan. 
For  life,  and  power,  and  beauty  gone. 

The  warrior  tum'd  from  that  silent  scene, 
Where  a  voice  of  woe  had  welcome  been. 
And  his  heart  was  heavy  with  boding  thought 
As  the  forest-paths  alone  he  sought 
He  reacb'd  a  convent's  fiine,  that  stood 
Deep  hosom'd  in  luxuriant  wood  ; 
Still,  solemn,  fair— it  seem'd  a  spot 
Where  earthly  care  might  be  all  forgot. 
And  sounds  and  dreams  of  Heaven  alone. 
To  mnsing  spirit  might  be  known. 

And  sweet  e*en  then  were  the  soonda  that  nM» 
On  the  holy  and  profound  repose. 
Oh  !  they  oame  o'er  the  warrior's  breast. 
Like  a  glorious  anthem  of  the  blest; 
And  fear  and  sorrow  died  away. 
Before  the  full,  maiestio  lay. 
He  enter'd  the  seofuded  fane. 
Which  sent  forth  that  inspiring  strain; 
He  gazed — the  hallow'd  pile's  array 
Was  that  of  some  hif-h  festal  day ; 
Wreaths  of  ail  hoes  its  pillars  bound. 
Flowers  of  oil  scents  were  strew'd  aroond ; 
The  rose  exhaled  its  fragrant  si^rh. 
Blest  on  the  altar  to  smile  and  die ; 
And  a  fragrant  dood  from  the  censer's  breath 
Half  hid  Uie  sacred  pomp  beneath , 
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And  still  the  peal  of  choral  aong 
SwclI'd  the  resounding  aisles  along ; 
Wakening,  in  Hm  triumphant  flow. 
Deep  echoes  from  the  graves  below. 

Whj,  fVom  its  woodland  birthplace  tonit 
Doth  summer's  rose  that  scene  adorn? 
Why  breathes  the  incense  to  the  sky  7 
Why  swells  th*  exulting  harmony  7 
-—And  see'st  thou  not  yon  form,  so  light, 
It  seems  half  floating  on  tJio  sight. 
As  if  the  whisper  of  a  gale. 
That  did  but  wave  its  snowy  veil. 
Might  bear  it  from  the  earth  afar, 
A  lovely,  but  receding  star  7 
Know,  that  devotion's  shrine,  e'en  now. 
Receives  that  youthful  veBtal's  vow : 
For  this,  high  hymns,  sweet  odours  rise, 
4  jubilee  of  sacrifice ! 
Mark  yet  a  moment!  from  her  brow 
Yon  priest  shall  lift  the  veil  of  snow. 
Ere  yet  a  darker  mantle  hide 
The  charms  to  Heaven  thus  sanctified ; 
SUy  thee !  and  catch  tlieir  parting  gleam, 
That  ne'er  shall  fiide  from  memory's  dream, 
A  moment !  oh !  to  Ulric's  soul 
Foiscd  between  hope  and  fear's  control. 
What  slow,  unmeasured  hours  went  by. 
Ere  yet  suspense  grew  certainty ; 
It  came  at  length— once  more  that  face 
Reveal'd  o  man  its  .mournful  grace ; 
A  sunbeam  on  its  features  fell, 
As  if  to  bear  the  world's  farewell ; 
And  doubt  was  o'er— his  heart  grew  chill—- 
T  was  she— though  changed — ^'t  was  EUa  still ! 
Though  now  her  once-rejoicing  mien 
Was  deeply,  mournfully  serene ; 
Though  clouds  her  eye's  blue  lustre  shaded. 
And  the  young  cheek  beneath  had  faded, 
Well,  well  he  knew  the  form,  which  cast 
Light  on  his  soul  through  all  tlie  past ! 
*T  was  with  him  on  the  battlcplain, 
*T  was  with  him  on  the  stormy  main, 
*T  was  in  bis  visions,  when  the  shield 
Pillow'd  his  head  on  tented  field ; 
'T  was  a  bright  beam  that  led  him  on 
Where'er  a  triumph  might  be  won. 
In  danger  as  in  glory  nigh, 
An  angel-guide  to  victory ! 

She  caught  his  pale  bewilder'd  gmae 
Of  grief  half  \oBi  in  fix'd  amaze— 
Was  it  some  vain  illusion,  wrought 
By  frenzy  of  impassion'd  thought? 
Some  phantom,  such  as  Grief  hath  power 
To  summon,  in  her  wandering  hour  7 
No !  it  was  he !  the  lost,  the  moorn'd. 
Too  deeply  toved,  too  hte  retum'd ! 

A  fever'd  blush,  a  sudden  sUrt, 
Spoke  the  last  weakness  of  her  heart! 
"Twas  vanquish'd  soon— 4h6  heotic  red 
A  moment  flush'd  her  cheek,  and  fled. 


Once  more  serene-— her  steadfast  eye 
Look'd  up  as  to  Eternity ; 
Then  gazed  on  Ulric  with  an  air. 
That  said — the  home  of  Love  is  ther€  ! 

Yes !  there  alone  it  smiled  for  him. 
Whose  eye  before  that  look  grew  dim ; 
Not  long  't  was  his  e'en  thue  to  view 
The  beauty  of  its  calm  adieu ; 
Soon  o'er  those  features,  brightly  pale, 
Was  cast  th'  impenetrable  veil ; 
And,  if  one  human  sigh  were  given 
By  the  pure  bosom  vow'd  to  Heaven, 
*T  was  lost,  as  many  a  murmor'd  sound 
Of  grief,  **  not  loud,  but  deep,"  is  drown'd, 
In  hymns  of  ioy,  which  proudly  rise, 
To  tell  the  calm  untroubled  skies. 
That  earth  hath  banish'd  care  and  woe, 
And  man  holds  festivals  below ! 


NOTES. 

Note  1,  page  516,  cd.  3. 

Tm  original  of  the  scene  here  described  is  pro. 
sented  by  the  mountain  called  the  Feidberg,  in 
the  Bergstrasse: — ^**£>es  masses  ^normes  de  ro- 
chers,  entass^  I'une  sur  I'autre  dcpnis  le  sommet 
de  la  roontagne,  juaqu*& '  son  pied,  viennent  y 
prteenter  un  aspect  superbe  qu'  aucune  descrip- 
tion ne  saur^it  rendre.  Ce  furent,  dit-on,  dcs 
g^ns,  qui  en  so  livrant  un  conn  bat  da  haut  des 
montagnes,  lanc6rent  Ics  uns  sur  les  autres  ces 
^normes  anasses  de  rochers.  On  arrive,  avecbeaiv 
coup  de  peine,  jusqu'au  sommet  du  Feidberg,  en 
suivant  un  sentier  qui  passe  k  c6td  de  cette  cbaine 
de  rochera.'  On  cntcnd  continuellement  an  brail 
sourd,  qui  parait  venir  d'un  ruisseau  au  dessoot 
des  rochers;  mais  on  a  beau  deacendre,  en  se 
glissant  ^  travers  les  ouvertures  qui  s'y  trouvcnt, 
on  ne  decouvrira  jamais  le  ruisseau.  La  colonne, 
dite  Riesensiiule,  se  trouve  un  pea  pins  haut  qu'fe 
la  moitie  de  la  montagne ;  c'est  un  bloc  dc  granit 
taill6,  d'une  longueur  de  30  pieds  et  d'un  diam^tre 
de  4  pieds.  II  y  a  plus  de  probability  de  croire 
que  les  anciens  Germains  voulaient  fiiire  de  ce 
bloo  nne  colonne  pour  Viriger  en  I'honneur  de 
leur  dieu  Odin,  que  de  pr^tendre,  comme  le  font 
plosieurs  auteurs,  que  les  Romains  aient  cu  le 
dessein  de  la  transporter  dans  leur  capitale.  On 
voit  on  peo  plus  haut  un  autre  bloc  d'une  forme 
presqoe  carrto  qu'  on  appelle  Ricscnaltar  (autel 
ida  gitni)  qui.  It  en  juger  par  sa  grosseur  et  sa 
I  forme,  Mait  destine  k  servir  de  piMestal  ft  la  co 
lonne  sosdite." — Manuel  pour  U$  Voyageure  $u% 
URhiiu 

j  Note  3,  page  did,  col.  2. 

'     Minnesingers  (bards  of  love),  the  appellatiok' 
of  the  German  minstfels  in  the  Middle  Ag«a. 
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ITALIAN    LITERATURE. 


THE    BASVIGLIANA   OF   MONTL 

rmoH  niifoiiDrs  **  umiATinit  vc  him.** 

ViNCENZo  Monti,  a  native  of  Ferrarat  i>  ac- 
knowledged, by  the  unaoimooa  content  of  the 
Italians,  ae  the  greatest  of  their  Jiving  poets. 
Irritable,  impassioned,  variable  to  excess,  he  is 
always  actuated  by  the  impulse  of  the  moment 
Whatever  he  feels,  is  felt  with  the  meet  enthu>> 
siastic  vehemence.  He  sees  the  objects  of  his 
thoughts— they  are  present,  and  clothed  with 
life — before  him,  and  a  flexible  and  harmonious 
language  is  always  at  his  command  to  paint  them 
with  the  richest  colouring.  Persuaded  that  poetry 
is  only  another  species  of  painting,  he  makes  the 
art  of  the  poet  consist  in  rendermg  apparent  to 
the  eyes  of  all  the  pictures  created  by  his  imagi- 
nation fer  himself;  and  he  permits  not  a  verse  to 
escape  him  which  does  not  contain  an  image. 
Deeply  impressed  by  the  study  of  Dante,  ho  has 
restored  to  the  character  of  Italian  poetry  those 
'  severe  and  exalted  beauties  by  which  it  was  dls- 
tinguishcd  at  its  birth ;  and  he  proceeds  from  one 
picture  to  another  with  a  grandeur  and  digniiv 
peculiar  to  himseif.  It  is  extraordinary  that,  wiUi 
something  so  lofty  in  his  manner  and  style  of 
writing,  Uie  heart  of  so  impassioned  a  character 
should  not  be  regulated  by  principles  of  greater 
consistency.  In  many  other  poets,  this  defect 
might  pass  unobserved:  but  circumstances  have 
thrown  the  fullest  light  upon  the  versatility  of 
Monti;  and  his  glory,  as  a  poet,  b  attached  to 
works  which  display  him  in  continual  opposition 
to  himself.  Writing  in  the  midst  of  the  various 
Italian  revolutions,  he  has  constantly  chosen  po- 
litical subjects  for  his  composition^  and  he  has 
successively  celebrated  opposite  parties  in  proper, 
tion  to  their  success.  Let  us  suppose,  in  his  justi- 
fication, that  he  composes  as  an  improvisatore,  and 
that  his  feelings  becoming  highly  excited  by  the 
given  theme,  he  seizes  the  political  ideas  it  sug- 

Sests,  however  foreign  they  may  be  to  his  indivi. 
nal  sentiments.*  In  these  jwlitlcal  poems-<-the 
object  and  purport  of  which  are  so  different — the 
invention  and  manner  are,  perhaps,  but  too  simi- 
lar. The  BasvigUana^  or  poem  on  the  death  of 
Bosville,  is  the  most  celebrated ;  but,  since  its  ap- 
pearance, it  has  been  discovered  that  Monti,  who 
always  imitated  Dante,  has  now  also  very  fre- 
quently imitated  himself. 


*  The  obsetTStioa  of  a  Fmeb  salhor  iLe  Ctnamtt  4m  Dit^ 
UMtnun  dc9  GirowtUu)  oo  lb*  9mnnX  vcmtilitj  of  pMla, 
MMBM  ao  peculiarly  appropriate  to  the  eharttciar  oT  Mooli,  that 
h  miffht  almoat  ba  auppoaod  to  havo  baea  wriltao  for  Ibe  ex' 
imaa  porpoaa  of  toch  an  applicaiioo.— "La  earvoao  d*«n 
poata  cat  d'nne  eire  owille  ct  floxibia,  oo  a*i«prinia  Daloralla- 
maiM  tout  ce  qui  le  flatte.  la  ledail.  et  t'dimaota.  La  moaa  da 
ehast  a*a  paa  de  partta;  e*eiic  uno  atoaidia  aaaa  ao'satqaaiica, 
9tii  folatro  esalenent  at  »ar  da  riebaa  maooa  ai  a«r  d'oridaa 
btttfaraa.  Ud  poato  en  daiire  chaala  indiflerennnam  Titoa  at 
TbNnaak,  Loaia  13iue  at  Cronwall,  Cbfiatioa  da  8uode,  ot 
«lia-v^o  is  VieUauM." 


Ho^h  Basville  was  the  French  Envoy  who  was 
put  to  death  at  Rome  by  the  people,  for  attempt 
ing,  at  the  beginning  of  the  Revohition,  to  ezeittt 
a  sedition  ag^nst  the  Pontifical  govemiaeiit. 
Monti,  who  was  then  the  poet  of  the  Pope,  as  be 
has  sinoe  been  of  the  Republic,  supposes  that,  «t 
the  moment  of  Basville*s  death,  he  is  saved  hj  a 
sudden  repentance  from  the  condonnation  which 
his  philosophical  principles  had  merited.  Bat,  mm 
a  punishment  for  liis  guilt,  and  a  substitute  for  the 
pains  of  purgatory,  he  is  condemned  by  Divine 
Justice  to  traverse  France,  until  the  crimes  of  that 
country  have  received  their  due  chastisement,  and 
doomed  to  contemplate  the  misfortunes  and  re- 
verses to  which  he  bos  contributed,  by  ssaiatmg' 
to  extend  the  progress  of  the  Revolution. 

An  angel  of  heaven  conducts  Basville  firom  pnv 
vince  to  province,  that  ho  may  behold  the  desola- 
tion of  his  lovely  country.  He  then  conveys  him 
to  Paris,  and  makes  him  witness  the  sufferinge 
and  death  of  Louis  XVI.,  and  afterwards  showa 
him  the  Allied  armies  prepared  to  burst  upon 
France,  and  avenge  the  blood  of  her  kin;.  The 
poem  concludes  before  the  issue  of  the  oonteat  ie 
known.  It  is  divided  into  four  cantos  of  three 
hundred  lines  each,  and  written  in  terxa  rimei, 
like  the  poem  of  Dante.  Not  only  many  ^xpree- 
sions,  epithets,  and  lines,  are  borrowed  firom  the 
Divine  Comedy,  but  the  invention  itself  is  similar. 
An  angel  conducts  Basville  through  the  sufleiing 
world ;  and  this  faithful  guide,  who  consolea  and 
supports  the  BpectaUr-hero  of  the  poem,  acta  pre- 
cisely the  same  part  which  is  peHbrnied  by  VlfgO 
in  Dante.  Basville  himself,  thinks,  feels,  and  mat 
fers,  exactly  as  Dante  would  have  done.  Monti 
has  not  preserved  any  traces  of  his  revolutionary 
character ;  he  describes  him  as  feeling  more  pity 
than  remorse,  and  he  seems  to  forget,  in  thss 
identifying  himself  with  his  hero,  that  be  has  at 
first  represented  Basville,  and  perhaps  without 
foundation,  as  an  infidel  and  a  ferocious  revdik 
tionist  The  Banigliana  is,  perhaps,  more  re- 
markable than  any  other  poem  for  the  majea^  of 
its  verse,  the  sublimity  or  its  expression,  and  the 
richness  of  its  colouring.  In  the  first  canto,  the 
spirit  of  Basville  thus  takes  leave  of  the  body  :-^ 

Sleep,  O  beloved  companion  of  my  woes, 
Rest  thou  in  deep  and  undisturbM  repose ; 
Till,  at  the  last  great  day,  fi-om  slumber's  bed. 
Heaven's  trumpet-summons  shall  awake  the  d^ 

Be  the  earth  light  upon  thee,  mild  the  shower. 
And  soft  the  breeze's  wing,  till  that  dread  hour; 
Nor  let  tho  wand'rer,  passing  o'er  thee,  breathe 
Words  of  keen  insult  to  the  dust  beneath. 

Sleep  thou  in  peace !  beyond  the  ffaneral  pyie^ 
There  live  no  flames  of  vengeance  or  of  ire. 
And  'midst  high  hearts  I  leave  thee,  on  a  thorn, 
Where  mercy's  home  hath  been  from  days  of  yere, 

Thus,  to  its  earthly  form,  the  spirit  cried, 
Then  turn'd  to  follow  its  celestial  ruide. 
But  with  a  downcast  mien,  a  pensive  sig\ 
A  ling'ring  step,  and  oft-revcrtcd  ev»— 
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As  when  «  child*a  reluctant  feet  obey 

Its  mother^B  voioe.  and  slowly  leave  iU  play.    . 

Night  o*er  the  eaith  her  dewy  Teil  had  east, 
When  from  th*  eternal  city's  towers  tbey  pass'd. 
And  rising  in  their  flight,  on  that  proud  dome, 
Whose  walls  enshr  ne  the  guardian  saint  of  Rome, 
I^o  !  where  a  cherui>-/brm  sublimely  tower'd. 
But  dreadful  in  his  glory !  sternly  lower'd 
Wrath  in  his  kingly  aspect :  One  he  seem*d 
Of  the  bright  seven,  wnose  dazzling  splendour 

beam'd 
On  high  amidst  the  burning  lamps  of  heaven, 
Seen  in  the  dread,  o'erwheliJiing  visions  given 
To  the  rapt  seer  of  Patmos.    Wheels  of  fire 
Seem*d  his  fierce  eyes,  all  kindling  in  their  ire, 
And  Ills  loose  tresses,  floating  as  he  stood, 
A  comet*s  glare,  presaging  war  and  blood. 
He  waved  bis  sword ;  its  red,  terrific  light, 
With  fearful  radiance  tinged  the  clouds  of  night. 
While  bis  lefl  hand  sustained  a  shield  so  vast. 
Far  o*er  the  Vatican  beneath  was  cast 
Its  broad,  protecting  shadow.    As  the  plume 
Of  the  strong  eagle  spreads  in  sheltering  gloom 
O'er  its  young  brood,  as  yet  untaught  to  soar ; 
And  while,  aO  trembling  at  the  whirlwind's  roar. 
Each  humbler  bird  sinks  cowering  in  its  nest. 
Beneath  that  wing  of  power,  and  ample  breast. 
They  sleep  unheeding ;  while  the  storm  on  high 
Breaks  not  their  calm  and  proud  security. 

In  the  Second  Canto,  Basvillc  enters  Paris  with 
his  angelic  guide,  at  the  moment  preceding  the 
execution  of  Louis  XVI. 

The  air  was  heavy,  and  the  brooding  skies 
Look*d  frauffht  with  omens,  as  to  harmonize 
With  his  pale  aspect.    Through  the  forest  round 
Not  a  leaf  whisper*d — and  the  only  sound 
That  broke  the  stillness  was  a  streamlet's  moan 
Murmuring  amidst  the  rocks  with  plaintive  tone, 
As  if  a  storm  within  the  woodland  bowers 
Weie  gathering.    On  they  moved— and  lo !  the 

towers 
Of  a  far  city !    Nearer  now  they  drew ; 
And  all  reveal'd,  expanding  on  their  view. 
The  Babylon,  the  scene  of  crimes  and  woes — 
Paris,  the  guilty,  the  devoted,  rose ! 


In  the  dark  mantle  of  a  cloud  array'd. 
Viewless  and  hush'd,  the  angel  and  the  shade 
Enter'd  that  evil  city.    Onward  paas'd 
The  heavenly  being  first,  with  brow  o'ercast 
And  troubled  mien,  while  in  his  glorious  eyes 
Tears  had  obscured  the  splendour  of  the  skies. 
Pale  with  dismay,  the  trembling  spirit  saw 
That  alter'd  aspect,  and,  in  breathless  awe^ 
Mark'd  the  strange  silence  round.    The  deep- 

toned  swell 
Of  life's  full  Ude  was  bush*d ;  the  sacred  bell. 
The  clamorous  anvil,  mute ;  all  sounds  were  fled 
Of  kibour  or  of  mirth,  and  in  their  «tead 
Terror  and  stillness,  boding  signs  of  woe. 
Enquiring  glances,  rumours  whisper'd  low, 
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Questions  half-utter'd,  jealous  looks  that  keep 
A  fearful  watch  around,  and  sadness  deep 
That  weighs  upon  the  heart ;  and  voices,  heard 
At  intervals,  in  many  a  broken  word — 
Voices  of  mothers,  trembling  as  they  press'd 
Th*  unconscious  infimt  closer  to  their  breast ; 
Voices  of  wives,  with  fond  impbring  cries. 
And  the  wild  eloquence  of  tears  and  sighs, 
On  their  own  thresholds  striving  to  detain 
Their  fierce  impatient  lords ;  but  weak  and  vain 
Affection's  gentle  bonds,  in  that  dread  hour 
Of  fate  and  fury — Love  hath  lost  his  power ! 
For  evil  spirits  are  abroad,  the  air 
Breathes  of  their  influence ;  Druid  phantoms  there, 
Fired  by  that  thirst  for  victims,  which  of  old 
Raged  in  their  bosoms,  fierce  and  uncontroU'd, 
Rush,  in  ferocious  transport,  to  survey 
The  deepest  crime  that  e'er  hath  dimm'd  the  day 
Blood,  human  blood,  hath  stain'd  tlieir  vests  and 

hair. 
On  the  winds  tossing,  with  a  sanguine  glare,* 
Scattering  red  showers  around  them!  flaming 

brands 
And  serpent  ^ourgcs  in  their  restless  hands 
Are  wildly  shaken ;  others  lift  on  high 
The  steel,  th'  cnvenom'd  bowl,  and  hurrying  by 
With  touch  of  fire,  contagious  fury  dart 
Through  human  veins,  fast  kindling  to  the  heart 
Then  comes  the  rush  of  crowds !  restrain'd  no 

more. 
Fast  from  each  home  the  frenzied  inmates  poor ; 
From  every  heart  affrighted  Mercy  flies. 
While  her  soft  voice  amidst  the  tumult  dies. 
Then  the  earth  trembles,  as  fVom  street  to  street 
The  tramp  of  steeds,  the  press  of  hastening  feet, 
The  roll  of  wheels,  all  mingling  in  the  breeze. 
Come  deepening  onward,  as  the  swell  of  seas 
Heard  at  the  dead  of  midnight;  or  the  moan 
Of  distant  tempests,  or  the  hollow  tone 
Of  the  far  thunder !    Then  what  feelings  press'd 
O  wretched  Bosville !  on  thy  guilty  breast ; 
What  pangs  were  thine,  thus  fated  to  behold 
Death's  awfiil  banner  to  the  winds  unfold ! 
To  see  the  axe,  the  scaffold,  raised  on  high. 
The  dark  impatience  of  the  murderer's  eye. 
Eager  for  crime !    And  he,  the  great,  the  gocd. 
Thy  martyr.king,  by  men  athirst  for  bk)od 
Dragg'd  to  a  felon's  death !    Yet  still  his  mien, 
'Mi&t  that  wild  throng,  is  loflily  serene ; 
And  his  step  falters  not    O,  hearts  unmoved ! 
Where  have  you  borne  your  monarch  ? — He  whc 

loved — 
Loved  j^ou  so  well  I — Behold !  the  sun  grows  pale 
Shrouding  his  ^lory  in  a  tearful  veil ; 
The  misty  air  u  silent,  as  in  dread, 
And  the  dim  sky,  with  shadowy  gloom  o'erspread. 
While  saints  and  martyrs,  spirits  of  the  blest. 
Look  down,  all  weeping,  from  their  bowers  of  rest 

ft  *  ft    .        *  ft  ft 

In  that  dread  moment,  to  the  fatal  pile 
The  regal  victim  came ;  and  raised  the  while 
His  patient  glance,  wiih  such  in  aBj)ect  high 
So  firm,  so  calm,  in  holy  majesty. 
That  e'en  th'  assassins'  hearts  a  moment  shook 
Before  the  grandeur  of  that  kingly  look-* 
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And  •  itrange  thrill  of  pity,  halArenew*d, 
Ran  thropf  h  the  boMins  of  the  mulUtade. 
Like  him,  who,  hrcathing  mercy  till  the  last, 
PrayM  till  the  bitterneM  of  death  waH  paat: 
E*en  for  hia  marderere  prayM,  in  that  dark  hour 
When  hit  loiil  yielded  to  afBiction's  power; 
And  tlie  winds  bore  his  dyingf  cry  abroad— 
•*■  Hast  thou  forsaken  me,  my  God  •  my  God  ?** 
E*en  thus  the  monarch  stood ;  bis  prayer  arose. 
Thus  calling  down  forgiveness  on  his  foes — 
**  To  thee  my  spirit  I  commend,**  he  cried ; 
**And  my  lost  people.  Father !  be  their  guide  !** 
*        -   ft  •  *  ft  ft 

Bat  the  sharp  steel  descends— the  blow  is  given, 
And  answered  b^  a  thunder-peal  from  heaven ; 
Earth,  8tain*d  with  blood,  convulsive  terrors  owns. 
And  her  kings  tremble  oo  their  distant  thrones ! 


THE  ALCESTIS  OF  ALFIERL 


ToB  ^Zeesfit  of  Alfieri  is  said  to  have  been  the 
last  tragedy  he  composed,  and  is  distinguished  to 
a  remarkable  degree  by  that  tenderness  of  which 
his  former  works  present  so  few  examples.  It 
would  appear  as  if  the  pure  and  exalted  affection 
oy  which  the  impetuosity  of  his  fiery  spirit  was 
ameliorated  during  the  latter  years  of  his  life,  had 
impressed  its  whole  character  on  this  work,  as  a 
record  of  that  domestic  happiness  in  whose  bosom 
his  heart  at  length  found  a  resting-place.  Most 
of  his  earlier  writings  bear  witness  to  that  **  fever 
at  the  core,**  that  burning  impatience  of  restraint, 
and  those  incessant  and  untaroeabic  aspirations  af- 
ter a  wider  sphere  of  action,  by  which  his  youth 
was  consumed ;  but  the  poetry  of  Alee9ti$  must 
find  ito  echo  in  every  heart  which  has  known  the 
power  of  domestic  ties,  or  felt  the  bitterness  of 
theur  dissolution.  The  interest  of  the  piece,  how. 
ever,  though  entirely  domestic,  is  not  for  a  moment 
allowed  to  languish,  nor  does  the  conjugal  afiec 
tion,  which  forms  the  main-spring  of  the  action, 
ever  degenerate  into  the  pastoral  insipidity  of  Me- 
tastasio.  The  character  of  Alcestis  herself,  with 
all  its  lofty  fortitude,  hemic  affection,  and  subdued 
anguish,  powerfully  recalls  to  our  imagination  the 
calm  and  tempered  majesty  distinguishing  the 
masterpieces  of  Greek  sculpture,  in  which  the  ex- 
pression of  mental  or  bodily  sufl^ring  is  never  al. 
lowed  to  transgress  the  limits  of  beauty  and  sub- 
limity. The  union  of  dignity  and  affection  im< 
pressing  more  than  earthly  grandeur  on  the  coun- 
tenance of  Niobe,  would  be,  perhaps,  tlie  best  il- 
lustration of  this  analogy. 

The  following  scene,  in  which  Alcestis  announ- 
ons  to  Pheres,  the  father  of  Admetus,  the  terms  upon 
which  the  oracle  of  Delphos  has  declared  that  his 
■nn  may  be  restored,  has  seldom  been  surpassed  by 
the  author,  even  in  his  most  celebrated  productions. 
It  1%  however,  to  be  feared  that  little  of  its  beauty 
can  be  transferred  into  a  translation,  as  the  severity 
of  a  styfe  so  completely  devoid  of  imagery,  must 
nmder  it  dependent  for  many  incommunicable  at- 
'xartioBff  upon  the  melody  of  the  original  language. 


ACT  L— Scxmr  IL 
Alcbrm,  PmftBB. 

AU.  Weep  thou  no  more:  O!  monardi,  ^y 
thy  tears. 
For  know,  he  shall  not  die;  not  now  shall  Fate 
Bereave  thee  of  thy  son. 

Fhe.  What  mean  thy  words  7 
Hath  then  Apollo— is  there  then  a  hope  7 

Me.  Yes !  hope  for  Mee— hope,  by  the  roioe  aiv 
nounoed 
From  the  prophetic  cave.    Kor  would  I  yield 
To  other  lips  the  tidings,  meet  alone 
For  thee  to  hear  from  mine, 

Pht,  But  say!  oh  I  say. 
Shall  then  my  son  be  spared  7 

AU.  He  shan,  to  thee. 
Thus  hath  Apollo  said— Alcestis  thus 
Confirms  the  oracle — be  thou  secure. 

Phe,  O  sounds  of  joy !  He  lives ! 

Ale.  But  not  for  this. 
Think  not  that  e*en  for  thi$  the  stranger  Joy 
Shall  yet  revisit  those  devoted  walls. 

Phe.  Can  there  be  grief  when  from  his  bed  of 
death 
Admetus  rises  7    What  deep  mystery  lurks 
Within  thy  words  7  What  mean*st  thou !  Gradons 

Heaven ! 
Thou,  whose  deep  love  is  all  his  own,  who  hear  st 
The  tidings  of  his  safety,  and  dost  bear 
Transport  and  lifo  in  that  glad  oracle 
To  his  despairing  sire ;  thy  cheek  is  tinged 
With  death,  and  on  thy  pure  ingenuous  brow. 
To  the  brief  lightning  of  a  sudden  ioy. 
Shades  dark  as  night  succeed,  and  thou  art  «n^ 
In  troubled  silence— speak !  oh,  speak ! 

Ale.  The  gods 
Themselves  have  limitations  to  their  power 
Impassable,  eternal — and  their  will 
Resists  not  the  tremendous  laws  of  fate : 
Nor  small  the  boon  they  grant  thee  in  the  life 
Of  thy  restored  Admetus. 

Phe.  In  thy  looks 
There  u  expression,  more  than  in  thy  words, 
Which  thrills   my  shuddering  heart    Dedaic, 

what  terms 
Can  render  fatal  to  thyself  and  us. 
The  rescued  life  of  him  thy  soul  adores  7 

Ale.  O  father !  could  my  silence  aught  avail 
To  keep  that  fearful  secret  from  thine  ear. 
Still  should  it  rest  unheard,  till  all  fulfilPd 
Were  the  dread  sacrifice.    But  vain  the  wish ; 
And  since  too  soon,  too  well  it  must  be  koowi^ 
Hear  it  from  me. 

Phe.  Throughout  my  curdling  veins 
Runs  a  cold,  death-like  horror ;  and  I  feel 
I  am  not  all  a  father.    In  my  heart 
Strive  many  deep  affections.    Thee  I  love, 
O  fair  and  iiigh.sourd  consort  of  my  son ! 
More  than  a  daughter ;  and  thine  infant  race, 
The  cherish*d  hope  and  glorj  of  my  age : 
And,  unimpair*d  by  time,  within  my  breast. 
High,  holy,  and  unalterable  love 
For  her,  the  partner  of  my  cares  and  joTS» 
Dwells  pure  and  perfect  ycL    Bethink  thee,tb«B, 
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In  what  Bospense,  what  agony  of  fear, 
1  wait  tbj  words ;  for  wcU,  too  well,  I  see 
Thy  lips  are  fraught  with  fttal  aogoriea. 
To  some  one  of  my  raoe. 

AU,  Death  hath  his  righta, 
Of  which  not  e*en  the  great  Supernal  Powers 
May  hope  to  rob  hint.    By  hia  ruthless  hand. 
Already  seized,  the  noble  yictim  lay, 
The  heir  of  empire,  in  his  glowing  prime 
And  noonday,  struck : — Adinetus,  the  revered, 
The  blessed,  the  loved,  by  all  who  own*d  his  sway — 
By  his  illustrious  parents,  by  the  realms 
Surrounding  his, — and  oh ! — what  need  to  add. 
How  much  by  his  Aloestts  7— Such  was  he. 
Already  in  th*  unsparing  grasp  of  death 
Withering,  a  certain  prey.    Apollo  thence 
Hath  snatchM  him,  and  another  in  his  stead. 
Though  not  an  equal — (who  can  equal  him  7) 
Must  fall  a  voluntary  sacrifice. 
Another,  of  his  lineage  or  to  him 
By  closest  bonds  united,  must  descend 
To  the  dark  realm  of  Orcus  in  hit  plaoci 
Who  thus  alone  is  saved. 

Pke.  What  do  I  hear  7 
Woe  to  us,  woe ! — what  victim  7— who  shall  be 
Accepted  in  his  stead  7 

Ale.  The  dread  exchange 
E*en  now,  O  father !  hath  beeit  made ;  the  prey 
Is  ready,  nor  is  wholly  worthless  him 
For  whom  *t  is  freely  offcr*d.    Nor  wilt  thou, 
O  mighty  goddess  of  th'  infernal  shades ! 
Whose  image  sanctifies  this  threshold  floor. 
Disdain  the  victim. 

Phe.  All  prepared  the  prey ! 
And  to  our  blood  allied !  O  Heaven ! — and  yet 
Thou  bad*st  me  weep  no  more ! 

Ale.  Yes !  thus  I  said, 
And  thus  again  I  say,  thou  shalt  not  weep 
Thy  son^s,  nor  I  deplore  my  husband^s  doom. 
Let  him  be  saved,  and  other  sounds  of  woe 
Less  deep,  less  mournful  far,  shall  here  be  heard 
Than  those  hU  death  had  caused. — With  some 
few  tears, 
-  But  grief,  and  mingled  with  a  gleam  of  joy. 
E'en  while  the  involuntary  tribute  lasts. 
The  victim  shall  be  honour*d  who  resigned 
Life  for  Admetus^ — WouId*st  thou  know  the  prey. 
The  vow'd,  the  willing,  the  devoted  one, 
OScr'd  and  hallowM  to  th'  infernal  gods, 
Father!— 'tis  L 

Phe.  What  hast  thou  done  7  O  Heaven ! 
What  hast  thou  done  7 — And  think'st  thou  he  is 

saved 
By  such  a  compact  7 — ^Think'st  f hou  he  can  live 
Bereft  of  thee  7— Of  thee,  bis  light  of  life. 
His  very  soul ! — Of  thee,  beloved  far  more 
Than  his  loved  parents — ^than  his  children  more — 
More  than  himself  7 — Oh !  no,  it  shall  not  be ! 
Thou  perish,  O  Alcestis !  in  the  flower 
Of  thy  young  beauty !— perish,  and  destroy 
Not  htm,  not  him  alone,  but  us,  bat  all. 
Who  as  a  child  adore  thee !    Desolate 
Would  be  the  throne,  the  kingdom,  refl  of  thee. 
And  think'st  thoa  not  of  those  whone  tender  years 
Demand  thy  «viro?— Tbv  children!  think  of  them ! 
O  tlion,  th«  Bouroe  of  each  domestic  |oy. 


Thou,  in  whose  life  ak>ne  Adiuetus  lives. 
His  glory,  his  delight,  thou  shalt  not  die 
While  I  can  die  for  thee  ! — Me,  me  ^one, 
The  oracle  demands — a  withered  stem, 
Whose  task,  whose  duty,  is  for  him  to  die. 
My  race  is  run — ^the  fulness  of  my  years. 
The  faded  hopes  of  age,  and  all  the  love 
Which  hath  its  dwelling  in  a  father's  heart. 
And  the  fond  pity,  half  with  wonder  blent. 
Inspired  -by  thee,  whose  youth  with  heavenly  giflf 
So  richly  is  endow'd ; — all,  all  unite 
To  grave  in  adamant  the  just  decree, 
That  I  must  die.    But  thou,  I  bid  thee  live ! 
Pheres  commands  thee,  O  Alcestis-^live ! 
Ne'er,  ne'er  shall  woman's  youthfiil  love  surpass 
An  aged  sire's  devotedness. 

AU.  I  know 
Thy  loflv  soul,  thy  fend  paternal  love ; 
Pheres,  I  know  them  well,  and  not  in  vain 
Strove  to  anticipate  their  high  resolves. 
But  if  in  silence  I  have  heard  thy  words, 
Now  calmly  list  to  mine,  and  thou  shalt  own 
They  mav  not  be  withstood. 

Phe.  U^hat  canst  thou  say 
Which  I  should  hear  7    I  go,  resolved  to  save 
Him  who  with  thee  would  perish ; — to  the  ahrina 
E'en  now  I  fly. 

Ale.  Stay,  stay  thee!  'tis  too  hite. 
Already  hath  consenting  Proserpine, 
From  the  remote  abvsses  of  her  realma, 
Heard  and  accepted  the  terrific  vow 
Which  binds  me,  with  indissoluble  ties. 
To  death.    And  I  am  firm,  and  well  I  know 
None  can  deprive  me  of  that  awful  right 
That  vow  hath  won. 

.    »  •  •  •  •  • 

Yes!  thou  may'st  weep  my  fiite : 
Mourn  for  me,  father !  but  thou  canst  not  blame 
My  lofly  purpose.    Oh !  the  more  endear'd 
My  life  by  every  tie— the  more  I  feel 
Death's  bitterness,  the  more  my  sacrifice 
Is  worthy  of  Admctus.     I  descend 
To  the  dim  shadowy  regions  of  tlie  dead 
A  guest  more  honoured. 

In  thv  presence  here 
Again  I  utter  the  tremendous  vow. 
Now  more  than  half  fulfill'd.    I  feel,  I  know 
Its  dread  eflSscts.    Through  all  my  burning  veins 
Th'  insatiote  fever  revels.    Doubt  is  o'er. 
The  Monarch  of  the  Dead  hath  heard — he  calls, 
He  summons  mo  away — and  thou  art  saved, 
O  my  Admetus ! 

In  the  opening  of  the  third  act,  Alcestis  enlera, 
with  her  son  Eumeles,  and  her  daughter,  to  com 
plete  the  sacrifice  bjr  dying  at  the  feet  of  Proser 
pine's  statue.  The  following  scene  ensues  between 
her  and  Admetus. 

Ale.  Here,  O  my  faithful  handmaids  Sat  the  leoc 
Of  Proserpine^s  dread  image  spread  my  couch, 
For  I  myself  e'en  now  must  offer  here 
The  vicUm  she  requires.    And  you,  meanwhile 
My  children !  seek  your  sire.    Behold  him  then 
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Std,  Bilent,  mnd  alone.    But  through  hie  Teins 
Health*!  genial  carrent  flowa  once  more,  aa  tree 
Aa  in  hia  brighteat  daya :  and  ho  ahall  live— 
Shall  live  for  you.    Go,  hang  npon  hia  neck. 
And  with  your  innocent  encircling  anna 
Twine  roand  him  fondly. 

Eton,  Can  it  be  indeed, 
Father,  loved  ftther !  that  we  aee  thee  thna 
Reatored  7    What  joy  ia  oara ! 

Adm.  There  ia  no  joy  I 
Speak  not  of  joy !  away,  away !  my  grief 
la  wild  and  deiperate ;  clinf  to  me  no  more ! 
I  know  not  of  affection,  and  I  fed 
No  more  a  father. 

Eum,  Oh  I  what  worda  are  these  T 
Are  we  no  more  thy  children?    Are  we  not 
Thine  own  7  Sweet  aiater !  twine  aitmnd  hia  neck 
More  cloee ;  he  most  return  the  fond  embrace. 

Adm.  O  children !  O  my  children !  to  my  aool 
Your  innocent  worda  and  kiaaea  are  aa  darta 
That  pierce  it  to  the  quick.    I  can  no  more 
Sustain  the  bitter  conflict    Every  aonnd 
Of  your  aoft  acocnta  but  too  well  recalla 
The  voice  which  waa  the  music  of  my  lifo. 
Aloestis !  my  Alcestia  ! — waa  ahe  not 
Of  dl  her  aex  the  flower  7    Waa  woman  e*er 
Adored  like  her  before  7    Yet  thia  ia  ahe, 
The  cold  of  heart,  th*  ungrateful,  who  hath  left 
Her  husband  and  her  infanta !    Thia  ia  ahe, 

0  my  deaerted  children !  who  at  once 
Bereavea  you  of  your  parents. 

Ak,  Woe  ia  me ! 

1  hear  the  bitter  and  reproachful  eriea 

Of  my  deapairing  lord..    With  life*a  last  powera, 
O !  let  me  atrive  to  aoothe  him  atiU.    Approach, 
My  handmaida,  raiae  me,  and  aupport  my  atepa 
To  the  diatracted  mourner.    Bear  me  henoei 
That  he  may  hear  and  aee  me. 

Adm.  Is  It  thou  7 
And  do  I  see  thee  still  7  and  oom*st  thou  thus 
To  comfort  me,  Alceatia  7    Muat  I  hear 
The  dying  accenta  thus  7    Alas  !  return 
To  thy  aad  couch,  return !  *t  ia  meet  for  me 
There  by  thy  aide  for  ever  to  remain. 

Ale,  For  me  thy  care  ia  vain.    Though  meet 
for  thee— 

Adm,  O  voice !  O  looka  of  death !  are  theae,  are 
tAets, 
Thus  darkly  nhrouded  with  mortality, 
The  eyea  that  were  the  aunbeama  and  the  liA 
Of  my  food  aoul  ?     Alaa !  how  faint  a  ray 
Falla  from  their  native  orba,  ao  brilliant  once, 
Upon  my  deooping  brow !    How  heavily. 
With  what  a  weight  of  death  thy  languid  voice 
Sinka  on  my  heart !  too  faithful  far,  too  fond. 
Alceatia !  thou  art  dying— and  for  me ! 
•  •  •  • 

Aleeatia !  and  thy  foeble  hand  aupports 
With  ita  laat  power,  aupporta  my  ainking  head, 
R*en  now,  while  death  ia  on  thee !    Oh !  the  touch 
Uekindlea  tenfold  frensy  in  my  heart : 
I  rush,  I  fly  impetuous  to  the  shrine, 
T)ie  image  of  yon  ruthleaa  Deity, 
)  inpatient  for  nor  prey.    Before  liiy  death. 
There,  fhere,  I  too,  aelflaacrificed,  will  faU. 


Vain  ia  eaeh  obstacle — ^In  vam  the  godt 
Themaelvea  would  check  my  fury— I  am  lord 
Of  my  own  daya — and  t^ua  I  awear-— 

Ale.  Yea !  awear, 
Admetua !  for  thy  children  to  austain 
The  load  of  lifo.    All  other  impioua  vows. 
Which  thou,  a  rebel  to  the  aovereign  will 
Of  thoae  who  rule  on  high,  might'st  dAiv  to  form 
Within  thy  breaat ;  thy  lip,  by  them  eBcham*ci, 
Would  vainly  aeek  to  utter. — See*st  thou  not, 
It  ia  from  them  the  inspiration  flows. 
Which  in  my  langnage  breathea  7  They  leod  me 

power. 
They  bid  me  through  thy  atrengthenM  aool  trail*. 

fiiae 
High  courage,  noble  conataney.    Submit ; 
Bow  down  to  them  thy  spirit    Be  thou  ^m ; 
Be  near  me.    Aid  me.    In  the  dread  extreme 
To  which  I  now  approach,  from  whom  but  tfaoe 
Should  comfort  be  derived  7    Afllict  me  not. 
In  auch  an  hour,  with  anguish  worse  than  death* 
O  faithfiil  and  beloved,  aupport  me  still ! 


The  ehoruMS  with  which  thia  tragedy  is  inter- 
apcnised,  are  diatingnished  for  their  melody  and 
daaaic  beauty.  The  following  tranalatioo  will 
give  our  readera  a  faint  idea  of  the  one  by  which 
the  third  act  ia  concluded. 

Ale.  Uj  children !  all  is  finishM.    Now,  fan 
well! 
To  thy  fond  care,  O  Pherea !  I  commit 
My  widow'd  k>rd  :  fbraake  him  not 

Bum.  Alas! 
Sweet  mother !  wilt  thou  leave  na  T  from  thy  aide 
Are  we  for  ever  parted  7 

Phe.  Tears  forbid 
All  utterance  of  our  woea.    Bereft  of  sense, 
More  lifeless  than  the  dying  yietim,  see 
The  desolate  Admetua.    Farther  yet, 
Still  farther,  let  ua  bear  him  from  the  sight 
Of  his  Alccstis. 

Ale.  O  my  handmaida !  still 
Lend  me  your  pious  aid,  and  thus  compoae 
With  sacred  modesty  these  torpid  limbs 
When  death's  last  pang  is  o*er. 

Ckarm$. 

Alas !  how  weak 
Her  struggling  voice!  that  laat  keen  pang  is  near 

Peace,  moumera,  peace ! 
Be  huah*d,  be  ailent,  in  this  hour  of  dread ! 

Our  criea  would  .but  increase 
The  sufferer's  pangs ;  let  tears  unheard  be  shedL 

Cease,  voice  of  weeping,  cease  ! 

Sustain,  O  friend ! 

Upon  thy  faithful  breast, 
The  head  that  sinks  with  mortal  pain  oppreal ! 

And  thou  assistance  lend 

To  close  the  languid  eye. 
Still  beautiful  in  lifo's  last  agony. 

Alas !  how  long  a  strife ! 
What  anguish  struggles  in  the  parting  breath 

Ere  yet  immortal  lifo 

Be  won  by  death ! 
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Death  !  death  !  thy  work  complete ! 

Let  thy  sad  hour  be  fleet. 

Speed,  in  thy  mercy,  the  releasing  sigh  I 

No  more  keen  pangs  impart 

To  her,  the  high  in  heart, 
Th*  adored  Alcesti^  worthy  ne*er  to  die. 

CJwrus  of  AdmetuB. 

*T  is  not  enough,  oh  no ! 
To  hide  the  scene  of  anguish  from  his  eyes ; 

Still  must  our  silent  band 

Around  him  watchful  stand. 
And  on  the  mourner  ceaseless  care  bestow. 
That  his  ear  catch  not  griefs  funereal  cries. 

Yet,  yet  hope  is  not  dead. 

All  is  not  lost  below. 
While  yet  the  gods  have  pity  on  our  woe. 

Ott  when  alt  joy  is  fled. 

Heaven  lends  support  to  those 
•  Who  on  its  care  in  pious  hope  repose. 

Then  to  the  blessed  skies 
Let  our  submissive  prayers  in  chorus  rise. 

Pray !  bow  the  knee,  and  pray  ! 
What  other  task  have  mortals,  bom  to  tears. 
Whom  late  controls  with  adamantine  sway  7 

O  ruler  of  the  spheres  ! 
Jove !  Jove !  enthroned  immortally  on  high. 

Our  supplication  hear ! 

Nor  plunge  in  bitterest  woes 
Him,  who  nor  footstep  moves  nor  lifUi  his  eye. 

But  as  a  child,  which  only  knows 

Its  father  to  revere. 


IL  CONTE   DI  CARMAGNOLA; 

A  TRAGEDY. 

BY  ALICSSANDRO  MANZONL 


Franccsoo  Bussone,  the  son  of  a  peasant  in 
Carmagnola,  from  whence  his  nom  de  guerrt  was 
derived,  was  born  in  the  year  1390.  Whilst  yet 
a  boy,  and  employed  in  the  care  of  flocks  and 
herds,  the  loRy  character  of  his  countenance  was 
observed  by  a  soldier  of  fortune,  who  invited  the 
youth  to  forsake  his  rustic  occupations,  and  ac 
company  him  to  the  busier  scenes  of  the  camp. 
His  persuasions  were  successful,  and  Francesco 
entered  with  him  into  the  service  of  Facino  Cane, 
Lord  of  Alessandria*  At  the  time  when  Facino 
died,  leaving  fourteen  cities  acquired  by  conquest 
to  Beatrice  di  Tenda,  his  wife,  Francesco  di  Car- 
magnola,  was  amongst  the  most  distinguished  of 
his  captains.  Beatrice  afterwards  marrying  Phi- 
lip Visoonti,  Duke  of  Milan  (who  rewarded  her 
by  an  ignominious  death  for  the  regal  dowry  she 
had  coDferrod  upon  him),  Carmagnola  entered  his 
army  at  the  same  time,  and  having,  by  his  emi- 
nent  services,  firmly  established  the  tottering 
power  of  that  prince,  received  from  him  the  title 
of  Count,  and  was  placed  at  the  head  of  all  his 
forces.  The  naturul  caprice  and  ingratitude  of  Phi- 
lip's disposition,  however,  at  lengu  prevailed,  and 


Carmagnola,  disgusted  with  the  evident  proof  of 
his  wavering  friendship  and  doubtful  faith,  left  his 
service  and  his  territories,  and  afler  a  variety  of 
adventures,  took  refuge  in  Venice.  Thither  tho 
treachery  of  the  Duke  pursued  him,  and  emissa- 
ries were  employed  to  procure  his  assassination. 
The  plot,  however,  proved  abortive,  and  Carmag. 
nola  was  elected  captain-general  of  the  Venetian 
armies,  daring  the  league  formed  by  that  republic 
against  the  Duke  of  Milan.  T^e  war  was  at  first 
carried  on  with  much  spirit  and  success,  and  the 
battle  of  Maclodio,  gained  by  Carmagnola,  was 
one  of  the  most  important  and  decisive  actions  of 
those  times.  The  night  afler  the  combat,  the  vie 
torious  soldiers  cave  liberty  to  almost  all  their 
prisoners.  The  Venetian  envoys  having  made  a 
complaint  on  this  subject  to  tho  Count,  be  enquired 
what  was  become  of  the  captives ;  and  upon  being 
informed  that  all,  except  four  hundred,  had  been 
set  free,  he  gave  orders  that  the  remaining  ones 
also  should  be  released  immediately,  according  to 
the  custom- which  prevailed  amongst  the  armies 
of  those  days,  the  object  of  which  was  to  prevent 
a  speedy  termination  of  the  war.  This  proceedo 
ing  of  Carmap^nola's  occasioned  much  distrust 
and  irritation  m  the  minds  of  the  Venetian  rulers, 
and  their  displeasure  was  increased  when  tJie  ar- 
roada  of  the  republic,  commanded  by  II  Trevisani, 
was  defeated  upon  the  Po,  without  any  attempt  in 
its  favour  having  been  made  by  the  Count  The 
failure  of  their  attempt  upon  Cremona  was  also 
imputed  to  him  as  a  crime,  and  the  Senate,  re- 
solving to  free  themselves  from  a  powerful  chiefs 
now  become  an  object  of  suspicion,  afler  many 
deliberations  on  the  best  method  of  carry  ing  their 
designs  into  eficct,  at  length  determined  to  invite 
him  to  Venice,  under  pretence  of  consulting  him 
on  their  negotiations  for  peace.  He  obeyed  tlieir 
summons  without  hesitation  or  mistrust,  and  was 
every  where  received  with  extraordinary  honours 
during  the  course  of  his  journey.  On  his  arrival 
at  Venice,  and  before  he  entered  his  own  house, 
eight  gentlemen  were  sent  to  meet  him,  by  whom 
he  was  esqprted  to  St  Mark's  Place.  When  ho 
was  introduced  into  the  dueal  palace,  his  attend- 
ants were  dismissed,  and  informed  that  he  would 
be  in  private  with  the  Doge  for  a  considerable 
time.  He  was  arrested  in  the  palace,  then  ex- 
amined by  the  Secret  Council,  put  to  the  torture, 
which  a  wound  he  had  received  in  the  service  of 
the  Republic  rendered  still  more  affonizinor,  and 
condemned  to  death.  On  the  5th  May,  1432,  he 
was  conducted  to  execution,  with  his  mouth  gag. 
ged,  and  beheaded  between  the  two  columns  of 
St  Mark's  Place.  With  regard  to  the  innocence 
or  guilt  of  this  distinguished  character,  there  ex- 
ists no  authentic  information.  The  author  of  the 
tragedy,  which  we  are  about  to  analyse,  has  cho 
sen  to  represent  him  as  entirely  innocent,  ond 
probability  at  least  is  on  this  side.  It  is  poosiblb, 
that  the  haughtiness  of  an  aspiring  warrior,  ac- 
customed to  command,  and  impatient  of  controls, 
might  have  been  the  principal  cause  of  offence  to 
the  Venetians :  or  perhaps  their  jealousy  was  ex. 
cited  by  his  increasing  power  over  the  minds  of 
an  obedient  army  \  and,  not  considering  it  axoe- 
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dient  to  displace  him,  they  ratolTed  upon  hit  de- 
MractioD* 

This  trai^y,  which  is  finrmed  apon  the  model 
of  the  EnrUsh  and  German  drama,  comprises  the 
history  of  Carma|piola's  life,  from  the  day  on 
which  he  was  made  commander  of  the  Venetian 
armies  to  that  of  his  execution,  tlias  embracin|f  a 
period  of  about  seven  years.  The  eitracts  we 
are  about  to  present  to  our  readers,  will  enable 
them  to  form  their  own  opinion  of  a  piece  which 
has  excited  so  much  attention  in  Italy.  The  first 
act  opens  in  Venice,  in  the  hall  of  the  Senate. 
The  Do|;e  proposes  that  the  Count  di  Carmaj^nola 
should  be  consulted  on  the  projected  league  be- 
tween the  Republic  and  the  Florentines,  against 
the  Duke  of  Milan.  To  this  all  agree ;  and  the 
Count  is  introduced.  He  begins  by  justifying  his 
conduct  from  the  imputations  to  which  it  might 
be  liable,  in  consequence  of  his  appearing  as  the 
enemy  of  the  Prince  whom  he  had  so  recently 
served  :— 


-He  cast  me  down 


From  the  high  pbce  my  blood  had  dearly  won, 

And  when  I  sought  bis  presence,  to  appeal 

For  justice  there,  *t  was  vain !  my  foes  had  formed 

Around  hu  throne  a  barrier ;  e*en  my  life 

Became  the  mark  of  hatred,  but  in  tliis 

Their  hopes  have  fiuPd — I  me  them  not  the  time. 

My  life ! — I  stand  prepared  to  yield  it  up 

On  the  proud  field,  and  in  some  noble  cause 

For  glory  well  exchanged ;  but  not  a  prey, 

Not  to  bo  caught  ignoblv  in  the  toils 

Of  those  I  scorn.    I  left  him,  and  obtainM 

With  yon  a  place  of  refuge ;  yet  e*en  here 

His  snares  were  cast  around  me.    Now  all  ties 

Are  broke  between  us ;  to  an  open  foe, 

An  open  §6e  I 


He  then  gives  counsel  in  favour  of  war,  and 
retires,  leaving  the  senate  engaged  in  deliberation. 
War  is  resolved  upon,  and  he  is  elected  comman- 
der. The  fourth  scene  represents  the  house  of 
Carmagnole.  His  soliloquy  is  noble;  but  its 
character  is  much  more  that  of  English  than  of 
Italian  poetry,  and  may  be  traced,  without  difii- 
culty,  to  the  celebrated  monologue  of  Hamlet 

A  leader— or  a  fugitive ! — to  drag 

Slow  years  along  in  idle  vacancy. 

As  a  worn  veteran  living  on  the  fiime 

Of  former  deeds ;  to  ofier  humble  prayers 

And  blessings  for  protection— owing  all 

Yet  left  me  of  existence  to  the  might 

Of  other  swords,  dependent  on  some  arm. 

Which  soon  may  cast  me  off— or  on  the  field 

To  breathe  once  more,  to  feel  the  tide  of  life 

Rush  proudly  through  my  veins — to  hail  again 

My  lofly  star,  and  at  the  trumpet's  voice 

To  wake !  to  rule !  to  conquer ! — Which  must  be 

My  fate,  this  hour  decides.    And  yet,  if  peace 

Should  be  the  choice  of  Venice,  shall  I  cling 

StijI  poorly  to  ignoble  safety  here, 

Secluded  as  a  homicide,  who  cowers 

Within  a  tcmale's  precincts  ?    Shall  not  he 

Who  made  a  &ingdom*s  fate,  control  his  own  ? 


Is  there  not  one  among  the  many  lords 
Of  this  divided  Italy— not  one-   " 
With  sonl  enough  to  envy  that  bright  < 
Encircling  Phibp*s  head  T    And  know  tbej  not 
*T  was  won  by  me  from  many  a  tyrant's  ^rasp. 
Snatch*d  by  my  hand,  and  placed  upon  the  brvnar 
Of  that  ingrate,  from  whom  my  spirit  bums 
Again  to  wrest  it,  and  bestow  the  priae 
On  him  who  best  shall  eall  the  prowess  fbrth 
Which  dumbers  in  my  arm  7 

Maroo,  a  senator,  and  a  friond  of  the  Cbont, 
now  arrives,  and  announces  to  Mm  that  war  is 
resolved  upon,  and  that  he  in  appointed  to  the 
command  of  the  armiea,  at  the  same  tine  adviaiiig 
him  to  act  with  caution  towards  hb  eneaaies  in 
the  Republie. 


Car,  Think*st  thou  I  know  not  whom  to  < 

my  foes? 
Ay,  I  could  number  all. 

Afisr.  And  know*st  thou,  too, 
What  fault  hath  made  them  such7— *Tie,  that 

then  art 
So  high  above  them ;  *l  is,  that  thy  disdain 
Doth  meet  them  undisgniscd.    As  yet  not  ixie 
Hath  done  thee  wrong ;  but  who,  when  so  reeolved. 
Finds  not  his  time  to  injure  7 — In  thj  thoughts, 
Save  when  they  cross  thy  path,  no  pkioe  is  theirs 
But  they  remember  tkte.    The  high  in  sool 
Soorn  and  forget ;  but  to  the  grovelling  heart 
There  is  delight  in  hatred.    Rouse  it  not. 
Subdue  it,  while  the  power  is  yet  thine  own. 
I  counsel  no  vile  arts,  from  which  my  sool 
Revolts  indignantly — thou  know*st  it  well ; 
But  there  is  yet  a  wisdom,  not  unmeet 
For  the  most  lofly  nature, — there  is  power 
or  winning  meaner  minds,  without  descent 
From  the  high  spirit's  glorious  eminence, — 
And  wottld*st  thou  seek  that  magic,  it  were  ib*ne 

The  first  scene  of  the  second  act  represents  part 
of  the  Duke  of  Milan's  camp  near  Maclodia 
Malatesti,  the  commander-in-chief,  and  Pergola, 
aCondottiere  of  mat  distinction,  are  deliberating 
upon  the  state  of  the  war.  Pergola  considers  it 
imprudent  to  give  battle,  Malatesti  is  of  a  contrary 
opinion.  They  are  joined  by  Sforza  and  Forte- 
braccio,  who  are  impatient  for  action,  and  Torello, 
who  endeavours  to  convince  them  of  its  inexpc- 
diency. 

Sfo.  Torello,  didst  thou  mark  tlie  ardent  soul 
Which  fires  each  soldier's  eye  7 

Tor,  I  mark'd  it  well. 
I  heard  th'  impatient  about,  th*  exalting  voice 
Of  Hope  and  Courage,  and  I  turn'd  aside. 
That  on  my  brow  the  warrior  might  not  road 
Th'  involuntary  thought,  whose  sodden  gloom 
Had  cast  deep  shadows  tliere.     It  was  a  thought. 
That  this  vain  semblance  of  delusive  joy 
Soon  like  a  dream  shall  fade.    It  was  a  thought 
(hi  wasted  valour  doom'd  to  perish  here. 

•  s  «  •  e  ' 

For  these — what  boots  it  to  disguine  the  truth  7 — 
These  are  no  war%  in  which,  for  all  things  loved. 
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And  procioiis»  and  revend-*for  all  the  ties 
Chngring  around  the  heart — ^for  those  whose  amile 
Makes  home  so  lovely— 'ibr  his  native  land. 
And  for  its  laws,  the  patriot  soldier  fiffbts ! 
These  are  no  wars  in  which  the  ohiettain's  aim 
Is  but  to  station  his  devoted  bands, 
And  theirs,  tlius  fiz*d — to  die !   It  is  o»r  fate 
Tc  lead  a  hireling  train,  whose  spirits  breathe 
Fury,  not  fofftitu£.    With  burning  hearts 
They  rush  where  Victory  smiling  waves  them  on: 
Bill  if  delay'd,  if  between  flight  and  death. 
Pausing  they  stand— is  there  no  cause  to  doubt  , 
What  choice  were  theirs  7    And  but  too  well  our 

heatts 
That  choice  might  here  foresee.    Oh  1  evil  times. 
When  for  the  leader,  care  augments,  the  more^ 
Bright  glory  fades  away ! — Yet,  once  again. 
This  is  no  field  for  us. 

After  various  debates,  Malatesti  resolves  to  at- 
tack the  enemy.  The  fourth  and  fiiUi  scenes  of 
the  second  act  represent  the  tent  of  the  Count  in 
the  Venetian  camp,  and  his  preparations  for  bat- 
tie.  And  here  a  magnificent  piece  of  lyric  poetry 
is  introduced,  in  which  the  battle  is  described,  and 
its  fdtal  effects  lamented,  with  all  the  feeling  of  a 
patriot  and  a  Christian.  It  appears  to  us,  how- 
ever, that  this  ode,  hymn,  or  chorus  as  the  author 
has  entitled  it,  striking  as  its  effect  may  be  in  a 
separate  recitation,  prcMuoes  a  mucli  less  powerful 
impression  in  the  situation  it  occupies  at  present 
It  b  even  necessary,  in  order  to  appreciate  its 
singular  beauty,  that  it  should  be  reperosed,  as  a 
thing  detached'  from  the  tragedy.  The  transition 
is  too  violent,  in  our  opinion,  from  a  tragic  action, 
in  which  the  characters  are  represented  as  clothed 
with  existence,  and  passing  before  us  with  all 
their  contending  motives  and  feelings  laid  open 
to  our  inspection,  to  the  comparative  coldness  of  a 
)yric  piece,  where  the  author*s  imagination  expa- 
tiates ulone.  The  poet  may  have  been  led  into 
this  error  by  a  definition  of  Schlegers,  who,  speak, 
ing  of  tlie  Ureek  choruses,  gives  it  as  his  opinion, 
that  **  the  cborua  is  to  be  considered  as  a  personi. 
fication  of  the  moral  thoughts  inspired  by  the 
action — as  the  organ  of  the  poet,  who  speaks  in 
the  name  of  the  whole  human  race.  The  chorus, 
in  short,  is  the  idea/. spectator." 

But  the  fact  was  not  exactly  thus :  The  Greek 
chorus  was  composed  of  real  characters,  and  er 
pressed  the  sentiments  of  the  people  before  whose 
eyes  the  action  was  imagined  to  be  passing ;  thus 
the  true  spectator,  after  witnessing  in  representa. 
lion  the  triumphs  or  misfortunes  of  kings  and  he- 
roes, heard  from  the  chorus  the  idea  supposed  to 
be  entertained  on  the  subject  by  the  more  enlight 
ened  part  of  tlie  multitude.  If  the  author,  avail< 
ing  himself  of  his  talent  for  l^ric  poetry,  and 
varying  the  measure  in  conformity  to  the  subject, 
had  brought  his  chorus  into  action,  introducing, 
for  example,  a  veteran  looking  down  upon  the 
battle  from  an  eminence,  and  describing  its  vicis- 
situdes to  the  persons  below,  with  whom  he  might 
interchange  a  variety  of  national  and  moral  re- 
flections, it  appears  to  us  that  the  dramatic  efiTect 
would  have  been  considerably  heightened«  and 


the  assertion  that  the  Greek  chorus  is  not  com. 
patible  with  the  system  of  the  modern  drama, 
possibly  disproved.  We  shall  present  our  readers 
with  the  etitire  chorus  of  which  we  have  spoken, 
as  a  piece  to  be  read  separately,  and  one  to  which 
the  following  title  would  be  much  more  appro- 
priate. 

The  Battle  rfMaelodio  {or  Maealo\  an  Ode.* 

The  third  act,  which  passes  entirely  in  the  tent 
of  the  Count,  is  composed  of  long  discourses  be- 
tween Carmagnola  and  the  Venetian  envoys.  One 
of  these  requires  him  to  pursue  the  fugitives  afler 
his  victory,  which  he  haughtily  refuses  to  do,  de- 
claring that  he  will  not  leave  the  field  until  he 
has  gamed  possession  ofthe  surrounding  fortresses. 
Another  complains  that  the  Condotticri  and  the 
soldiers  have  released  their  prisoners,  to  which  he 
replies,  that  it  is  an  established  military  custom ; 
and,  sending  for  the  remaining  four  hundred  cap. 
tivca,  he  gives  them  their  liberty  also.  This  act, 
which  terminates  with  the  suspicious  observations 
of  the  envoys  on  Carmagnola*s  conduct,  is  rather 
barren  of  interest,  though  the  episode  of  the 
younger  Pergola,  which  we  shall  lay  before  our 
readers,  is  happily  imagined. 

As  the  prisoners  are  departing,  the  Count  o'j« 
serves  the  younger  Pergola,  and  stops  him. 

Car.  Thou  art  not,  youtli ! 
One  to  be  numbered  with  the  vulgar  crowd 
Thy  garb,  and  more,  thy  towering  mien,  v^  2Dld 

speak 
Of  nobler  parentage.    Yet  with  the  rest 
Thou  minglcst,  and  art  silent 4 

Per.  Silence  best, 

0  chief!  befits  the  vanquuh'd. 
Car.  Bearing  up 

Against  thy  fate  thus  proudly,  thou  art  proved 
Worthy  a  beUer  sUr.    Thy  name? 

Per.  T  is  one 
Whose  heritage  doth  impose  no  common  task 
On  him  that  bears  it    One,  which  to  adorn 
With  brighter  blazonry  were  hard  emprise. 
My  name  is  Pergola. 

Car.  And  art  thou  then 
That  warrior's  son  7 

Per.  I  am. 

Car,  Approach!  embrace 
Thy  father's  early  friend !     What  thou  art  now 

1  was,  when  first  we  met    Oh !  thou  doet  brtng 
Back  on  my  heart  remembrance  of  the  days. 
The  young,  and  joyous,  and  adventurous  days 
Of  hope  and  ardour.    And  despond  not  thou ! 
My  dawn,  *t  is  true,  with  brighter  omens  smiled. 
But  still  fair  Fortune's  glorious  promises 

Are  for  the  brave,  and  though  delay'd  awhile 
She  soon  or  late  fulfils  them.    Youth  I  salute 
Thy  sire  for  me ;  and  say,  though  not  of  th^e 
I  osk'd  it,  yet  my  heart  is  well  assured 
He  counsefrd  not  this  battle. 

Per.  Oh  !  he  gave 
Far  other  counsels,  but  his  fruitless  woras 
Were  spoken  to  the  winds, 

*  Tkii  pises  wiJ  W  fomd  at  paso  303,  sals. 
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Car.  Lament  tfaoo  not 
Upon  his  chiefUin*8  head  the  shame  will  reit 
Of  tiiis  defeat ;  and  be  who  firmly  stood 
Fix*d  at  his  post  of  peril,  hath  begun 
A  Boldier*s  race  fall  nobly.    Follow  me, 
1  will  restore  thy  sword. 

The  fourth  act  is  occupied  by  the  machinations 
of  the  Coant*8  enemies  at  Venice;  and  the  jealous 
and  complicated  policy  of  that  RepubUc,  and  the 

.despotic  authority  of  the  Council  of  Ten,  are  skil*! 
(uljy  developed  in  many  of  the  scenes. 

The  first  scene  of  the  fifth  act  opens  at  Venice 
in  the  hall  of  the  Council  of  Ten.  Carmagnola  is 
eonsuiled  by  the  Doge  on  the  terms  of  peace  of- 
fered by  the  Duke  of  Milan.  His  advice  is  re- 
ceived with  disdain,  and  afler  various  insults  he  is 

'  accused  of  treason.  His  astonishment  and  indig- 
nation  at  this  unexpected  charge  are  expressed 
with  all  the  warmth  and  simplicity  of  innocence. 

Car,  A  traitor !  I ! — that  name  of  infamy 
Reaches  not  me.    Let  him  the  title  bear 
Who  best  deserves  such  meed — it  is  not  mine. 
Call  me  a  dupe,  and  I  may  well  submit. 
For  such  my  part  is  here ;  yet  would  I  not 
E^Echange  that  name,  for  *t  is  the  worthiest  still. 
A  traitor ! — I  retrace  in  thought  the  time. 
When  for  your  cause  I  fought;  *tis  all  one  path 
8trew*d  o*er  with  flowers.    Point  out  the  day  on 

which 

A  traitor's  deeds  were  mine;  the  day  which  pcMsM 
l^nmark*d  by  thanks,  and  praise,  and  promises 
Of  h igh  reward  1    What  more  7    Behold  me  here ! 
And  when  I  came  to  seeming  honour  oall'd, 
When  in  my  heart  most  deeply  spoke  the  voice 
Of  love,  and  grateful  zeal,  and  trusting  faith— 
Of  trnstinff  faith !— Ob,  no !     Doth  he  who  comes 
Th'  invited  guest  of  friendship,  dream  of  faith  7 
I  came  to  be  ensnared !     Well !  it  is  dune. 
And  be  it  so !  but  since'  deceitful  hate 
Hath  thrown  at  length  her  smiling  mask  aside. 
Praise  be  to  Heaven !  an  open  field  at  last 
Is  spread  before  us.    Now  't  is  yours  to  speak. 
Mine  to  defend  my  cause ;  declare  ye  then 
My  treasons ! 

Doge.  By  the  secret  college  soon 
All  shall  be  told  thee. 

Car,  I  appeal  not  there. 
What  I  have  done  for  you  hath  all  been  done 
In  the  bright  noonday,  and  its  tale  shall  not 
Be  told  in  darkness.    Of  a  warrior's  deeds 
Warriors  alone  should  judge ;  and  such  I  choose 
To  be  mine  arbiters;  my  proud  defence 
Bball  not  be  made  in  secret    All  shall  hear. 

Doge.  The  time  for  choice  is  past. 

Car,  What!     Is  tliere  force 
Employed  against  me? — Guards!    {raiting  his 
voice.) 

Doge.  They  are  not  nigh. 
Soldiers '.  {enter  armed  tnen.) 
Thy  guards  are  tliese. 

Car.  I  am  betrayed  ! 

Doge.  *T  was  then  a  thought  of  wisdom  to  dis- 
jierso 
Thy  followers.    Well  and  justly  was  it  deem*d 


That  the  bold  traitor,  m  his  plots  i 
Might  prof)e  a  rebel  too. 

Car,  E*en  as  ye  list. 
Now  be  it  yours  to  charge  mew 

Dogo»  Bear  him  henoa, 
Before  the  secret  ooUege. 

Car.  Hear  me  yet 
One  moment  first  That  ye  have  doom'd  mj  doath 
I  weU  perceive ;  bat  with  that  death  ye  dooto 
Your  own  eternal  shame.    Far  o*er  these  towen 
Beyond  its  ancient  bounds,  majestic  floats 
The  banner  of  the  Lion,  in  its  pride 
Of  conqnering  power,  and  well  doth  Europe  know 
I  bore  it  thus  to  empire.    Here^  *t  is  true. 
No  voice  will  speak  men's  thoughts ;  hot  lar  be- 
yond 
The  limits  of  your  sway,  in  other  scenes. 
Where  that  still,  speechless  terror  hath  not  reach*il« 
Which  is  your  sceptre's  attribute,  my  deeds;. 
And  your  reward,  will  live  in  chronicles 
For  ever  to  endure.    Yet,  yet,  respect 
Vour  annals,  and  the  future !    Ye  will  need 
A  warrior  soon,  and  a*ho  will  then  be  years  ? 
Forget  not,  though  your  captive  now  I  stand, 
I  was  not  born  your  subject    No !  my  birth 
Was  *midst  a  warlike  people,  one  in  soul. 
And  watchful  o'er  its  rights,  and  used  to  deem 
The  honour  of  each  eitiaen  its  own. 
Think  ye  tliis  outrage  will  be  there  onboard  T 
There  is  some  treachery  here.    Our  con^mon  S>et 
Have  urged  you  on  to  this.    Full  well  ye  knoir 
I  have  been  faithful  still.    There  yet  is  time. 

Dfljge.  The  time  is  past   When  thou  didst  me. 
ditate 
Thy  guilt,  and  in  thy  pride  of  heart  defy 
Those  destined  to  chastise  it,  then  the  boor 
Of  foresight  should  have  been. 

Car,  O  mean  in  soul ! 
And  dost  thou  dare  to  think  a  warrior's  breast 
For  worthless  life  can  tremble  7    Thou  shalt  soon 
Learn  how  to  die.    Go !    When  the  hour  of  fate 
On  thy  vile  couch  o'ertakes  thee,  thou  wilt  meet 
Its  summons  with  far  other  mien  than  such 
As  I  shall  bear  to  ignominious  death. 

SoiRB  II.— TAe  Houit  of  CiRMiGifouu 

Aktonibtti,  Matilda. 

Mat  The  boon  fly  fiwt,  the  morn  is  risenfand 
yet 
My  father  comes  not ! 

AnL  Ah  *.  thou  host  not  leam'd 
By  sad  experience,  with  how  slow  a  pace 
Joys  ever  come ;  expected  long,  and  oft 
Deceiving  expectation  !  while  the  stepe 
Of  grief  o'crtake  us,  ere  we  dream  them  nigh. 
Cut  night  is  past,  the  long  and  lingering  hoars 
Of  hope  deferr'd  are  o'er,  end  those  of  Miss 
Most  soon  succeed.    A  few  short  moments  more. 
And  he  is  with  us.    E'en  fix>m  this  delay 
I  augur  well.     A  council  held  so  long 
Must  be  to  give  us  peace.    He  will  1^  ours, 
Perhaps  for  yeara  our  own. 

MaL  O  mother !  thus 
My  hopes  too  whisper.    Nights  enough  in  tesfs, 
And  days  in  all  the  sickness  of  suspense 
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Our  anxiom  love  hath  passed.    It  is  ivU  timo 
That  each  sad  moment,  at  each  nimoiir*d  taloi 
Each  idle  monnar  of  the  people's  voioe, 
We  should  not  longer  tramhle»  that  no  more 
This  thought  should  haunt  oar  sools-^E'en  now, 

perelunce, 
He  fi>r  whom  thus  oor  hearU  are  yeaming^-dies  I 

AnL  Oh!  fearful  thought l—bot rain  and  dis. 
tant  now! 
Bach  jojT,  ny  daughtsr,  must  be  bought  with 

griel^ 
Hast  thou  forgot  the  day,  when  proudly  led 
In  triumph  'midst  the  noble  and  the  brarot 
Thy  glorious  &ther  to  the  temple  bore 
The  banners  won  in  battle  from  hb  foes  7 

MaL  A  day  to  be  remember'd ! 

Ant  By  hb  side 
Each  seem'd  inferior.    Every  breath  of  nir 
Swell'd  with  his  echoing  name ;  and  we,  the  while, 
Statioa'd  on  high  and  sever'd  from  the  throng, 
Gazed  on  that  one  who  drew  the  gaae  of  all, 
While  with  the  tide  of  rapture  half  o'erwhelm'd. 
Our  hearU  beat  high,  and  whtsper'd— *«  We  Are 
his." 

MtL  Moments  of  joy ! 

AnL  What  have  we  done,  my  ehild. 
To  merit  such  ?    Heaven,  for  so  high  a  fate, 
Chose  us  firom  thousands,  and  upon  thy  brow 
Inscribed  a  lofty  name,  a  name  so  bright. 
That  he  to  whom  thou  bear'st  the  gift,  whate'er 
His  race,  may  boast  it  proudly.    What  a  mark 
For  eavy  is  the  glory  of  our  lot ! 
And  we  should  weigh  its  joys  against  these  hours 
Of  fear  and  sorrow. 

MaL  They  are  past  e'en  now. 
Hark!  'twas  the  aound  of  oars!— it  sweU»— tis 

hnsh'd! 
The  gates  unclose— O  mother !  I  behold 
A  warrior  clad  in  mail— he  comes,  't  is  he ! 

Ant.  Whom  should  it  be  if  not  bimaelf  7— my 
I!  {S^e  come§  forwnrd.) 


{Enter  Gomzaoa  and  othera.) 

Ant  Gonzaga!  —  where  is  he  we  look'd  for? 
Where? 
Thou  answerest  not !— O  heaven !  thy  looks  are 

fraught 
With  prophecies  of  woe  ! 

Oon,  Alas!  too  true 
The  omens  they  reveal ! 

Jtfa^  Of  woe  to  whom  ! 

Chn.  Oh !  why  hath  such  a  task  of  bitterness 
Fallen  to  my  lot  ? 

Ant.  Thou  woold'st  be  pitiffal, 
And  thou  art  cruel,    dose  this  dread  suspense ; 
Speak !  I  adjure  thee,  in  the  name  of  God ! 
Where  is  my  husband  ? 

Gon,  Heaven  sustain  your  souls 
With  fortitude  to  bear  the  Ule  !— my  chief 

Jtfaf.  Is  he  retum'd  unto  tlie  field  ? 

Gem.  Alas! 
Thither  the  warrior  shall  return  no  more. 
The  tenate^s  wrath  is  on  him.    He  is  now 
A  prisoner ! 

4nt,  He  ii  a  prisoner ! — and  for  what  ? 

Goii.  He  is  accused  of  treason. 
47 


MaL  Treason !    Ha 
A  traitor  !^Oh !  my  father ! 

AnL  Haste!  proceed, 
And  pause  no  more.    Our  hearts  are  nerved  for 

aU. 
Say,  what  shall  be  his  sentence  ? 

Oon,  From  my  lips 
It  shall  not  be  reveard. 

AnL  Oh!  he  is  slain! 

Oon.  He  lives,  but  yet  his  doom  is  fix'd. 

AnL  He  Uves ! 
Weep  not,  my  daughter!  'tis  the  time  to  act 
For  pity's  sake,  Gonzaga,  be  thou  not 
Wearied  of  our  afflictions.    Heaven  to  thee 
Intrusts  the  caiv  of  two  forsaken  ones. 
He  was  thy  friend — Ah !  haste,  then,  be  our  guide ; 
Conduct  us  to  his  judges.    Come,  my  child. 
Poor  innocent,  come  with  me.    There  yet  is  left 
Mercy  upon  the  earth.    Yes !  they  themselves 
Are  husbands,  they  are  fathers !  When  they  sign'd 
The  fearful  sentence,  they  remember'd  not 
He  was  a  fiither,  and  a  husband  too. 
But  when  their  eyes  behold  the  agony 
One  word  of  theirs  hath  caused,  their  hearts  will 

melt. 
They  will,  they  muat  revoke  it    Oh !  the  sight 
Of  mortal  woe  is  terrible  to  man ! 
Perhaps  the  warrior's  lofty  soul  disdain'd 
To  vindicate  his  deeds,  or  to  recall 
His  triumphs  won  for  them.    It  is  for  us 
To  wake  each  high  remembrance.  Ah  !  we  know 
That  he  implored  not,  but  our  knees  shall  bend. 
And  we  will  pray. 

Oon,  Oh  Heaven !  that  I  could  leave 
Your  hearts  one  ray  of  hope !    There  is  no  ear. 
No  place  for  prayers.    The  judges  here  are  deaC 
Implacable,  unknown.    The  thunderbolt 
Falls  heavy,  and  the  hand  by  which  *t  is  lanch'd 
la  veil'd  in  clouds.    There  is  one  comfort  still, 
The  sole  sad  comfort  of  a  parting  hour, 
I  come  to  bear.    Ye  may  behold  him  yet 
The  moments  fly.  Arouse  your  strength  of  heart 
Oh !  fearfiil  is  the  trial,  but  the  God 
Of  mourners  will  be  with  you. 

Mat.  Is  there  not 
One  hope  ? 

Ant.  Alas!  my  child! 

SCBNK  IV^il  Pnsott. 
ClRMAQNOLA. 

They  must  have  heard  it  now. — Oh !  that  at  least 
I  might  have  died  far  from  them !    Though  their 

hearts 
Had  bled  to  hear  the  tidings,  yet  the  hour, 
The  solemn  hour  of  Nature's  parting  pangs. 
Had  then  been  past    It  meets  us  darkly  now. 
And  we  must  drain  its  draught  of  bittemen^ 
Together,  drop  by  drop.    O  ye  wide  fields ; 
Ye  plains  of  fight,  and  thrillmg  sounds  of  arms . 
O  proud  delights  of  danger !    Battle  cries, 
And  thou,  my  war.4teed  !  and  ye  truntpot  notes 
Kindling  the  soul !    'Midst  your  iiimulluous  joys 
Death  seem'd  all  beautiful. — Ai.d  munt  I  then, 
With  shrinking  cold  relucunv^,  to  tny  fata 
Be  dragg'd,  e'en  as  a  fel  <.,  vn  the  winds 
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Pouring  Yain  prayers  and  impotent  oomplainto  7 
And  Marco !  bath  he  not  betrmj'd  me  too? 
Vile  doabt !    That  I  oonld  cast  it  from  my  tool 
Before  I  die !— But  no !    What  booto  it  now 
Thua  to  look  back  on  life  with  eye  that  turns 
To  linger  where  my  ibotatep  may  not  tread  f 
Now,  Philip !  thou  wilt  triumph !    Be  it  ao ! 
I  too  have  proved  anch  vain  and  impiooa  jojra, 
And  know  their  value  now.    But  oh !  again 
To  see  those  loved  onea,  and  to  hoar  the  last. 
Last  accents  of  their  voices !    By  those  arms 
Once  more  to  be  encircled,  and  from  thenoe 
To  tear  myself  for  ever !— Hark  !  thev  come  !— 
O  God  of  Mercy,  from  thy  throne  kiok  down 
In  pity  on  their  woes ! 

SccnkV. 
AvromRTA,  Matilda,  Gonzaqa,  amd  Car* 

MAONOLA. 

AnL  My  bunband ! 

MaL  Oh!  my  father! 

AtiL  Is  it  thus 
That  thou  retumest  7  and  is  this  the  hour 
Desired  so  long  7 

Car.  O  ye  afflicted  ones ! 
Heaven  knows  I  dread  its  pangs  for  too  alone. 
Long  have  my  thoughts  been  used  to  look  on 

Death, 
And  calmly  wait  his  time.    For  you  alone 
My  soul  bath  need  of  firmness ;  will  ve,  then. 
Deprive  me  of  its  aid  7 — When  the  Most  High 
On  virtue  pours  afflictions,  he  bestows 
The  courage  to  sustain  them.    Oh !  let  yours 
Equal  your  sorrows !    Let  us  yet  find  joy 
In  thb  embrace,  *t  is  still  a  gift  of  Heaven. 
Thou  wecp*st,  my  child !  and  thou,  beloved  wife ! 
Ah !  when  I  made  thee  mine,  thy  days  flow*d  on 
In  peace  and  gladness ;  I  united  thee 
To  my  disastrous  fate,  and  now  the  thought 
Embitters  death.    Oh !  tliat  I  had  not  seen 
The  woes  I  cause  thee ! 

Ant.  Husband  of  my  youth  \ 
Of  my  bright  days,  thou  who  didst  make  them 

bright. 

Read  thou  my  heart !  the  pangs  of  death  are  there. 
And  yet  e*en  now — I  would  not  but  be  thine. 

Car,  Full  well  I  know  how  much  I  lose  in  thee: 
Oh !  make  roe  not  too  deeply  feel  it  now. 

MaL  The  homicides ! 

Car.  No,  sweet  Matilda,  no ! 
Let  no  dark  thought  of  rage  or  vengeance  rise 
To  cloud  thy  geuUe  spirit,  and  disturb 
These  moments  — they  are  sacred.    Yes!  my 

wrongs 
Are  deep,  but  thou,  forgive  them,  and  oonfoss. 
That,  e*cn  *midst  all  the  fulness  of  our  woe. 
High,  holy  joy  remains.  —  Death !  death !  •—  our 

foe^ 
(>ar  most  relentless  foes,  can  only  speed 
^       Th*  inevitable  hour.    Oh !  man  hath  not 
Invented  death  for  man ;  it  would  be  then 
Maddening  and  inaupportable ;  from  Heaven 
T  is  sent,  and  Heaven  doth  temper  all  its  pangs 
With  such  bies^.  eomfort,  as  no  mortal  power 


Can  give  or  take  away.    My  wife !  my  child ! 

Hear  my  last  words— they  wring  your  bosons  i 

With  agony,  bat  yet,  some  future  day 

*T  will  soothe  you  to  recall  them.  Live,  my  wife ! 

Sustain  thy  grief,  and  live !  this  ill.starr*d  giri 

Must  not  be  reft  of  alL    Fly  swilUy  bcnoe. 

Conduct  her  to  tby  kindred,  she  is  theirs. 

Of  their  own  bk»od— and  they  so  loved  thee  oooe  ! 

Then,  to  their  foe  united,  thou  becamest 

Leas  dear ;  for  foods  and  wrongs  made  wvnag 

sounds 
Of  Carroasfnola's  and  Viseonti*s  names. 
But  to  their  hoeoms  thou  wilt  now  return 
A  mourner ;  and  the  object  of  their  hate 
Will  be  no  more.-— Oh  \  there  is  joy  in  dentb  ^^ 
And  thou,  my  flower !  that  *midst  the  din  of  arms^ 
Wert  bom  to  cheer  my  soul,  thy  lovely  bead 
Droops  to  the  earth !    Alas !  the  tempest's  rage 
Is  on  thee  now.    Thou  tremUest,  and  thy  heart 
Can  scarce  oontein  the  heavings  of  its  woe. 
I  foel  thy  burning  tears  upon  my  breast — 
I  foel,  and  cannot  dry  them,    l^st  thou  claim 
Pity  from  me,  MatlMa  7    Oh !  thy  sire 
Hath  now  no  power  to  aid  thee,  but  thou  knoiw*sl 
That  the  forsaken  have  a  fother  still 
On  high.    Confide  in  him,  and  live  to  days 
Of  peace,  if  not  of  joy;  for  such  to  thee 
He  surely  destines.     Wherefore  hath  he  poor'd 
The  torrent  of  affliction  on  thy  youth. 
If  to  thy  foture  years  be  not  reserved 
All  his  benign  compassion  7    Live !  and  aoolfaa 
Thy  suffering  mother.    May  abe  to  the  anna 
Of  no  ignoble  consort  lead  thee  still ! — 
Gonzaga  !  take  the  hand  which  thou  bast  prsas'd 
Oft  in  the  morn  of  battle,  when  our  hearts 
Had  cause  to  doubt  if  we  should  meet  at  eve. 
Wilt  thou  yet  press  it,  pledging  me  thy  foith 
To  guide  and  guard  these  mourners,  till  they  Joip 
Their  friends  and  kindred  7 

Chm.  Rest  asaured,  I  will. 

Car.  I  am  content.    And  if,  when  this  is  dona^ 
Thou  to  the  field  retumest,  there  for  me 
Salute  my  brethren ;  tell  them  that  I  died 
Guiltless ;  thou  hast  been  witness  of  m  v  deodi^ 
Hast  read  my  inmost  thoughts — and  know'st  it 

welL 
J  Tell  them  I  never,  with  a  traitor's  shame, 
j  Stain*d  my  bright  sword. — Oh !  never — I  myself 
Have  been  ensnared  by  treachery.    Think  of  dm 
When  trampet-notcs  are  stirring  ever^  heart. 
And  banners  proudly  waving  in  the  air. 
Think  of  thine  ancient  comrade !    And  the  daj 
Following  the  combat,  when  upon  the  field. 
Amidst  the  deep  and  solemn  harmony 
Of  dirge  and  hymn,  the  priest  of  funeral  rites, 
With  lifted  hands,  is  offering  for  the  slain 
His  sacrifice  to  heaven  ; — forget  me  not ! 
For  I,  too,  hoped  upon  the  battle  plain 
fTen  so  to  die. 

AiiL  Have  mercy  on  us.  Heaven ! 

Car.  My  wife !  Matilda '  Now  the  hour  is  nigh. 
And  we  must  part^— Farewell ! 

MaL  No,  fother!  no! 

Car.  Come  to  tliis  breast  yet,  yet  once  more, 
and  then 
For  pity's  sake  depart! 
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Ant,  No!  force  alone 
Sliall  tear  us  hence. 

{A  mmnd  ofarmM  i$  hanrd,) 
iMoL  Hark  !  what  dread  sound  ! 
Ant  Great  God ! 

{The  door  m  hay  opened,  and  armed  men 
enter,  the  chief  of  whom  advaneee  to 
the  Count    Hie  wife  and  daughter 
fall  eeneeleee. 
Can  O  God !  I  thank  tboe.   O  most  merciful 
Thus  to  withdraw  their  senses  from  the  pangs 
Of  this  dread  monient*s  conflict ! 

Thoo,  my  friend, 
Assist  them,  bear  them  from  this  scene  of  woe, 
And  tell  them,  when  their  eyes  again  unclose 
To  meet  the  daj-*that  nought  is  left  to  fear. 

Notwithstanding  the  pathetic  beauties  of  the 
last  act,  the  attention  which  this  tragedy  has  ex- 
cited  in'  Italy,  must  be  principally  attributed  to 
the  boldness  of  the  author  in  so  completely  eman- 
cipating himself  from  the  fetters  of  the  dramatic 
unities.  Tlie  severity  with  which  the  tragic  po- 
ets of  that  country  have,  in  general,  restricted 
themselves  to  those  rules,  has  been  sufficiently 
remarkable,  to  obtain,  at  least,  temporary  distinc- 
tion for  the  courage  of  the  writer  who  should 
attempt  to  violate  them.  Although  this  piece 
comprises  a  period  of  several  years,  and  that,  too, 
in  days  so  troubled  and  so  **  full  of  fate" — days 
in  which  the  deepest  passions  and  most  powerful 
energies  of  the  human  mind  wore  called  into  ac- 
tion by  the  strife  of  oonfliotini^  interests ;  tliere 
is,  nevertheless,  as  great  a  deficiency  of  incident, 
as  if  **  to  be  born  and  die**  made  all  the  history 
of  aspiring  natures  contending  ibr  supremacy. 
The  character  of  the  hero  is  portrayed  in  words, 
not  in  actions ;  it  does  not  unfold  itself  in  any 
■tra^gle  of  opposite  feelings  and  passions,  and 
the  interest  excited  for  him  only  commences  at 
the  moment  when  It  ought  to  have  reached  its 
climax.  The  meriti  of  the  piece  may  be  summed 
up  in  the  occasional  energy  of  the  language  and 
dignity  of  the  thoughts;  and  the  trutli  with 
which  the  spirit  of  the  age  is  characterised,  as 
well  in  the  developementof  that  suspicious  policy 
distinguishing  the  system  of  the  Venetian  govern- 
ment, as  in  the  pictures  of  the  fiery  Condottieri, 
holding  their  councils  of  war, 

"  Jealoua  ofhoDoar,  fudden  and  quick  In  qoarreU** 


CAIUS  GRACCHUS, 

A  TRAGEDY. 

Bt  Monti. 


This  tragedy,  though  inferior  in  power  and 
interest  to  the  Arioiod^no  of  the  same  author,  is, 
nevertheless,  distinguished  by  beauties  of  a  high 
order,  and  such  as,  in  our  opinion,  folly  establish 
its  claims  to  more  general  attention  than  it  has 
hitherto  received.  Although  tlie  loftiness  and  se- 
verity  of  Roman  manners,  in  the  days  o£  the  Re- 


public, have  been  sufficiently  preserved  to  give 
an  impressive  diaracter  to  the  piece ;  yet  tlieee 
workings  of  passion  and  tenderness,  without 
which  dignity  -soon  becomes  monotonous,  and 
heroism  unnatural,  have  not  been  (as  in  the  tra- 
gedies of  AUieri  upon  similar  subjectB)  too  rigidly 
suppressed. 

The  powerful  character  of  the  high-hearted 
Cornelia,  with  all  the  calm  collected  majesty 
which  our  ideas  are  wont  to  associate  with  the 
name  of  a  Roman  matron ;  and  the  depth  and 
sublimity  of  maternal  affection  more  particularly 
bebnging  to  the  mother  of  the  Gracchi,  are  beau- 
tifully contrasted  with  the  softer  and  more  woman, 
ish  feelings,  the  intense  anxieties,  the  sensitive 
and  passionate  attachment,  embodied  in  the  per- 
son of  Sicinia,  the  wife  of  Gracchus.  The  ap- 
peab  made  by  Gracchus  to  the  people  are  full  of 
majestic  eloquence,  and  the  whole  piece  seems 
to  be  animated  by  that  restless  and  untameable 
spirit  of  freedom,  whose  immortalized  struggles 
for  ascendency  give  so  vivid  a  colouring,  so  ex- 
alted an  interest,  to  the  annals  of  the  ancient  re* 
publics. 

The  tragedy  opens  with  tlie  soliloquy  of  Calue 
Gracchus,  who  is  returned  in  secret  to  Rorao, 
after  having  been  employed  in  rebuilding  Gar* 
thage,  whi(£  Scipio  had  utterly  demolished. 

Caius,  in  Rome  behold  thyself!    The  night 
Hath  spread  her  favouring  shadows  o*cr thy  path; 
And  thoa,  be  strong,  my  country  \  for  thy  son 
Gracchus  is  with  thee !    All  is  hush'd  around. 
And  in  deep  slumber ;  fVom  the  cares  of  day. 
The  worn  plebeians  rest    Oh !  ^ood  and  true, 
And  only  Romans !  your  repose  is  sweet. 
For  toil  hath  given  it  zest ;  *tis  calm  and  pure. 
For  no  remorse  hath  troubled  it    Meanwhile, 
My  brothcr*8  murderers,  the  patricians,  hold 
Inebriate  vigils  o*er  their  festal  boards, 
Or  in  dark  midnight  councils  sentence  me 
To  deatli,  and  Rome  to  chains.  They  little  deem 
Of  the  unIook*d.for  and  tremendous  foe 
So  near  at  hand !    It  is  enough.    I  tread 
In  safety  my  paternal  threshold. — Yes! 
This  is  my  own !    Oh  mother !  oh  my  wife ! 
My  child ! — I  come  to  dry  your  tears.    I  come 
Strengthen*d  by  three  dreaa  furies.  One  is  wrath« 
Fired  by  my  country's  wrongs ;  and  one  deep  love, 
For  those,  my  bosonrs  inmates ;  and  the  third — 
Vengeance,  fierce  vengeance, for  a  brother*s  blood! 

His  soliloquy  is  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of 
Fulvius,  his  friend,  with  whose  profligate  charac- 
ter, and  unprincipled  designs,  he  is  represented 
as  unacquainted.  From  the  opening  speech  made 
by  Fulvius  (before  he  is  aware  of  the  presence 
of  Caius)  to  the  slave  by  whom  he  is  attended,  i*. 
appears  that  he  is  just  returned  from  the  perpe 
tration  of  some  crime,  the  nature  of  which  is  not 
disclosed  until  the  second  act 

The  suspicions  of  Caius  are,  however,  awaken 
ed,  by  the  obscure  allusions  to  some  act  of  sigiiai, 
but  secret  vengeance,  which  Fulvius  throws  out 
in  the  course  of  the  ensuing  discuasiop.       ^ 
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Ful  This  it  no  tioM  for  grief  and  fteble  tears. 
But  for  high  deede. 

CaiuM,  And  we  will  make  it  such. 
But  prove  we  first  our  strength..  Declare,  what 

firieods 
(If  yet  misfbrtane  hath  her  friends)  remain 
True  to  our  cause  7 

FuL  Few,  few,  bat  valiant  hearU ! 


Shall  wake  the  mighty.    Thou  shall  see  I  i 
Prepared  for  all ;  and  as  I  trackM  the  deep 
For  Rome,  my  dajq^rs  to  my  spirit  grew 
Familiar  in  its  musingi.     With  a  voice 
Of  wrath,  the  loud  winds  fiercely  ewellM;  Uw 


Ob !  what  a  change  is  here !    There  was  a  time, 
When«  over  all  supreme,  thy  word  gave  law 
To  nations  and  tlieir  rulers ;  in  thy  presence 
The  senate  trembled,  and  the  citiiens 
Flocked  round  thee  in  deep  reverence.    Then  a 

word, 
A  look  from  Cains — a  salute,  a  smile, 
Fill'd  them  with  pride.    Each  sought  to  be  the 

friend. 
The  client,  ay,  the  verv  slave,  of  him. 
The  people's  idol ;  and  beholding  them 
Thus  prostrate  in  thy  path,  thou,  thou  thyselii 
Didst  blush  to  aee  their  vileness ! — But  thy  fortune 
Is  waning  now,  her  glorious  phantoms  melt 
Into  dim  vapour,  and  the  earthly  god. 
So  worshipped  once,  from  bis  forsaken  shrines, 
Down  to  the  dust  is  hurlM. 

Cains,  And  what  of  this  7 
There  is  no  power  in  Fortune  to  deprive 
Gracchus  of  Gracchus.    Mine  is  such  a  heart 
As  meets  the  storm  ezultingly  ;  a  heart 
Whose  stern  delight  it  is  to  strive  with  fate. 
And  conquer.    Trust  me,  fiite  is  terrible 
But  because  man  is  vile.    A  coward  fir»t 
Made  her  a  deity. 


But  say,  what  tlioughtt 
Are  fo8tcr*d  by  the  people  7     Have  they  lost 
The  tense  of  their  roisibrtunes  7     la  the  name 
Of  Gracchus  in  their  hearts — reveal  the  truth— 
Already  number'd  with  forgotten  things  7 

Ful,  A  breeze,  a  passing  breeze,  now  here,  now 
there. 
Borne  on  light  pinion — auch  the  peop1e*t  love ! 
Yet  have  they  claims  on  pardon,  for  their  faults 
Are  of  their  miseries ;  and  their  foebleneat 
Is  to  their  woes  proportionM.     Haply  ttill 
The  secret  sigh  of  their  full  hearts  is  thine, 
But  their  lipt  breathe  it  not  Their  grief  it  mute ; 
And  the  deep  pnlenett  of  their  timid  mien, 
And  eyet  in  fixM  detpondcnce  bent  on  earth. 
And  sometimes  a  faint  murmur  of  thv  name. 
Alone  accuse  them.    They  are  hush*d,  for  now 
Not  one,  nor  two,  their  tyrants ;  but  a  host 
Whose  numbers  are  the  numbers  of  the  rich. 
And  the  Patrician  Romans.    Yes !  and  well 
May  proud  oppression  dauntleasly  go  forth. 
For  JRome  is  widow*d  I     Distant  wars  engage 
The  noblest  of  her  youth,  by  Fa  hi  us  led. 
And  but  the  weak  remain.    Hence  every  heart 
Sickens  with  voiceless  terror ;  and  the  people 
Subdued  and  trembling,  turn  to  thee  in  thought, 
But  yet  are  si!eoL 

CaiuM,  I  will  m\ke  them  heard, 
Rome  is  a  KlumbcTing  lion,  and  my  voice 


oo    mj 


Mutter*d  around;   Heaven  flashM  in  Ii|rhtnln^ 

forth. 
And  the  pale  steersman  trembled :  I  the  while 
Stood  on  the  tossing  and  bewilder*d  bark. 
Retired  and  shrouded  in  my  mantle's  folds. 
With  thoughtful  eyes  cast  down,  and  all  absorbed 
In  a  hr  draper  ttorm  !    Around  my  heart 
Gathering  In  tecret,  then  my  spirit's  powers 
Held   council  with   themselves — and 

thoughts 

My  country  rose, — aifd  I  foresaw  the  anarea, 
The  treacheries  of  Opimius,  and  the  senate. 
And  my  ialse  friends,  awaiting  my  return. 

Fulvins !  I  wept !  bnt  they  were  tears  of  rag«  ! 
For  I  was  wrought  to  frenzy,  by  the  thought 
Of  my  wrongM  country,  ana  of  him,  that  brolber. 
Whose  shade  through  ten  long  years  hath  sternly 

cried 
••  Vengeance  !*• — nor  found  it  yet 

Ful  It  ia  fVilfilPd. 

Cstus.  And  how  ? 

Ful.  Thou  shaft  be  told. 

CaiuM.  Explain  thy  words ! 

Ful,  Then  know--<incautioas  as  I  am !) 

Caiu$.  Why  thus 
Falters  thy  voice  7    Why  speak'tt  thou  not  1 
I     Ful,  Forgive! 

E*en  friendship  sometimes  hath  Its  tecTBls; 
i     Cttiut,  No! 
True  friendship,  never^! 

I  Cains  afterwards  enquires  what  part  his  hn^ 
ther-in.]aw,  Seipio  Emili^us,  is  likefy  to  adopt 
in  their  enterprises. 

His  high  renown— 
The  glorious  deed,  whereby  Was  eara*d  his  nasM 
Of  second  Africanus;  and  the  blind. 
Deep  reverence  paid  him  by  the  people's  haarls, 
Who,  knowing  htm  their  foe,  respect  him  stiU  ; 
All  this  disturbs  me :  hardly  will  be  won 
Our  day  of  victory,  if  by  him  withstood. 

FuL  Yet  won  it  sAstt  be.    If  but  this  then 
foar'st. 
Then  be  at  peace. 

Catus.  I  nnderstand  thee  not 

FuL  Thou  wilt  ere  long.    But  here  we  Tajnly 
waste 
Our  time  and  words.  Soon  will  the  morning  break 
Nor  know  thy  friends  as  yet  of  thy  return : 
I  fly  to  cheer  them  with  the  tidings. 

Cairn.  SUy ! 

FvL  And  wherefore  7 

Casus.  To  reveal  thy  meaning. 

FuL  Peace! 
I  hear  the  aoond  of  steps. 

I  This  conversation  is  intermpted  by  tiie  entrance 
i  of  Cornelia,  with  the  wife  and  child  of  Caiusu  They 
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ai\  sboQt  to  seek  an  aayhiin  in  the  faoiue  of  Emi- 
lianas,  by  whom  Cornelia  has  been  warned  of  the 
imminent  dancrer  which  menaces  the  family  of 
her  son  from  the  fury  of  the  patricians,  who  intend 
on  the  following  day,  to  abrogate  the  laws  enacted 
by  the  Gracchi  in  favour  of  the  plebeians.  The 
joy  and  emotion  of  Gracchus,  on  thus  meeting 
with  his  family,  may  appear  somewhat  inconsis- 
tent with  his  having  remained  so  long  engaged  in 
political  discussion,  on  the  threshold  of  their  abode, 
without  ever  having  made  an  enquiry  after  their 
welfare ;  but  it  would  be  somewhat  unreasonable 
to  try  the  conduct  of  a  Roman  (particularly  in  a  tra- 
gcdy)  by  the  laws  of  nature*  Before,  however,  we 
are  disposed  to  condemn  the  principles  which  seem 
to  be  laid  down  for  the  delineation  of  Roman  char- 
acter in  dramatic  poetry,  let  us  recollect  that  the 
general  habits  of  the  people  whose  institutions  gave 
birth  to  the  fearfiil  grandeur  displayed  in  the  ac 
tlons  of  the  elder  Brutus,  and  whose  towering 
spirit  was  fiMtered  to  enthusiasm  by  the  contera. 
plation  of  it,  must  have  been  deeply  tinctured  by 
the  austerity  of  even  their  virtue.  Shakspeare 
alone,  without  oompromisii^f  the  dignity  of  his 
Romans,  lias  disencumbered  them  of  the  formal 
acholastie  drapeiy  which  seems  to  be  their  official 
garb,  and  has  stamped  their  features  with  the  gene- 
ral  attributes  of  human  nature,  without  effacing 
the  impress  which  distinguished  **  the  men  of 
iron,**  from  the  nations  who  **  stood  still  before 
them.** 

The  first  act  concludes  with  the  parting  of  Cains 
and  Fulvius  in  wrath  and  suspicion,  Cornelia  hav- 
ing accused  the  latter  of  an  attempt  to  seduce  her 
daughter  the  wife  of  Scipio,  and  of  concealing  the 
most  atrocious  designs  under  the  mask  of  zeal  for 
the  oaute  of  liberty. 


Of  liberty 
What  speak*8t  thou,  and  to  whom  ?    Thou  hast 

no  shame- 
No  virtue— and  thy  boast  is,  to  be  free ! 
Oh !  seal  for  liberty  \  eternal  mask 
Assumed  by  every  crime ! 

In  the  second  act,  the  death  of  Emilionus  is  an- 
nounoed  to  Opimius  the  consul,  in  the  presence  of 
Gracchus,  and  the  intelligence  is  accompanied  by 
a  rumour  of  his  having  perished  by  assassination. 
The  mvsterious  expressions  of  Fulvius,  and  the 
accusalion  of  Cornelia,  immediately  recur  to  the 
mind  of  Gains.  The  following  scene,  in  which 
his  vehement  emotion,  and  high  sense  of  honour, 
are  well  contrasted  with  the  cold-blooded  sophistry 
of  Fulvius,  is  powerfully  wrought  up. 

Caiu$,  Back  on  my  thoughts  the  words  of  FuL 
vius  rush. 
Like  darts  of  fire.    All  hell  is  in  mv  heart ! 

{Fumu9  snlerv.) 
Thou  eom'st  in  time.    Speak,  thou  perfidious 

friend \ 
Scipio  lies  murder'd  on  bis  bed  of  death  I— 
Who  slew  him  ? 
FuL  Ask'stthou  me? 
CaiuM.  Thee !  thee,  who  late 
47* 


Did*st  in  such  words  discourse  of  him  as  now 
Assure  me  thou'rt  his  murderer.    Traitor,  speak ! 

J^  If  thus  his  fate  doth  weigh  upon  thy  heart, 
Thou  art  no  longer  Gracchus,  or  thou  ravest ! 
More  grateful  praise,  and  warmer  thanks  might 

well 

Reward  the  gen*rou8  courage  which  hath  freed 
Rome  fix>m  a  tyrant,  Gracchos  from  a  foe  ! 

Caiu8,  Then  he  was  slain  by  thee  7 

Pul  Ungrateful  fi-iend ! 
Why  dost  thou  tempt  me  7    Danger  menaces 
Thy  honour.    Freedom*s  wavering  light  is  dim 
Rome  wears  the  fetters  of  a  guilty  senate ; 
One  Scipio  drove  thy  brother  to  a  death 
Of  infemy,  another  seeks  thy  fall : 
And  when  one  noble,  one  determined  stroke, 
To  thee  and  thine  assures  the  vict*rv,  wreaks 
The  people's  vengeance,  gives  thee  life  and  &me^ 
And  pacifies  thy  brother^s  angry  shade. 
Is  it  a  cause  fer  waiting  7    Am  I  call*d 
For  thi§  a  murderer  7    Go ! — I  say  once  more. 
Thou  art  no  longer  Gracchus,  or  thou  ravest ! 

Caitis,  I  know  thee  now,  barbarian !    Woulc*al 
thou  serve 
My  cause  with  crimes  7 

Ful.  And  those  of  that  proud  man 
Whom  I  have  slain,  and  thou  dost  mourn,  are  thef 
To  bo  fergotten  7     Hath  oblivion  then 
Shrouded  the  stern  destroyer's  ruthless  work. 
The  femine  of  Numantia  7    buch  a  deed. 
As  on  our  name  the  world's  deep  curses  drew ! 
Or  the  four  hundred  Lusian  youths  betray *d. 
And  with  their-  bleeding,  mutilated  limbs. 
Back  to  their  parents  sent 7    Is  this  forgot? 
Go,  ask  of  Carthage ! — bid  her  wasted  shores 
Of  him,  this  reveller  in  blood,  recount 
The  terrible  achiovemonts !— At  the  cries. 
The  groans,  th'  unutterable  pongs  of  those. 
The    more    than   hundred    thousand  wretches, 

doom'd 

(Of  every  age  and  sex)  to  fire,  and  sword, 
And  fetters,  I  could  marvel  that  the  earth 
In  horror  doth  not  open ! — ^They  were  foes. 
They  were  barbarians,  but  unarm'd,  subdued, 
Weeping,  imploring  mercy  I    And  the  law 
Of  Roman  virtue  is,  to  spare  the  weak, 
To  tame  the  lofty !    But  in  other  lands, 
Why  should  I  seek  fer  records  of  his  crimes. 
If  here  the  sufiering  people  ask  in  vain 
A  litUe  earth  to  lay  their  bones  in  peace  7 
If  the  decree  which  yielded  to  their  claims 
So  brief  a  heritage,  and  the  which  to  seal 
Thy  brother's  blood  was  shed ;  if  this  remain 
Still  fruitless,  still  delusive,  who  was  he 
That  mock'd  its  power  7— Who  to  all  Rome  tfo. 

ckred 
Thy  brother's  death  was  just,  was  needful  7 — Who 
But  Scipio  7 — And  remember  thou  the  words 
Which  burst  in  thunder  from  thy  lips  e'en  then 
Heard  by  the  people  7    Caius,  in  my  heart 
They  have  been  deeply  treasured.    He  must  die 
(Thus  didst  thou  speak)  th^s  tyrant      We  have 

need 
That  he  should  perish ! — I  have  done  the  deed 
And  call'st  thou  me  his  murderer  7    If  the  blow 
I  Was  guilt,  then  thou  art  guilty.    From  thy  line 
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The  sentence  eeme— the  crime  ie  thine  done. 
I,  thy  deroted  friend,  did  bat  obej 
Thir  mandate. 

Vaim§,  Then  my  friend !    I  am  not  one, 
To  call  a  viJlain  mend    Let  thunders  firangfht 
With  fitte  and  death,  awake,  to  scatter  those. 
Who  bringing  liberty  throujrh  paths  of  blood 
Bring  chains !— degrading  Freedom*8  lofty  self 
Below  e*en  Slavery*s  levell^^Say  thou  not. 
Wretch !  that  the  sentence  and  the  guilt  were 


i7 


I  wi«h*d  him  alain !— *t  is  so— but  by  the  axe 
Of  high  and  public  justice ;  that  whose  stroke 
On  thy  Tile  head  will  falL    Thou  hast  disgraced 
Unutterably  my  name— 1  bid  thee  tremble  I 

PuL  Cajus,  let  insult  cease,  I  counsel  thee, 
Let  insult  cease !    Be  the  deed  just  or  guilty. 
Enjoy  its  fruito  in  silence.    Force  me  not 
To  utter  more. 

Coiiu.  And  what  hast  thou  to  say  7 

JPW.  That  which  I  now  suppress. 

CaiuM.  Ilow !  are  there  yet. 
Perchance,  more  crimes  to  be  reyeard  1 

Ful.  I  know  not 

Catvs.  Thou  know*st  not ! — Horror  chills  my 
curdling  veins ; 
I  dare  not  ask  thee  farther. 

Ful,  Thou  dost  weU. 

Cains,  What  said*st  thou? 

Ful.  Nothing. 

Catiis.  On  my  heart  the  words 
Press  heavily.    Oh  !  what  a  fearful  light 
Bursts  o'er  my  soul ! — Hast  thou  accompli^ 

Ful,  Insensate !  ask  me  not 

Caiu$,  I  must  be  told. 

Ful.  Away ! — ^thou  wilt  repent 

Caiu$.  No  more  of  this,  for  I  mil  know. 

JFVfi.  Thou  wilt? 
Ask  then  thy  sister.  [ExiL 

Caius  (alone).  Ask  my  sister  ? — What ! 
[s  she  a  murderess  7 — Hath  my  sicter  slain 
Her  brd  7— 43b !  crime  of  darkest  dye!— Oh !  name 
Till  now  unstained,  name  of  the  Gracchi,  thus 
ConsignM  to  infamy  ! — ^lo  infamy  7 
The  very  hair  doth  rise  upon  my  head, 
Tliriird  by  the  thought !— Where  ahall  I  find  a 

place 
To  hide  my  shame,  to  lave  the  branded  stains 
From  this  disbonour*d  brow  7 — What  should  I  do? 
There  is  a  voice  whose  deep  tremendous  tpoes 
Mqrmur  within  my  heart,  and  sternly  cry, 
■*  Away  I — and  pause  not— elay  thy  guilty  sister  !** 
Voice  of  lost  honour  of  a  noble  line 
Disgraced,  I  will  obey  thee !— terribly 
Thou  call'st  for  blood,  and  thou  sfaalt  be  appeased. 


PATRIOTIC  EFFUSIONS  OF  THE 
ITALIAN  POETa 


WnoEwn  has  attentively  studied  the  works  of 
4ie  Julian  poeUs,  from  the  days  of  Dante  and 
Pctraich  to  tlicse  of  Foscolo  and  Pindemonte, 


must  have  been  stroek  with  those  allDsionB  to  the 
glory  and  the  fall,  the  renown  and  the  degnda^ 
tion,  of  Italy,  which  give  a  melancholy  interest  to 
their  pages.  Amidst  all  the  vicissitudes  of  that 
devoteid  country,  the  warning  voice  of  her  bmrds 
has  still  been  heard  to  prophesy  the  impending 
storm,  and  to  call  up  such  deep  and  spirit-stirring 
reooliections  from  the  glorious  past,  as  have  re- 
sounded through  the  land,  notwithstanding  the 
loudest  tumults  of  those  discords  which  have 
made] 


"  Loot.  loor.  a  Moodr  aiMS 
For  pettf  kinffliDga  uom, 
Ttieir  nuerablo  sum 
Of  poor  war  to  wofe.** 

There  is  something  very  afiecting-  in  theae 
vain,  though  exahed  aspirations,  after  that  inde- 
pendence  which  the  Italians,  as  a  nation,  seem 
destined  never  to^regain.  The  strains  in  which 
their  high-toned  Jeelings  on  this  subject  are  re- 
corded, produce  on  our  minds  the  same  effect 
with  the  song  of  the  imprisoned  bird,  whose 
melody  is  fraught,  in  our  imagination,  with  reool* 
lections  of  the  green  woodland,  the  free  air,  and 
unbounded  sky.  We  soon  grow  weary  of  the  per- 
petual vioUu  and  zepkyrt,  whose  cloving  sweet 
ness  pervades  the  sonnets  and  canzoni  of  the  mi- 
nor Italian  poets,  till  we  are  ready  to  '^die  in 
aromatic  pain;*'  nor  is  our  interest  much  more 
excited  even  by  the  everlasting  laurel  which 
inspires  the  enamoured  Petrarch  with  so  inge- 
nious a  variety  of  eoneetii^  as  might  reasonably 
cause  it  to  be  doubted  whether  the  beaatifid 
Laura,  or  the  emblematic  tree,  is  the  real  object 
of  the  bard*s  affection ;  but  the  moment  a  patriotic 
chord  is  struck  our  feelings  are  awakened,  and 
we  find  it  easy  to  sympathize  with  the  emotioBS 
of  a  modem  Roman,  aurrounded  by  the  ruins  of 
the  capitol ;  a  Venetian  when  oontemplatii^  the 
proud  trophies  won  by  his  anoeslon  at  Byaantiom ; 
or  a  Florentine  amongst  the  tombs  of  the  mighty 
dead,  in  the  church  of  Santa  Crooe.  It  is  not, 
perhaps,  noto,  the  time  to  plead,  with  any  eflfect, 
the  cause  of  Italy ;  yet  cannot  we  consider  that 
nation  as  altogether  degraded,  whose  litentore, 
from  the  dawn  of  its  majestic  immortality,  has 
been  oonsocrate<l  to  the  nurture  of  every  generous 
principle  and  ennobling  recollection ;  and  whose 
**  choice  and  master  spirits,'*  under  the  most  ad- 
verse circumstances,  have  kept  alive  a  flame^ 
which  may  well  be  considered  as  imperishable, 
since  the  **  ten  thousand  tyrants"  of  the  land  liave 
failed  to  quench  its  brightness.  We  present  our 
readera  with  a  few  of  the  minor  effusions,  u 
which  the  indignant  though  unavailing  regrets 
of  those,  who,  to  use  the  words  of  Alfieri,  are 
''slaves,  yet  still  indignant  slaves,"*  have  been 
feelingly  portrayed. 

Tlie  first  of  these  productions  most,  in  the  ori- 
ginal,  be  &miliar  to  every  reader  who  has  any 
acquaintance  with  Italian  literature. 


*  "  BcHiaTi  mio,  ma  lehiavi  omor  ftwBSDti.*'-v^6v« 
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YINCENZO  DA   FILICAJA. 

**  Qiumdo  gitt  dw  gna  noDli  btoM  braoa,*'  Jfco. 

Whxn  from  the  momitain's  brow,  the  gathering 
shades 

Of  twilight  fall,  on  one  deep  thought  I  dwell : 
Day  beams  o*er  other  lands,  if  here  she  ftdes, 

Nor  bids  the  universe  at  once  ArewclL 

But  thou,  I  cry,  my  country !  what  a  night 
Spreads  o*er  thy  glories  one  dark  sweeping  pall ; 

Thy  thousand  triumphs  won  by  valour^s  might. 
And  wisdom's  voice— what  now  remains  of  all  7 


And  seest  thou  not  th'  ascending  flame  of  war,    | 
Burst  through  thy  darkness,  rodd*ning  from  a&r  7 

Is  not  thy  misery's  evidence  complete  7  I 

But  if  endurance  can  thy  fall  delay, 
Still,  still  endure,  devoted  one !  and  say,  ' 

If  it  be  victory  thus  but  to  retard  defeat  7 


I 
CARLO  MARIA   M AGGI. 

**  lo  ffrido,  «  cridoro  finche  mi  leota,**  Ifec 

I  CET  aloud,  and  ye  shall  hear  my  call, 
Arno^  Sessino,  Tiber :  Adrian  deep, 
And  blue  Tyrrhene !    Let  him  first  roused  fi'om 
sleep 

Startle  the  next !  one  peril  broods  o*er  all. 

It  nought  avails  that  Italy  should  plead. 
Forgetting  valour,  sinking  in  despair. 
At  strangers*  feet  !~our  land  is  all  too  fair ; 

Nor  tears,  nor  prayers,  can  check  ambition's  speed. 

In  vain  her  faded  cheek,  her  humbled  eye. 

For  pardon  sue ;  't  is  not  her  agony, 

Her  death  abne  may  now  appease  her  fbes. 

Be  theirs  to  suffer  who  to  combat  shun  ! 

But  oh !  weak  pride,  thus  feeble  and  undone. 
Nor  to  wage  battle,  nor  endure  repose ! 


ALESBANDRO   MARCHETTI. 
"Italia!  luUa!  ih!  son  phi  Itdia!  sppsaa/*  Aeo. 

Italia  :  oh !  no  more  Italia  now ! 

Scarce  of  her  form  a  vestige  dost  thou  wear ; 
She  was  a  queen  with  glory  mantled ; — Thou, 

A  slave,  degraded,  and  compell'd  to  bear.  I 

Chains  gird  thy  hands  and  feet ;  deep  clouds  of 

oare  | 

TH  ^ken  thy  brow,  once  radiant  as  thy  skies ;     > 


And  shadows,  bom  of  terror  and  despair- 
Shadows  of  death  have  dimm'd  thy  gloriom 
eyes. 

Italia !  f  >h !  Italia,  now  no  more ! 

For  thee  my  tears  of  shame  and  anguish  flow ; 
And  the  glad  strains  my  lyre  was  wont  to  poor. 

Are  changed  to  dirgcnotes:  but  my  deepest  woo 
Is,  that  base  herds  of  thine  own  sons,  the  while, 

Behold  thy  miseries  with  insulting  smile. 


ALEBSANDRO  PEOOLOTTI. 
*'  Qaetla,  eh'amln  le  mani  solro  la  eUooia,"  fro. 

Shv  that  cast  down  the  empires  of  the  world, 
Aifd,  in  her  proud  triumphal  course  through 
Rome, 

Dragg'd  them,  from  freedom  and  dominica  hurPd, 
Round  by  tlie  hair,  pale,  humbled,  and  o'ercome. 

I  see  her  now,  dismantled  of  her  state, 
Spoird  of  her  sceptre ;  crouching  to  the  groana 

Beneath  a  hostile  car,  and  lo !  the  weight 
Of  fetters,  her  imperial  neck  around  ! 

Oh !  that  a  stranger's  envious  bands  had  wrought 
This  desolation !  for  I  then  would  say, 

**  Vengeance,  Italia !" — ^in  the  burning  thought 
Losing  my  grief:  but 't  is  th*  ignoble  sway 

Of  vice  hath  bow'd  thee !     Discord,  slothful  easA 

Tkein  is  that  victor  oar;  thy  tyrant  lords  axe 
these. 


FRANCESCO  MARIA  DE  OONTI. 

THE  SHORE  OP  AFRICA. 

"  O  peregrin,  ehi  rnooTi  enanti  il  p«mo/'  fre. 

PiLORiM !  whose  steps  those  desert  sands  explore, 

Where  verdure  never  spreads  its  bright  array ; 
Know,  't  was  on  this  inhospitable  shore, 

From  Pompey's  heart  the  life-blood  ebb*d  away 
*T  was  here  betray'd  he  fell,  neglected  lay ; 

Nor  found  Att  relics  a  sepulchral  stone. 
Whose  life,  so  long  a  bright,  triumphal  day, 

0*er  Tiber*s  wave  supreme  in  glory  shone ! 

Thou,  stranger !  if  from  barbarous  dimes  thy  birth. 
Look  round  exultingly,  and  bless  the  earth. 

Where  Rome,  with  him,  saw  power  and  virtue 
die; 
But  if  His  Roman  blood  that  fills  thy  veins. 
Then,  son  of  heroes !  think  upon  thy  chains. 

And  bathe  with  tears  the  grave  of  liberty. 
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Be  etiatmon;  or,  tlir  «rtt«3rt»rr». 

A  TRAGEDY. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONJS. 

Raimkr  dk  Chatillon,  ,  .  A  French  Bantu 

ATMia, »•  Bnth*r. 

Mblech, A  Saracen  Ennr, 

5""^"'        i KnighU. 

Du  MOUIAT,  (  „,.«., 

Gabtoii, A  VaB9al  of  Rawitr't 

Urban, A  PrietL 

Sadi, 

MoftAiMA Daughter  ofMeU^h. 

KnighU,  Arah$,  Citixent,  ^c. 


ACT  THE  FIRST. 

■CBHB  I^ — BdOKC  TBI  GATU  OF  A  CITT  IN  fALEB- 

Tim. 

URBAN,  P8TE8TS.  CITIZENS,  at  the  gatet.    Othen 
looking  from  the  walb  above. 

Urb.  {to  a  Citizen  on  the  tpaUs  above,)    Yon 
■ee  their  lances  grlistening  7    Yoa  can  teU 
The  way  they  take? 

CiL  Not  yet    Their  march  is  slow ; 

They  have  not  reach'd  the  jutting  cliflf,  where  first 
The  moantain  path  divides. 

Urb,  And  now  T 

Cit,  The  wood 

Shuts  o'er  their  track.    Now  spears  are  flashing 

out — 
It  is  the  banner  of  De  Chatillon. 

{Very  slow  and  mournful  military  munc 
tBiihout.  ^ 

This  way !  they  come  this  way ! 

Urb,  All  holy  saints 

Grant  that  they  pass  us  not !  Those  martial  sounds 
Have  a  strange  tone  of  sadness!    Hark!  they 

swell 
Proudly,  yet  full  of  sorrow. 

[AnigAts,  Soldiers,  S^.  enter,  with  Raimu 
DK  Chatillon.] 

Welcome,  knighu ! 
Ye  bring  us  timely  aid !  men's  hearts  were  full 
Of  doubt  and  terror.    Brave  De  Chatillon ! 
True  soldier  of  the  Cros^ !  I  welcome  thee ; 
1  greet  thee  with  all  blessing !    Where  thou  art 
There  is  deliverance !  . 

Kau  {bending  to  receive  the  PrieoVe  bletnng.) 
Holy  man,  I  come 
From  a  lost  battle. 

Vrh.  And  thou  bring'st  the  heart 

Whose  spirit  yields  not  to  defeat 

Kai.  I  bring 

M>  father  s  bier. 


Urb.  His  bier! — I  marvel  not 

To  see  your  brow  thus  darkenM ! — And  he  died 
As  he  had  lived,  in  arms? 

Alt.  {glo&mily.)  Not,  not  in  arms— 

His  wor-cry  had  been  siknoed.    Have  ye  plaflo 
Amidst  your  ancient  knightly  sepulchres 
For  a  warrior  with  his  sword? — He  badu mebear 
His  dust  to  slumber  here. 

Urb.  And  it  shall  sleep 

Beside  our  noblest,  while  we  yet  can  call 
One  holy  place  our  own !— Heard  you,  my  lord. 
That  tlie  fierce  Kaled's  host  is  on  its  inarch 
Against  our  city  7 

Jtai.  {with  eudden  exuUaiion.)    That  were  joy 
to  know !  .  ,       . 

That  were  proud  joy ! — who  told  it  ? — there  s  a 

weight 
That  must  be  heaved  from  oflf  my  troubled  heart 
By  the  strong  tide  of  battle!— Kaled  I — Ay, 
A  gallant  name !— how  heard  you  ? 

Vrb.                                          Nay,it8ecm'd 
As  if  a  breeae  first  bore  the  rumour  in. 
I  know  not  how  it  rose ;  but  now  it  comes 
Like  fearful  truth,  and  we  were  sad,  thus  left 
Hopeless  of  aid  or  counsel — till  we  saw • 

Eai.  {haetUy.)   'You  have  my  brother  here? 

Urb.  {with  embarraosment.)     We  have— bal 

RaL  But  he— but  he !— Aymer  de  Chatilloo ! 
The  fiery  knight— the  very  soul  o'  the  field- 
Rushing  on  danger  with  the  joyous  step 
Of  a  hunter  o'er  the  hills  I— is  that  a  tone 
Wherewith  to  speak  of  Aim  7— I  heard  a  tale— 
If  it  be  true — nay,  tell  me ! 

Urb.  He  is  here ; 

Ask  Attn  to  tell  thee 

iJfli.  —If  that  tale  be  true— 

{he  tum$  suddenly  to  hit  eompamoM.) 
—Follow  me !— give  the  noble  dead  his  ritesi 
And  wo  will  hnve  our  day  of  vengeance  yet. 
Soldiers  and  friends !  [Exewa  r- < 


SCKNV  n.  —  A  HALL  OP  OEIKNTAL  AacmTBCTOlI, 
OPENING  UPON  GAROENS.  A  POUNTAIN  IN  TBI 
OENTSK. 

AYMER  DE  CHATIUJON-MORAIMA. 

Mor.  {bending  over  a  couch  on  which  her  bro 
ther  is  eleepivg.    He  sleeps  so  calmly  now 
the  soft  wind  here  _ 

Brings  in  such  lulling  sounds !— Nay,  think  y« 

i         no*  «  _. 

This  slumber  will  restore  him  ?    SeeyounoA 

His  cheek's  faint  glow  ? 
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Aym,  {turning  away.)  It  wab  my  sword  which 
grave 
The  wound  he  dies  from ! 

Mor,  Dies  from !  say  not  so  I 

The  brother  of  my  childhood  and  my  yoath, 
My  hearths  first  friend !— Oh  !  I  have  been  too 

weak, 
I  have  delayed  too  long ! — He  coald  not  sue. 
He    bade  nU  urge  the    prayer    he  would  not 

And  I  withheld  it  f — Christian,  'set  us  free ! 
You  have  been  gentle  with  us !  *t  is  the  weight, 
The  bitter  feeling,  of  captivity 
Which  preys  upon  his  life ! 

Awn,  Yon  would  go  hence? 

mor.  For  hi$  sake ! 

Aym.         You  would  leave  me !  *t  is  too  late ! 
You  see  it  not — ^you  know  not,  that  your  voice 
Hath  power  in  its  low  mournfulness  to  shake 
Mine  inmost  soul  ? — That  you  but  look  on  me. 
With  the  soft  darkness  of  your  earnest  eyes. 
And  bid  the  world  fade  from  me,  and  call  up 
A  thousand  passionate  dreams,  which  wrap  my 

life. 
As  with  a  troubled  cloud  ? — the  very  sound 
Of  your  light  step  hath  made  rav  heart  o'erflow 
Even  unto  aching,  with  the  sudden  gush 
Of  its  doep  tendorness !— Yon  know  it  not? 
— Moraima ! — speak  to  me ! 

Jllbr.  (eoDertf^'  her$elf  toUk  her  veU.)    t  can 
but  weep ! 
Is  it  eVen  so  7 — this  love  was  born  for  tears ! 
Aymer !  I  can  but  weep !  {going  to  leave  Aim,  he 
detaint  her» 

Aym,  Hear  me,  yet  hear  me ! — I  was  rearM  in 
arms. 
And  the  proud  blatft  of  tnimpetB,  and  the  shouts 
Of  banner*d  armies,  these  were  joy  to  me, 
ESnough  of  joy  I    Till  you~I  Iook*d  on  you — 
Wo  met  where  swords  were  flashing,  and  the  light 
Of  burning  towers  glared  wildly  on  the  slain — 
And  then 

Mmr.  {hnrriedly.)    Yes !  -then  you  saved  me ! 

Aym.  Then  I  knew 

At  onoe,  what  springs  of  deeper  happiness 
Lay  far  within  my  soul — and  they  burst  forth 
Troubled  and  dash*d  with  fbar — yet  sweet! — I 

loved! 
Moraima !  leave  me  not ! 

Mor,  For  tu  to  Jove ! 

Oh  !  is  *t  not  taking  sorrow  to  our  hearts, 
Binding  her  there. — I  know  not  what  I  say ! 
How  shall  I  look  upon  mj  brother?    Hark  ! 
Did  he  not  call  7  (sAe  goes  ttp  to  the  couch.) 

Aym,  Am  1  beloved  7    She  wept 

With  a  fun  heart ! — I  am  !  and  such  deep  joy 
Is  found  on  earth !    If  I  should  lose  her  now ! 
If  aught— (an  attendant  enters.) 
'To  attendant,)    You  seek  me  I  why  is  this  7 

AU.  ,     My  Lord, 

Your  brother  and  his  knights. 

Aym.  Here !  are  they  here  7 

The  knlght»->fny  brother— said'st  thou  7 

AtL  Yes,  my  Lord, 

And  he  would  speak  with  you. 

Aym.  I  see— I  know. 

9L 


(7b  attendant.)    Leave  me!  I  know  why  he  i* 

come — ^'t  is  vain. 
They  shall  not  part  us  I  {UxJeing  hack  on  moraima 

a$  he  goto  out.) 

What  a  silent  g^ace 
Floats  round  her  form  ! — ^They  shall  not  part  us ! 

no  I  [Exit — Scene  clooeo, 

SCKNX  III. — A  saVARB  or  THR  CITT — K  ODUVCH  UT 
f  THE  KACSGROUND. 

RAfMBll  DB  CHATILLOlt. 

Raimkr  {walking  to  and  fro  impatiently.) 
And  now,  too,  now !    My  father  unavenged^ 
Our  holy  places  threaten'd,  every  heart 
Task'd  to  iU  strength  7    A  knight  of  Palestine 
Now  to  turn  dreamer,  to  melt  down  his  soul 
In  lovelorn  sighs ;  and  for  an  infidel ! 
—Will  he  lift  up  bis  eyes  to  look  on  mine  7 
Will  he  not— hush  ! 

(Ayuer  entere.     They  look  on  each  other  for  a 
moment  withoutjfpeaking.) 

Rai,  {tuppreoaing  hio  emotion.)    So  brothers 
meet !  you  know 
Wherefore  1  come  7 

Aym,  It  cannot  be,  *tis  vain. 

Tell  me  not  of  it! 

Rai,  How  I  you  hove  not  heard  7 

(furntii^/rom  Aim. 
He  bath  so  shut  the  world  out  with  his  dreams, 
The  tidings  have  not  reach*d  him  1  or  perchance 
Have  been  forgotten !    You  have  captives  here  7 

Aym,  {hurrudly,)  Yes,  mine !  my  own — won 
by  the  right  of  arms ! 
Yon  dare  not  question  it 

Rai,  A  prince,  they  ny, 

And  his  fair  sister — is  tho  maid  so  fair  7 

Aym.  {turning  wuddenly  upon  km,)     What^ 
you  would  8ce  her ! 

Rai.  {scornfully.)    I! — Oh,  yes!  to  quell 
My  sours   deep  yearnings!  —  Let  m«  look  on 

swords. 
— Boy,  boy !  recall  yourself! — I  come  to  yo« 
With  the  last  blessing  of  our  fiither ! 

Aym,  Last! 

His  last !— how  mean  you  7— Is  he— 

Rai,  Dead?— yes!  deed. 

He  died  upon  my  breast 

Aym,  {toith  the  deepeot  emotion,)    And  I  wae 
here  I 
Dead! — and  upon  your  breast! — You  closed  hie 

eye»— 
While  I— he  spoke  of  me  7 

Rai,  With  such  deep  kyve : 

He  ever  loved  you  most ! — ^his  spirit  seem'd 
To  linger  for  your  coming. 

Aym,  What!  he  thought 

That  I  was  on  my  way  ! — He  lookM  for  me  7 
And  I 

JZai.  You  came  not ! — I  bad  eent  to  yon. 
And  told  you  he  was  wounded. 

Aym,  Yea — ^bnt  not- 

"^oi  mortally! 

Rai,  *T  was  not  that  oatward  woond* 

That  might  have  dosed;  and  yet  he  surely  tbouglik 
That  you  would  come  to  him !    He  callM  on  vou 
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When  hit  thooghU  wonderM !— Aj,  tho  very  night 
The  very  hoar  ho  died— eome  hasty  step 
Enter*d  hie  chamber — and  he  mieed  his  head* 
With  a  frint  Hghtninff  in  his  eyes,  and  ask*d 
If  it  were  yours  !^  That  hope's  brief  moment 

pess*d— 
He  sank  then< — 
Aym.  {tkromngkim$€lftiptmkUhrofher'9neek.) 
Brother!  take  me  to  his  grrave. 
That  I  may  kneel  there,  till  my  burning  tears* 
With  the  strong  passion  of  repentant  k>ve. 
Wring  forth  a  voice  to  pardon  me ! 

JUL  Ton  weep ! 

— TVere  for  the  garlands  on  a  maiden^s  grave ! 
Yon  know  not  Aoie  he  died ! 
Aym.  Not  of  his  wound  T 

Ren.  His  wound !— it  b  the  silent  spirits  wound. 
We  cannot  reaeh  to  heal !— One  burning  thought 
Prey*d  on  hb  heart 

Awm,  Not— not— he  had  not  heard — 

Be  bleas*d  iim«  Raimer  T 

RmL  Have  you  flung  away 

Your  birthright  7— Yes !  he  bIcssM  you !— but  b^ 

died 
—He  whose  name  stood  for  Victory's — ^he  believed 
The  ancient  honour  from  his  grey  head  falPn, 
And  died— he  died  of  ihame  ! 
Aym,  What  feverish  dreams — 

Bau  {vehemently.)    Was  it  nut  k)st,  the  war- 
rior*s  latest  field. 
The  noUe  city  held  for  Palestine 
Taken — the  Cross  laid  low  7 — 1  came  too  late 
To  turn  the  tide  of  that  disastrous  fight. 
Dot  not  to  rescue  him.    We  bore  him  thence 
Wounded  upon  his  shield — 
Aym,  And  I  was  here  ! 
Rai,  He  cast  one  look  back  on  his  burning 
towers. 
Then  threw  the  red  sword  of  a  hundred  fields 
To  the  earth — and  hid  his  face ! — I  knew,  I  knew 
His  heart  was  broken ! — Such  a  death  for  him  ! 
— >Tlw  wasting — the  sick  feathing  of  the  sun- 
Let  the  fbe*s  duvger  trample  out  my  life. 
Let  me  not  die  of  sAeme  / — But  we  will  have 
Aym,  igraeping  hie  hand  eagerfy.)    Yes !  ven< 

geance! 
Rau  Vengeance ! — By  the  dying  oncot 

And  once  before  the  dead,  and  yet  once  more 
Alone  with  Heaven's  bright  stars,  I  took  that  vow 
Per  hoih  his  sons !— Think  of  it,  when  the  night 
Is  dark  around  von,  and  in  festive  halls 
Keep  your  soul  hnsh*d,  snd  think  of  it ! 

{A  Uw  chant  of  female  eoices,  Aeard  from 
behind  the  eeenee,) 
FttlPn  is  the  flower  of  Islam's  race, 

Break  ye  the  lance  be  bore. 
And  loose  his  war-sleed  fi'om  its  places 
'    He  is  no  moro-* 
^Single  voice.)  No  more ! 

Weep  for  him  mother,  sister,  bride ! 

He  died,  with  all  his  fiime — 

tSingle  write,)  He  died ! 

Aytn,  {Pointing  to  e  oslsee,  and  eagerly  opeak- 

ing  to  hie  attendantt  who  entere,) 

t^nie  it  not  thence? — ^Rodolf^  what  sounds  are 


Att,  The  Moslem  Prtnoe— your  cap* 


It  is  the  nMMUiMrs'  wail  ibr  him. 

Aym,  And  I 

Hb  sister— heard  yon— did  they  say  ebe  wept ! 
{Hurrying  mway, 
BaL  {indignantly.)   All  the  deep-etirring  tooes 
of  Honour's  voice 
In  a  moment  silenced !    {Solemn  mtltfary  i 
(^/ttnera/|)roee«non,  mthprieala^  Sfc^  < 

Ae  haekgronnd  to  enter  tie  cAacrdL) 
Rai.  {following  AtYtOM.  and  graepimg  kia  mrm,^ 
Aymer !  there,  look  there 
It  b  your  frther*s  bier ! 

Aym,  {returning.)    He  bless'd  me,  Reiner  7 
You  heard  him  bbss  me  ?— Yes!  yam  cloeed  Us 

eyes, 
He  look'd  for  me  in  vain  I 

(He  goee  to  the  Uer,  Mid  hemda  oner  0, 
hie  face,) 


ACT  THE  8BCX)ND. 


;  V — A  BOOM  Iff  TIB  GITAOBL. 


RAIMEK,  AYMER,  Knigtals, 

A  KnighL    What!  with  our  weary  and  de- 
tracted bands 
To  dare  another  field ! — ^Nay,  give  them  leat. 

Rai.  {impatiently.)     Rest !  and  that    ' 
tboughl— 

Knight.  These  walls  have  strength 

To  baffle  sie^    Let  the  fee  gird  us  in — 
We  must  wait  tiid ;  our  soldiers  must  ferget 
That  last  disastrous  day. 

Rau  {coming  forward.)    If  they  fefget  it,  ia 
the  combat's  nress 
May  their  spears  nil  them ! 

Knight  Yet,  bethink  thee,  ehieC 

Rau  When  /  ferget  it — hcnr!  you  see  not, 
knighU!^ 
Whence  we  must  new  draw  strength.  Send  dowa 

your  thouff bts 
Into  the  very  depths  of  grief  and  ^ame, 
And  brinff  back  courage  thenee  !  To  talk  otreai! 
How  do  uey  rest,  unlraried  on  their  field. 
Our  brethren  sbin  by  Gaia  7    Had  we  time 
To  give  them  funeral  rites  ?  and  ask  vro  now 
Time  to  forget  their  fall  ?    My  fiither  died — 
I  cannot  speak  of  him  !    What !  end  ferget 
The  infidel's  fierce  trampling  o'er  our  dead  ? 
Forget  his  scornful  shout  7    Give  battle  noWt 
Wbib  the  thought  lives  as  fire  lives*— (ierr  lien 

strength ! 
Hold  the  dark  memory  fast  I    Now,  now    thin 

hour! 
Aymer,  you  do  not  speak ! 

Avnu  {etariing.)  Have  I  not  said  t 

Battle ! — ^yee,  give  us  battle ! — room  to  poor 
The  troubled  spirit  forth  upon  the  wu)^ 
With  the  trumpet's  ringing  bbst!    Way  Ibr  t^ 


lee  way  fer  vengeance ! 
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All  tke  KnigkU,      Ann  !  Heaven  wills  it  lo ! 

Rai,  Guther  joor  fbroeB  to  the  western  gate ! 
Let  none  forget  that  day !    Our  field  was  lost. 
Our  etly'a  strength  laid  low — one  mighty  heart 
Broken !    Let  none  forget  it !  [ExeunL 

■CENK  Ui — GARniN  OT  A  rALACC 

MORAIMA. 

Ifot.  Yes!  bis  last  look— my  brother*8  dying 
look 
Reproach*d  me  as  it  faded  from  bis  faoe. 
And  I  deserved  it  I    Had  I  not  given  way 
To  the  wild  guilty  pleadinffs  of  my  heart, 
I  might  have  won  his  freedom !    Now«  *t  is  past 
He  ia  free  now ! 

[Arnn  enlers,  mrnud  09  for  battle. 
Aymer !  you  look  so  changed ! 

Aym,  Changed !— 4t  may  be.    A  storm  o*  the 
soul  goes  by 
Not  like  a  breeze !    There  *s  such  a  fearfol  grasp 
Fiz^d  on  my  heart !    Speak  to  me — ^lull  remont ! 
Bid  me  farewell  \ 

Mar.  Tea !  it  imcst  be  fiueweO ! 

No  other  word  but  that 

ilym.  No  other  word  ! 

The  passionate,  burning  words  that  1  could  poor 
From  my  heart's  depths !   *T  is  madness !  What 

have  I 
To  do  with  love  7    I  see  it  all— the  mist 
Is  gono— -the  bright  mist  gone !    I  see  the  woe, 
The  ruin,  the  despair !    Apd  yet  1  love. 
Love  wildly,  fatally  I— But  speak  to  roe ! 
Fill  al]  my  soul  once  more  with  reckless  joy ! 
That  blessed  voice  again  i 

Jfor.  Why,  why  is  this? 

Oh !  send  me  to  my  fatlier !    We  must  part 

Afm.  Part  I — ^yea,  I  know  it  all !  I  could  not  go 
Till  1  had  seen  you ! — Give  me  one  farewell, 
The  last — perchance  the  last ! — but  one  fiirewell, 
Whose  mournful  muaic  I  may  take  with  me 
Through  tumult,  horror,  death ! 

[A  dUtant  aound  eftrvrnptU. 

Mar.  (jHaHing.)  Yon  go  to  battle ! 

jiym.  Hear  you  not  that  sound  7 

Yes !  I  go  t&ere,  where  dark  and  stormy  thoughts 
Find  theur  iiree  path  I 

Mor.  Aymer  I  who  leads  the  ibe  7 

(Con/tffKd.)    I  meant — I  mean^^ny  people! — 

Who  is  he, 
My  people's  leader  7 

Aynu  Kaled.  {looking  at  her  auapu 

eioaehf.)    How ! — ^you  seem-— 
The  name  disturbs  you ! 
•  Mar.  My  last  brother's  name ! 

Aym.  Fear  not  my  sword  fer  him ! 

Mor.  {iarmng  aioay.)    If  they  ahoald  meet! 
I  know  the  vow  ho  made.    (7b  Athui) 

U  thoa— if  ikma 
Sbould'stfiOll 

Atfm,  Moraima !  then  your  blessed  tears 

Would  flow  for  me?  then  you  would  weep  for 
me? 

Mor.  I  most  weep  tears  of  very  sbaimi    and 
yet- 


If —  if  your  words  have  been  love's  own  tme 

words, 
Grant  me  one  boon !        \Trumpet  oounie  again. 

Aym.  Hark !  I  most  henc»— a  boon ! 

Ask  it,  and  hold  its  memory  to  your  heart. 
As  the  last  token,  it  may  be,  of  love 
So  deep  and  sad. 

Mar.  Pledge  me  your  knightly  faitlil 

Apn.  My  knightly  faith,  my  life,  my  honour 
—all, 
I  pledge  thee  all  to  grant  it! 

Mor.  Then,  to4ay. 

Go  not  (ftis  day  to  battle  !^  He  is  there. 
My  brother  Kaled ! 

Aym.  (wildly,)    Have  I  flung  my  sword 
Down  to  dishonour  7 

[Ooifig  to  leave  her^-^ehe  detaiaa  Aim. 

Mor.  Oh !  your  name  hath  stirr'd 

His  soul  amidst  his  tenti,  and  he  had  vow'd 
Long  ere  we  met,  to  cross  his  sword  with  yours. 
Till  one  or  both  should  falL    There  hath  beeo 


Since  then,  amongst  us ;  he  will  seek  revenge^ 
And  hie  revenge — forgive  me !— oh  I  forgive  ! 
—I  could  not  bear  tkat  thought! 

Aym.  Now  must  the  gtanoe 

Of  a  brave  man  strike  me  to  the  very  dnst  I 
Ay,  this  is  ehame,  [Covering  kiofaeo, 

(zVinttng  wildly  to  Moraima.)   You  scorn  me  too? 

Awsy ! — She  does  not  know 
What  she  hath  done !  [Rttaket  out. 

SCENB  nL — BEFORE  A  OATEWAT  WITHIJf  THE  OITT* 
RAIMBR,  HERMAN.  Knights,  Meo^tarms,  Jte. 

Her.  *T  is  past  the  houiw 

Rai.  (looking  out  anxiouely.)    Away !  't  is  nsf 
thy  hour ! 
Not  yet !— When  was  the  battle's  hoar  deby*d 
For  a  Chatillon  7    We  must  have  come  too  soeo ; 
AU  are  not  here. 

Her.  Yes,  ad. 

Rau  They  came  too  soon ! 

(Gohtg  up  to  the  knifhu.)    Cottci,  Do  Foiz,  Da 

Mornay — here,  all  here ! 
And  he  the  hst!— my  brother!    (7b  a  Seldiar.) 

Where 's  your  lord  7 
(TVirnin^  aioav.)    Why  should  I  ash,  when  that 

fair  infidel ! [Avmba  emtera 

The  Saracen  at  our  gates— and  you  the  last ! 
Come  on,  remember  all  your  fame! 

Aym.  [coming  forward  in  great  agHa^ian^  My 
fame! 
— W.hy  did  you  save  me  from  the  Paynim*s  sword. 
In  my  first  battle  7 

All.  What  wild  words  an  these  ? 

Aym.  You  should  have  kit  me  perish  then* 
yes,  then  ! 
Go  to  your  field  and  leave  me ! 

Knighie  (thronging  round  him.)    Leave  you* 

Rau  Aymer! 
Was  it  yottf  voice  7 

Aym.  Now  talk  to  me  of  fame  - 

Tell  me  of  all  my  warlike  ancestors 
And  of  my  fatlier's  death— that  hitter  datfhl 
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Ncrer  did  pUfrim  fiir  the  firanteins  thini 
Af  I  for  this  day*i  ▼engeaooe !— To  your  field  1 
— ^Lmajaot^! 
MmL  (tmnumgfiwm  km,)    The  name  his  nee 
hath  borne 
Throoyh  a  thewsand  betUee    lost! 

[Returwmgf  fo  Arwam. 
A  ChatiUoi^! 
Will  yeu  live  and  wed  diahooonr  ^ 

Aym.  (cwering  kit  fge€.)  Let  the  grave 

Tkke  me  and  ooyer  ran! — ^I  mint  fo  down 
To  its  rest  without  my  sword ! 
lUL  Theie*s  seme  dark  spell  opoa  him !  Af. 
mer,  brother  I 
Let  me  not  die  of  shame  !-»He  that  died  so 
Tiim*d  sickening  from  the  sun ! 
Aijfwu  WheiesboaldltumT 

(Gotflf  up  abrupUy  to  Uu  knigkU. 
Herman^— Bn  Momay !  ye  have  stood  with  me 
I*  the  battle's  iraot— ye  knowme !— >ye  have  seen 
Tiie  fiery  joy  of  danger  bear  me  on^ 
As  a  wind  the  arrow  !->Lcave  me  now — ^*t  is  past! 
An.  {wUk  UtlmMss.)    He  eomee  from  ktrl^ 
tho  infidel  hath  smtie^ 
Doobtless,  for  this. 

ulymp  I  should  have  been  to^y 

Where  shafts  fly  thiekest,  and  the  crossing  swards 

Gaonot  flash  oat  for  blood !— hark !  you  are  callM ! 

(Wild  TSukuk  munt  hoard  wUkmO.    Tko 

haekgfwnd  tf  tho  ocomo  beeomoo  moro  and 

msre  crowded  mth  mrmod  msn. 

Lay  lance  in  rest ! — ^wave,  noble  banners,  wave ! 

{Throwing  down  hio  oword. 
Go  from  me  !-.-leave  the  fallen  !— 

Off.  Nay.bntthecaaaeT 

Tellostheeaose! 
HaL  (approaching  kim  inOgmmtl^,)     Yonr 
Bvrord-— your  crested  helm 
And  your  knight's  mantle  —  cast  them  down ! 

your  name 
Is  in  the  dost !— oar  father's  name !— the  cause  ? 
—Tell  it  not,  tell  it  not! 

{Turning  to  tho  ooldioro  and  waving  hio  hand, 
Sound,  trumpets,  so 
On,  lances,  fbr  the  Ooss! 

{Military  muoic,    Ao  the  knigku  march  out, 
ho  lodko  ha€k  to  Atmu. 

I  would  not  now 
f .^1  back  my  noble  fbtiier  fitim  the  dead. 
If  I  coold  with  but  a  breath  !.-8oand,  trumpets, 
sound !  [Esetau  knighto  and  odl&ro. 

Aym,  Why  sfaoald  I  bear  this  shame  7-**t  is 
not  too  late ! 
{Rushing  after  them — ho  ouddonly  chocko 

My  ^th !— my  knightly  &ith  pledged  to  my  fall ! 

[BxiL 

seam  nr.— bdoke  a  CHintctL 

Urottfis  of  dtiaent  pasif  fif  to  and  lh>.  ATMER  staod- 
Ina  af  ainst  one  of  the  piUart  of  tfaa  ChurcJi  in  the 
tonkffound,  and  leaniog  <m  his  tworl 

lot  Ok.  {toUd.)    From  the  walls?— how  goes 

the  battle? 
^OiL  Well  aU  well. 


Praise  to  the  Samls!— I  saw  Da  Cbatalkn 
Fighting,  as  if  upon  his  single  arm 
The  lalB  o*  the  day  were  set. 

3d  CiL  Shame  light  em  thmm 

That  strike  not  with.  Urn  in  their  plaoe  ! 

1st  Cit,  Yoo  maui 

His  brother  ?— Ay,  ia 't  not  a  ieaiful  thing 
That  one  of  such  a  race — a  brave  one  too— 
Should  have  thus  fallen  7 

2d  CiL  They  say  the  captive  rirl 

Whom  he  so  loved,  hath  won  him  torn  hie  intlh 
To  the  vile  Paynim  creed. 
Aym,  {ouddonijf  coming  forward,)    Whodane 
say  Met? 
Show  me  who  daree  say  that ! 

{Thoy  ohrink  back"  he  Utugho  oeonfmOf 

Ha!  ba!  ye  thoi^M 

To  pla^  with  n  sleeper's  name  I— to  make  your 

mirth 
As  low-bem  men  sit  by  a  tomb,  and  jest 
O'er  a  dead  warrior !    Where 's  the  shuiderer  7 
Speak! 

A  ClTlZEBr  enten  liaaUly. 

CiL  Haale  to  the  vralls !;— De  ChatiUoo  lath 
slain 
The  Paynim  ebfef !  [  Thou  aU  go  mO. 

Aym,  Why  shouU  they  shrink?— I,  I    '       ' 
ask  the  night 
To  cover  mo ! — I,  that  have  flung  my  nan 
Away  to  scorn !— -Hush!  am  I  not  alone  ? 

(.- 


There 's  a  voice,  calling  me— «  voice  i' 

My  father*s!— 'Twas  my  father's!  Are  tlindend 

Unseen,  yet  with  us?- ibarinl ! 

{Laud  ohouto  withouty  he  ruohoo  forward  sss- 
ukingl^. 

"T  is  the  shoot 
Of  victory !— We  have  triomph'd ! 

We  .(—My  place, 
b 'midst  the  fallen! 

(Jlvsis  hoards  which  cpproedber,  oooeOuig 
into  a  triumphant  march,  ^ngku  en. 
fer  tn  procoooion^  uriih  bannoro^  tank- 
bearoro^  Sfc  Tho  gateo  of  tho  ckmrck 
are  t&roim  epm,  and  the  eZfer,  fesiAs, 

inighto  paoo  ocert  and  ontor  tho  ekmrck. 
One  ^thom  takoo  a  torch^  and  lifto  it  to 
Aymer*o  face  tn  paooing,  Ht  otrikoa 
it  down  with  a  oword;  then  ooeing 
Raxmke  approach^  dropo  the  swsrrf,  amd 
coooro  bio  face, 
Aym.  {graoping  RAimm  by  tho  mentis,  aoheio 

about  to  fMSS')    Brother !  forsake  me  not ! 
Hat.  {ouddenly  drawing  hio  sieord,  end  okom 
ing  it  him.)  My  sword  is  md 

With  victory  and  revenge !— 4ook— dyed  to  the 

hUt! 
— ^We  finight— end  where  were  yoo  ? 
Aym.  Forsake  me  not ! 

£ei.  (pointing  with  hio  oword  to  the  tombo 
within  the  ckurok,)  Those  are  proud  tomba! 
^the  dead,  the  glorious  dead. 
Think  you  they  sleep,  and  know  not  of  their  i 
In  the  mysteriMis  grave  7— We  laid  Aun-thore ' 
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i— Bcibre  the  ashes  of  yoar  fiither,  speak ! 
Have  you  abjared  yoar  faith  ? 
Aym,  (inaignatUiv.)    Yoar  name  is  mine*- 
'    your  blood — and  you  ask  this  ! 
Wake  him  to  hear  me  answer ! — have  yoa—- No ! 
— YoQ  have  not  dared  to  think  it. 

{Break$from  him,  andgot$  wt. 
Mai.  (entering  the  churchy  and  bending  ener 
en«  ef  the  tomftt.  Not  yet  lost  i 

Not  yet  aU  iost'^He  shall  be  thine  again ! 
80  shalt  thoQ  sleep  in  peace ! 

(JUtcstc  and  chorue  afwnce^from  the  church. 
Praise,  praise  to  Heaven  I 
Bingr  of  the  conqaerM  field,  the  Paynira  flyingf, 

Light  up  the  shrines,  and  bid  the  banners  wave ! 
Sing  of  the  warrior,  for  the  rcd^ross  dying, 
Chaunt  a  proud  requiem  o*er  his  ho^  grave ! 
rcaise,  praise  to  Heaven ! 
Praise! — ^Uit  the  song  through  night^s  resound- 
ing sky ! 
Peace  to  the  valiant  for  the  Cross  thai  die  I 
Sleep  soft,  ye  brave ! 


ACT  THE  THIRD. 


SCENE  I. — ▲  rLATTORH  BEFOBJB  THE  CITAIiKL. 


Koifhts  entering. 

Her,  {to  one  cf  the  Knights,)  You  would  plead 
for  him  7 

KnighL  Nay,  remember  all 

Uis  past  renown ! 

ifer.  I  had  a  friend  in  youth— 

This  Aymer*s  father  had  him  shamed  for  less 
Than  his  son*s  fault— far  less  !— 
We  must  aecuse  him— he  must  have  his  shield 
Reversed — ^his  name  degraded. 

KnighL  Hi  might  yet— 

AU  the  Knights,    Most  his  shame  cleave  to 
tf«7— We  cast  him  fbrtb— 
We  will  not  bear  it. 

RAIMER  enters. 

RaL  Knights !  ye  speak  of  Aim — 

My  brotlier— was  *t  not  so  ? — Ail  silent !— Nay, 
Give  your  thoughts  breath ! — What  said  ye  7 

Her,  That  his  name 

Must  be  degraded. 

RaL  Silence !  ye  disturb 

The  dead — thou  hear*st,  my  father ! 

{Going  up  indignantly  to  the  Knighta. 
Which  of  ye 
Shall  first  accuse  him  7    He  whose  bold  step  won 
The  breach  at  Ascalon  ere  Aymer*B  stcp^ 
Let  him  speak  first ! 

He  that  plunged  deeper  through  the  stormy  fight, 
Thence  to  redeem  tlio  banner  of  the  Cross, 
On  Cairo^s  plain,  let  him  speak  first !  or  he 
Whose  sword  burst  swifter  o*er  the  Saracen, 
V  the  rescue  of  our  king,  by  Jordan*8  waves, 
C  say,  let  him  speak  first ! 

/rcr.  Is  he  not  an  apostate  7 

Rai,  No,  no,  no ! 

4S 


If  ho  were  that,  had  my  life's  blood  that  tafait, 
This  hand  should  pour  it  out  !-4HeiB  not  thmL 

Her,  Not  yet, 

Bau  Not  ydt,  nor  ever  1-^Let  me  die 

In  a  lost  battle  first! 

Her.  Hath  he  let  go 

Name— kindred— 4ionoar—ifflr  an  infidel, 
And  will  he  grasp  hie  faith  7 

Mai,  {ttfter  a  ghsomy  fauoe.)  That  which  beam 
poison — should  it  not  he  crushM  7 
What  though  the  weed  lock  lovely  7 

{Suddenly  addressing  one  of  the  Knights, 
You  have  seen 
My  native  halls,  Du  Mocnay,  £u  away 
In  Languedoc  7 

Knigitt,  I  was  your  father's  friend— 

I  knew  them  well. 

KaL  {ihoughtfuUy.)  The  weight  ef  glean  that 
hangs— 
The  very  barniers  seem  to  droop  with  it*— 
0*«r  some  of  these  M  rooms ! — Wen  ise  then 

now. 

With  a  dull  wind  heaving  the  pale  taoestries, 
Why,IeoaMteUyon— 

{Coming  tlooer'to'Ae  KnighL 
Ineie  ^  a  dsf  k«red  spot 
GrainM  in  the  floor  of  one— -^^mi  know  the  tale  7 

Knight,  I  may  have  heard  tt  by  the  winter  £re* 
— Now  *t  is  of  things  gone  by. 

JZm.'  (turning fromlum  dispieaood.)    flnoh  le. 
gends  give 
Some  minds  a  deeper  toMb 

( 7b  Heeman.)  If  you  had  heard 

That  tale  i*  the  shadowy  fewer  '  ■ 

Her,  Nay,  tell  it  now 

Bau  They  say  the  place  is  haunted— moaning 
sounds 
Come  thence  at  midnight — sounds  of  woman's 
voice. 

Her,  And  yon  beBove 

Rai,  Ibiit)M$Uevetbedeed 

Done  there  of  old.    I  bad  an  ancestor — 
Bertrand,  the  lien-chief- whose  son  went  forth 
(A  younger  son — I  am  not  of  Aw  Hne) 
To  the  wars  of  Palestine.  He  fought  there  wdl— > 
Ay,  all  his  race  were  brave ;  bat  he  retem^d, 
And  with  a  Paynim  brids. 

Her,  ThenoreaiitS— eay. 

How  bore  your  ancestor  7 

Rau  WeU  may  you  think 

It  ehafed  him— but  he  bore  it— for  the  love 
Of  that  fair  son,  the  child  ef  his  old  age. 
He  pined  in  heart,  yet  gave  the  infidel 
A  place  bi  his  own  halls. 

Her.  But  did  this  last  7 

Rau  How  should  it  last?    Agaui  the  trumpet 
blew. 
And  men  were  summon*d  from  their  homes  lo 

guard 
THe  city  of  the  oross.    But  he  seem*d  cold — 
That  youth !  he  shunned  his  &ther*seye,  and  took 
No  armour  from  the  walk. 

Her.  Had  he  then  fallen  f 

Was  his  faitli  wavering  7 

Rm.  So  the  &ther  Gmx'i^ 

Her.  If  I  had  been  that  fatl.er 
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dooeT 

Jibr.  NaT,  what  did  Aef 
JSoi  What  did  the  tton^iflr? 

{T^mmg  to  Du  MoftNAT. 
Why,  fibv  haat  aaen  tho  very  8|Mt  of  Uood 
Oa  the  dark  floor !— He  alow  the  Pajnim  bride ; 
Waa  it  not  wellT    {Hk  lodkt  ai  tkem  alfartfoe/y, 
m^  oa  Aa  gwtt  mU  e xelttJM— ) 

My  bioCher  most  not  fall  * 


nv— A  DinaTBD  ToaKias  BumTino-oaouffo 

IN  1HI  0IT7— -TOMM  AMD  aiOND  OTCKTHaOWII— 
THI  WHOLE  fUAOKD  BT  DAaK  CTPam  TAEn. 

Mtr.  (fetadng  vow  m  momuneiital  fSUar^  wUek 
has  been  Mely  raked.)    ib  ia  at  rest—- and 
I— 4a  there  no  power 
In  grief  to  win  fergiveneae  from  the  dead  f 
When  ahaU  I  reet?  Hark  I  a  etep— Aymer'a  itep! 
The  thrilling  aoond ! 

(8k$  9knmk$  aadb  at  reprotieking  her9elf. 
To  ieel  lAa#  joy  even  Acre/ 
Brother !  oh,  pardon  me ! 
BmL  {nUnng,  md  a2oip7y  UMng  reund.)    A 


gloomy 
Aplabefor 


_.     _  J  ior^— It  eho not  an  infidel? 
Who  thall  dare  call  it  mnrder  T 

{Sh  odnanaet  <o  Aar  altmUf^  and  looAa  at  her. 
She  ia  faii^- 
The  deeper  canae !    Maid,  yoo  have  thought  of 


*Mid8t  theee  old  tombe  7 
Jfer.  (jikrimkingjrom  Aim  feaffuUy.)    Thia  ia 

my  brother*!  grave. 
Hat.  7^brother*e!  — that  a  warrior*e  grave 


0*er  miiM— the  free  and  noUe  knight  he  wm  !— 
Ay,  that  the  deaert-aanda  had  ahrooded  him 
BaiixehelookMonthee! 

Mor.  If  yoQ  are  Ate — 

If  Aymer*a  brother^-thongh  yoor  brow  be  dark, 
I  may  not  ftar  you ! 

RmL  No  !  wh^  fAav  ahonldst  iear 

The  very  dott  o'  the  mouldering  sepnlchre, 
If  it  bad  lived,  and  borne  his  name  on  earth ! 
Hear*8t  thoa  ? — that  dust  hath  Btirr*d,  and  foond 

a  voice, 
And  said  that  thou  must  die ! 

Jfor.  {dingimg  fa  the  pittar  ae  he  appvaehee.) 
Be  with  me.  Heaven ! 
Yon  will  not  murder  me  7 

RttL  {turning  aieay.)    A  goodly  word 
To  join  with  a  warrior's  name! — a  sound  to  make 
Men'a  fleah  creep.    What!— for  Paynim  blood 
Did  Ac  stand  faltering  thus — my  ancestor— 
In  that  old  tower  7 

(He  again  approaehee  Aer— sAe  faUa  en  her 

Mur,  So  young,  and  thus  to  die  I 

Mercy — ^have  mercy !    In  your  own  far  land 
If  there  be  kyve  that  weeps  and  watches  for  you, 
Kitd  foUirwB  you  with  prayer— even  bv  that  love 
Bpare  me— Ibr  It  is  woman's !    If  light  steps 
fflave  bounded  there  to  meet  you,  clinging  arma 


Hung  on  your  neck,  ibnd  tears  o*erflow*d  yotf 

cheek. 
Think  upon  theae  that  loved  you  thua,  fix*  thus 
Doth  woman  bve !  and  spare  me  !  —  think  oa 


They,  too^  may  yet  need  mercy !  Ayraer,  Aymer 
Wilt  tAeii  not  hear  and  aid  mo  7 

Rau  (eiarting,)  'Riere*!  a  name 

To  bring  back  strength  !    Shall  I  not  strike  to 
save 

His  honour  and  bis  life !    Were  his  Hfe  all 

Mer,  Tu  aave  his  life  and  honoiir! — wiU  my 

death 

(She  riees  and  ttande  before  hint,  covering  ka 

face  hurriedly. 

Do  it  with  one  stroke !    I  may  not  live  for  him ! 

RaL  {with  eurpriee.)  A  woman  moot  death  thnt! 

Jfor.  {uneooering  her  eyes.)    Tet  one  thing 


I  have  sisters  and  a  ftther.    Cliristian  knight! 
Oh !  by  your  mother's  memory,  let  them  know 
I  died  with  a  name  onatain'd. 
Alt.  {eoftened  and  eurprieed.)    And  anch  high 
thoughts  from  Asr  / — an  tnfidei ! 
And  she  named  my  moUier ! — Once  in  early  youth 
From  the  wild  wavea  1  anatch^d  a  woman's  life ; 
My  mother  bless'd  mo  for  it  {tlawly  dropping  Atf 

dagffert)—€ven  with  tears 
She  bless'd  me.    Stay,  are  there  no  other  mesns  7 
{Suddenly    mecUeeting  himeel/.)      Follow   me, 
maiden !    Fear  not  now. 
Mbr.  Bat  he — 

But  Aymcr— 
Alt.  {etertdy,)    Would'st  thou  pcrlah7— name 
him  not ! — 
Look  not  aa  if  thou  would'at !    Think'st  thou  dark 

thottghta 
Are  blown  away  like  dewdrops,  or  I,  like  him, 
A  loaf  to  shake  and  turn  i*  the  changing  wind  7 
Follow  me,  and  beware ! 

{She  bends  over  the  tomb  for  a  moment,  ani 
followe  him.    Amca  entere,  and  ehmly 
comes  forward  from  the  background, 
iiym.  For  the  fast  time — ^ycs !  it  must  be  the  last 
Earth  and  heaven  aay — the  Uat !    The  very  deal 
Rise  up  to  part  us ! — But  one  look — and  then 
She  must  go  hence  for  ever !    Will  she  weep? 
It  had  been  little  to  have  died  for  her — 
I  have  borne  ahamc. 

She  shall  know  all ! — Moraima ! — said  they  not 
She  would  be  found  here  at  her  brother's  grave? 
Where  should  she  go  7 — Moraima ! — ^there  's  the 

print 
Of  her  stej>-~whst  gleams  beside  it? 

{Seeing  the  dagger,  he  taket  it  up 
Ha !  men  work 
Dark  deeds  with  things  like  this ! 

{Looking  wildly  and  anxiously  around. 

I  sec  no— blood! 

{Looking  at  the  dagger. 

Stain'd?— it  may  be  from  battle— His  not— weL 

{Looks  round  intently  listening,  then  again 

examines  the  spot  and  suddenly  exclaims— 

Ha ! — what  ia  this ! — anotlier  step  in  the  graas!- 

Hers  and  another'fi  step ! 

{He  ruBhes  into  the  cypress  grow 
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WGESm  III.-* A  HALL  IN  THK  CITADKL,  BONO  WITH 
ARMS  AMD  ■ANMSU. 

RAIMER  — HERMAN -KnlffhU  In  tbe  teckroond, 
Uyinf  Slide  thoir  Aimoiir. 

Her,  {evnwng  forward  and  tpeaking  hurrUdlf.) 
Is  it  done?— Have  yoa  done  it? 

Rau  (loitA  di9gu9t,)  What !  you  thirat 

For  blood  so  deeply  7 

Her.  {indignantly.)  Have  you  struck,  and  saved 
The  honour  of  your  boose  ? 

Bai,  {thoughtfully  to  himnlf,)  Tbe  light  i*  tbe 
soul 
Is  such  a  waveruig  thing ! — ^Have  I  done  well  7 — 

(TbHlRMAlf. 

Ask  me  not ! — ^Never  shall  they  meet  again. 
Is  *t  not  enough  7 

(Atmer  enters  hurriedly  with  the  dagger, 
and  goeo  up  with  it  to  several  of  the 
knigMs,  who  begin  to  gather  round  the 
front, 
Aym,  Whose  is  this  dagger  7 

BUL  {coming  fonoard  tmd  taking  iL)    Mine. 

Aym.  Yours !  yours ! — and  know  you  where 

JRau  {about  to  sheathe  it,  but  stopping,)    Ob  ! 
yon  do  well 
So  to  remind  me ! — ^Yes ! — it  must  have  lain 
In  the  Moslem  burial-ground — and  that  vile  dust- 
Hence  with  it !— H  is  defiled.  {Throws  it  from  him, 

Aym,  If  such  a  deed — 

•—Brother !  where  is  she  7 

RttL  Who  7— what  knight  hath  lost 

A  Ladye-love? 

Aym.  Could  he  speak  thus,  and  wear 

That  scornful  calm,  if-— no ! — ^he  is  not  calm— 
What  have  you  done  7 
Eal  {aside.)  Yes !  she  shall  die  to  him ! 

Aym,  {grasping  his  arm.)    What  have  you 

done  7 — speak ! 
Eau  Yon  should  know  the  tale 

Of  our  dark  ancestor,  the  Lion-Cbie^ 
And  bis  son*s  bride. 
Aym.  Man !  man !  you  murdered  her ! 

{Sitdcing  back. 
It  grows  so  dark  around  me !    She  is  dead ! 
{Wildly.)  1*11  not  believe  it!  — No!  she  never 

lookM 
Like  what  could  die ! 

(Comti^  up  to  his  brother. 
If  you  have  done  that  deed — 
kal  {sternly.)    If  I  have  done  it,  I  have  flung 
off  shame 
from  my  brave  father's  house. 
Aym,  {in  a  low  voice  to  himself.)    So  young, 
and  dead ! — because  I  loved  her — dead ! 

(7b  Saimbu 
Where  is  she,  murderer  7    Let  me  see  her  face. 
You  think  to  hide  it  with  the  dust !— ha !  ha ! 
The  dust  to  cover  her  !    We  *11  mock  you  still : 
If  I  call  her  back,  she  *11  come !    Where  is  slie  7 — 

speak! 
Kow,  by  my  father's  tomb,  but  I  am  calm. 
Rai.  Never  more  hope  to  see  her ! 
Aym^  Never  more ! 

{SiUing  down  on  the  ground. 


I  loved  her,  so  she  perish*d. — All  the  earth 
Hath  not  another  voice  to  reach  my  soul. 
Now  hers  is  silent ! — Never,  never  more ! 
Ifshe  had  but  said— farewell!— (^eioUJerrd)  It 

grows  so  dark ! 
This  is  some  fearful  dream.    When  the  mora 

comes,  I  shall  wake. — 
— My  life's  bright  hours  are  done ! 
Mai.  I  must  be  firm 

{Thkes  a  banner  from  the  wall^and  brings 

it  to  AVMRX. 

Have  you  forgotten  this  T    We  thought  it  lost. 

But  it  rose  proudly  waving  o*er  the  nght 

In   a  warrior's  hand  again! — Yours,  Aymer, 

yours! 
Brother !  redeem  your  ftme ! 

Aym.  {putting  it  from  him.)    The  wortbleis 
thing! 
Fame ! — she  is  dead ! — ^give  a  king's  robe  to  one 
Streich'd  on  the  rack !    Henco  wiUi  your  pageant- 
ries, 
Down  to  the  dust ! 

Her.  The  banner  of  the  Cross ! 

Shame  on  the  recreant ! — Cast  him  from  us ! 

Rau  Boj 

Degenerate  boy  !  here,  with  the  trophies  won 
Bv  the  sainted  chiefs  of  old  in  Paynim  war 
Above  you  and  around ;  tbe  very  air 
When  it  but  shakes  their  armour  on  the  walK 
Murmuring  of  glorious  deeds ;  to  sit  and  weep 
Here  for  an  Infidel !    My  father's  son. 
Shame!  shame!  deepsliome! 

Knights.  Aymer  de  Chatillon ! 

Go  from  us,  leave  us ! 

Aym.  {starting  up.)    Leave  yoo!  what!  jn 

thought 

That  1  would  stay  to  breathe  tbe  sir  «ott  breathe ! — 

And  fight  by  you !     Murderers !    I  burst  all  ties ! 

{Throws  his  sword  on  the  ground  before  them 

There 's  not  a  thing  of  the  desert  half  so  freo ! 

(TbRAum. 
You  have  no  brother !  live  to  need  the  love 
Of  a  human  heart,  and  steep  your  soul  in  fame 
To  still  its  restless  yearnings !    Die  alone ! 
'Midst  all  your  pomps  and  trophies — die  alone ! 

{Going  out,  he  suddenly  returns 
Did  she  not  call  on  me  to  suoooor  her  7 
Kneel  to  you— plead  for  life  7— Tbe  Voice  of  Blood 
Follow  you  to  your  grave ! —  lExi$ 

Rau  {with  emotion,)  Alas !  my  brother 

The  time  hath  been,  when  in  tlie  fiice  of  Death 
I  have  bid  him  leave  me,  and  he  would  not ! — 

( Teaming  to  the  KmghU 
Knighte 
The  Soldan  marches  for  Jerusalem— 
We  'U  meet  him  on  the  way. 


ACT  THE  FOURTH. 

SCKNX  I.— CAMP  or  MELECH,  THE  SAKACBIf  KiniU 

MBLECH-SADI-8okli«n. 

Mel  Yes !  he  I  mean— Raimor  de  Chatillon ' 
Go,  send  swift  riders  o'er  the  mom  t*ins  &rth 
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And  thrDQffh  th«  deterti,  to  procUim  the  price 
1  Mt  apon  liis  life ! 

Sadu  Thoa  gaVrt  the  word 

Before ;  it  hath  been  done— they  are  gone  forth. 

Mel    Would  tliat  my  eoul  coald  wing  them  7 
Didat  thoa  heed 
To  say  hie  life  7 — 1 11  have  my  own  revenge ! 
Yes!  I  woofd  tave  him  from  another*a  hand! 
Thoa  aaid*«t  he  most  be  broaght  alive? 

aadi.  I  heard 

Th7wUl,andIobe/d. 

Mel  He  slew  my  ion^ 

That  waa  in  hatde— bat  to  shed  her  bkxid ! 
My  child  Moraima*s!  CooI4  ho  eec  and  strike  her? 
A  Christian  see  her  &oe,  too !    From  my  hoaae 
The  crown  is  gone !    Who  broaght  the  tale  ? 

Sadu  A  slave 

Of  voor  late  tony  escaped. 

Jtel  Have  I  a  son 

Left  7  speak,  the  slsve  of  which  7  Kaled  is  gone— 
And  Ootar  gone-— both,  both  are  fallen— 
Both  my  young  stately  trees,  and  she  my  flower — 
—No  hand  bat  mine  shall  be  upon  him,  none  l^- 
(A  Bound  of  festive  mueie  vnthout. 
What  mean  they  there  7       {An  ottendaM  enters, 

Att,  Tidings  of  joy,  my  chief! 

Mel    Joy !— is  the  Christian  Uken  7 

(MoaAiM A  enterOt  and  throws  herself  into 
his  arms* 

Mor.  Father!  ftther! 

I  did  not  think  this  world  had  yet  so  much 
Of  aught  like  happiness ! 

Mel  My  own  fair  child ! 

Is  it  on  ihes  I  look  indeed,  my  child  7 

(  Turtting  to  attendants. 
Away,  there !— gaM  not  on  as ! — Do  I  hold 
T%ee  in   my  arms! — They  told  me  thoa  wert 

slain. 
Raimer  de  Chatillon,  they  aaid 

Mor.{hurHedly.)  Oh,  no! 

*Twas  he  that  sent  thee  back  thy  child,  my  father 

Mel  He !  why,  his  brother  Aymer  still  refused 
A  monarch's  ransom  for  thee ! 

Mar.  {with  a  momentary  delight,)    Did  he  thus  7 
'        {Suddenly  cheeking  herself. 
—  Yes!    I  knew  weU!  — Oh!do  not  speak  of 
him! 

Mel   What!  hath  he  wrongM  tliee7— Thou 
hast  sulTer'd  much 
Amongst  these  Christians !    Thoa  art  changed, 

my  child. 
There's  a  dim  shadow  in  thine  eye,  where  once — 
— But  they  shall  pay  me  back  for  all  tliy  tears 
With  their  best  blood. 

JMbr.  {alarmed,)  Father !  not  so,  not  so 

They  still  were  gentle  with  me.     But  I  sat 
And  watchM  beside  my  dying  brother's  couch 
Through  many  days:  and  I  have  wept  since  tlien — 
Wept  much. 

Mel.      Thy  dyin?  brother's  couch !— ^yes,  thou 
Wert  ever  true  and  kind  ! 

Mor.  {cooering  her  face.)     Oh !  praise  jop  not ! 
Ixiok  gently  on  mc,  or  I  sink  to  earth ; 
Not  thus. 

Md,  Nu  praise !  thou'rt  faint,  my  child,  and  worn : 
The  length  of  way  hath 


Mar,  {eagerly,)  Yea !  the  way  warn  long. 

The  desert's  wind  bre^th^d  o'er  ;ne.    Could  I 
rest? 
Mel.  Yes!  thoa  ahalt  rest  within  tfaj  fiLther's 
tent 
Follow    me,   gsatle   ebild !     Thou    look'at    so 
changed. 
Mor.  {hurriedly.)  The  weary  way,— the  deaertlp 
burning  wind— 

{Laying  her  hand  on  him  aa  ahagaea  asA 
Think  thou  no  evil  of  those  Christians,  iatlwr  !— 
They  were  still  kind. 


tciNB  n.  —  Boofti  A  fORT&ns  amongst  moGKi% 

WITH  A  DBBKar  BKrONO. — MIUTAXT  MUSIC. 

RAIMEE  DB  CHATILLOIT -- Kaights  ~  floldlcnL 

Rau  Tliey  ppeak  cf  truce  7 

The  Knights,         £vcn  so.    Of  tnice  between 

The  Soldao  and  oof  King. 

Rai,  Let  him  who  lann 

Lest  the  dose  fadm  shoold  wear  his  locks  awmj« 
Cry  **  truce,"  and  cast  it  off,    I  have  bo  will 
To  change  mine  armour  for  a  maaqaer's  robe^ 
And  sit  at  fesUvals.    Halt,  lances,  there ! 
Warriors  and  brethren  !  hear. — I  own  no  trace^ 
I  hohi  my  life  bat  as  a  weapon  now 
Against  the  infidel !    He  shall  not  reap 
His  field,  nor  gather  of  his  vine,  nor  pmy 
To    his    false    go^e— No !    save    by   tremUing 

stealth, 
Whibit  I  can  gra^p  a  sword !    Wherefore,  noble 

friends. 
Think  not  of  trace  with  me ! — ^but  think  to  qnail 
Your  wine  to  the  sound  of  trumpets,  and  to  teal 
In  your  girt  hauberks,  and  to  hold  your  steeds 
Barbed  in  the  hall  beside  you. — Now  turn  back* 

[He  throws  a  spear  en  the  ground  hffore  timtu 
Ye  that  are  weary  of  your  armour's  kuidt 
Pass  o'er  the  spear,  away ! 

They  aU  shout,  A  ChatiUon ! 

WeMl  follow  thee, aU!  all! 
JRat.  A  soldier's  thanks! 

[  TVtms  atoayfrom  them  agitated,, 
There's  one  face  gone,  and  thata  brother's!  (.KsMii.) 

War!- 
War  to  the  paynim — War !     March  and  eet  up 
On  our  stronghold  the  banner  of  tlie  Cress, 
Never  to  sink  !-— 

[  Trumpets  sound.     They  march  on,  winding 
through  ths  rocks  with  military  maaie* 

Eater  GASTON,  an  Sfed  vswal  of  R AIMER'S,  as  an 
armed  follower— R A IMJSR  addresne  him. 

You  come  at  last ! — And  she — where  left  yoa  her ! 
The  Paynim  maid  7 

Gas.  I  found  her  guides,  my  lord. 

Of  her  own  raee,  and  lef\  her  on  the  way 
To  reach  her  father's  tents. 

Rau  Speak  low  '—the  talo 

Must  rest  with  us.    It  roust  be  thought  she  died 
I  can  trust  you. 

Gas.  Your  father  trusted  me. 

Rai.  He  did,  he  did ! — my  father !     Yoa  hay 
been 
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Lonflr  absent,  and  yon  brin;  a  troqbM  eye 
Back  with  yoa.-^aston!  heard  you  au^^ht  of 

Aim? 
•    €lii8.  Whom  means  dit  lord  ? 

Ra},  {impaHeutly,)   Old    man,  you  know  too 

Aymer,  my  brother. 

&«».  I  have  M 

RaL  How  I 

Been  hira !    Sjpeak  on. 

Oa»,  Another  thap  my  chief 

Should  have  my  life  before  the  aharoeful  tale  I 

RaL  Speak  quickly. 

€fa$.  In  the  desert,  as  I  joumeyM  back, 

A  band  of  Arabs  met  me  on  the  way, 
And  I  became  their  captive.    Till  last  night — 

Rai.  Goon! — Lastaiffht?  % 

Gas.  They  sfumberM  by  their  fires — 

/  could  not  sleep,  when  one— J  thought  him  one 
O*  the  tribe  at  first,  came  up  and  loosed  my  bonds, 
And  led  me  firom  the  shadow  of  the  tents^ 
Pointing  my  way  in  silence. 

Rau  Well,  and  he— 

Tott  thought  him  one  of  the  tribe. 

Oa9.  Ay,  till  we  stood 

In  the  clear  moonlight  forth  —  and  then,  my 
lord— 

Rai,  You  dan  not  say  Hwap  Aymer  7 

Ga$,  Woe  and  ahame  \ 

It  was,  it  was  I 

RaL  )n  their  vile  g^rb  too  7 

Oa$.  ^  Yes, 

Torban'd  and  robed  like  them. 

RaL  What !— did  he  speak  7 

Oas.  No  word,  but  waved  hia  hand, 

Forbiddiug  speech  to  me. 

Rai  Tell  me  no  more ! — 

Lost,  lost— for  ever  lost ! — ^He  that  was  rear'd 
Under  my  father^a  roof  with  m^  and  grew 
Up  by  my  side  to  glory — lost ! — is  this 
My  work  ? — who  dares  to  call  it  mine  ?  And  yet, 
flad  I  not  dealt  so  sternly  with  his  soul 

In  its  deep  anguish What!  he  wears  their 

garb 
In  the  &oe  of  HeaYen?    Yoo  mw  the  turban 

on  him  7 
You  should  have  struck  him  to  the  earth,  and  so 
]Put  out  our  shame  for  ever ! 

Gas.  LiA  my  sword 

Against  your  &ther*s  son^ 

RaL  My  father's  son ! 

Ay,  and  so  loyed ! — that  yearning  love  for  kim 
Was  the  last  thing  death  copquer'd !  see*Bt  thou 
there? 
{J%e  hanner  of  the  Crp$a  it  raised  sn  the 
forire$9. 
The  very  banner  he  redeemed  for  us 
r  the  fight  at  Cairo !    No !  by  yon  bright  sign 
He  shall  not  perish ! — ^this  way — follow  me— 
1  m  tell  theo  of  a  thought   • 

{Suddenly  etopfing  Atm. 
Take  heed,  old  man ! 
Thou  hast  a  iearfiil  aacret  in  thy  grasp : 
Let  me  jiot  see  thee  wear  mysterious  looks-^ 
But  no !  thou  lov*8t  our  name  !— I  *]]  trust  thee. 
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8CJENB  in. — AN  ARAB  BNCAMPMXNT  ftOUND  A  FKW 
PALM-TRERS  IN  THE  DESERT.  —  WATSCH-iriEES  IJI 
THE  BACKOROUNO. — NIGHT. 

Several  Arabs  enter  wHh  AYM £R. 

Arab  Chief.    Thou  hast  fought  bravely,  stran- 
ger ;  now,  come  on 
To  share  the  spoil. 

Aym.  I  reck  not  of  it.    Go, 

Leave  roc  to  rest 

Arab.  Well,  thou  hast  earn'd  thy  rest 

W^ih  a  red  sabre.    Be  it  as  thou  wilt. 

(Thev  go  out, — He  throws  himself  under  -m 
palni'tree, 
Aypi,  This  were  an  hour — if  they  would  ai^ 
swer  us, 
— They  firom  whose  viewless  world  po  answer 

comes — 
To  bear  their  whispering  voices.  Would  they  but 
Speak  once,  and  say  they  loved ! 
If  I  eould  hear  thy  thriUing  voice  once  more. 
It  would  be  well  with  me.    Moraima,  speak ! 

CRaemkr  etUers,  disguised  as  a  derti^* 
Moraima,  speak ! — No  I  the  dead  cannot  love ! 
RaL  What  doth  the  stranger  here  7— is  ihsf 
not  mirth 
Around  the  watch-fires  yonder  7 

Aynu  Mirth  7-Hiway  &*"» 

I  *ve  nought  to  do  with  mirth^-begone ! 

RaL  They  teU 

Wild  tales  by  that  r^  light ;— wouldst  liiott  nqt 

hear 
Of  eastern  marvels  7 
Aynu  Hence ! — I  heed  them  nqft* 

RaL  Nay  then,  hear  me  ! 
Aym.  Thee! 

RaL  Yes,Ikliow»ta)« 

Wilder  than  theirs. 
Aym.  {raising  himself  in  surprise^     Tboo 

know^st ! — 
Rai,  {withouA  min^ng^  con^imttf .)    A  tale  of 
one. 
Who  flung  in  madness  to  the  reckless  deep 
A  g^m  beyond  all  price. 

Aym,  My  day  is  dosed. 

What  is  aught  human  unto  me  7 

RaL  Yet  mark  2 

His  name  was  of  the  noblest — dost  thou  heed  7— > 
Even  in  a  land  of  princely  chivalry ; 
Brightness  was  on  it— but  he  cast  it  down. 
Aym,  Iwillnothear— speak*BttibttofchivaLryf 
RaL  Yes !  I  have  been  upon  thy  native  hills^ 
There  *s  a  grey  cliff  juts  proudly  firom  their 

woods, 
Crown*d  with  baronial  towers. — Bememberpft 

thou  7 
And  there 's  a  chapel  l^  the  moaning  sea 
Thou  know*8t  it  well — tall  pines  wave  over  \\^ 
Darkening  the  heavy  banners,  and  the  tomb^ 
Is  not  the  Cross  upon  thy  fathers*  tombs  7 — 
Christian!  what  dost  thou  Aer« 7 
Aym,  {starting  up  indignantiy,)    Man'  wla« 
art  thou  7 
Thy  voice  disturbs  my  soul  Speak  *  \  will  knew 
,  Thy  right  to  question  ma. 
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RaL  {thnwing  if  Am  ditguite,  9lmiuU  hefar» 
him  in  the  fuU  drt$$  tfa  Crumier,)    M j 
birthright  !~kwk ! 
Aym,  Brother ! 

{SUbrmlimg  frmn  Atm  wiA  honor,) 
—Her  blood  it  on  your  hands ! — keep  back ! 
Rn,  {teomfmU^.)    Nay,   keep  the  Paynim*! 
garb  from  touching  mine — 
Answer  me  thence  ! — what  doat  thoa  here  7 

ilyifi.  Yea  shrink 

From  your  own  work ! — ^yoo,  that  have  made  me 

thus! 
Wherefore  are  yon  here  7    Are  yon  not  alraid 
To  stand  beneath  the  awful  midnight  aky, 
And  you  a  murderer  7    Leave  me. 

RaL  I  lift  up 

No  murderer's  brow  to  Heaven ! 

Aynu  You  dare  speak  thus ! 
Do  not  the  bright  stars,  with  their  searching  rays, 
Btriko  through  your  guilty  soul 7     Oh,  no!  — 

His  well. 
Passing  well !    Murder !    Make  the  earth's  har- 
vests grow 
With  Paynim  blood !  — ffeaeen  wills  it!~The 

free  air,  . 
The  sunshine — I  forgot — they  were  not  made 
For  infidels,     filot  out  the  race  from  day  ! 
Who  talks  of  murder  t    Murder !  when  you  die. 
Claim  your  soul's  place  and  happiness  i*  the  name 
Of  that  good  deed !        (/n  a  tone  of  den  feeling. 

If  you  had  loved  a  flower, 
I  would  not  have  destroyed  it ! 

RaL  {with  emotion.)  Brotlier ! 

Aym.  {impetuouoly,)  No!-— 

No  brrvther  now ! — she  knelt  to  you  in  vain ; 
And  tliat  hath  set  a  gul^a  boundless  gulf- 
Between  our  souls.   Your  very  face  is  dtanged — 
There  *8  a  red  cloud  shadowing  it :  your  forehead 

wears 
The  marks  of  Uood— Aer  blood ! 

(/n  a  triumphant  tone. 
But  you  prevail  not !    You  have  made  the  dead 
The  mighty — the  victorious !    Yes !  you  thought 
To  dash  her  image  into  fragments  down. 
And  you  have  given  it  power— such  deep  sad 

power 
I  see  nought  else  on  earth ! 

Rat.  {aoide.)  I  dare  not  ssy  sho  lives. 
(To  Atxes,  holding  up  the  croeo  of  hio  oword, 
You  see  not  this  ! 
Once  by  our  fiithcr's  grave  I  askM,  and  here, 
I'  the  silence  of  the  waste,  I  ask  once  more 
Have  you  abjured  your  fiiith  7 

Aym.  Why  are  you  come 

To  torture  me  7    No,  no,  I  have  not    rfo ! 
But  you  have  sent  the  torrent  through  my  soul, 
And  by  their  deep  strong  roots  torn  fiercely  up 
Tilings  that  were  part  of  it--inborn  feelings— 

Uionghts — 
1  know  noi  wnat  I  cling  to ! 

Rau  Aymer !  yet 

Heaven  hatn  not  closed  its  gates !  Return,  retcm, 
Before  the  shadow  of  the  palm-tree  fades 
r  the  waning  moonlight     Heaven  gives  time. 

Return, 
My  bi other !    By  our  early  days — ^the  bve 
l*bat  nurtured  us ! — the  holy  dust  of  those 


That  sleep  i*  the  tomb!— Sleep,  no,  they  caniMt 

sleep! 

Doth  the  night  bring  no  voioas  from  the  dead 
Back  on  your  soul  7 

ilym.  ^timti^ /rem  Am.)    Yes — hero! 
Rai.  (indignantly  turning  of.)    Why  shonU  1 
strive  7 
Why  doth  it  cost  me  these  deep  throes  to  flin^ 
A  weed  off?—  {.Checking  himae^. 

Brother,  hath  the  stranger  come 
Between  our  hearts  for  ever  7    Yet  return — 
Win  back  your  fame,  my  brother! 

Ayut,  Fame  a^nin ! 

Leave  me  the  desert  !^eave  it  me !    I  bata 
Your  false  world's  glittering  draperies,  thai  \ 

down 
The  o*erIabourM  heart !  They  have  cruhM  n 

Your  vain 
And  hollow-sounding  words  are  wasted  now : 
You  should  adjure  me  by  the  name  of  Atm 
That  slew  his  son's  young  bride  !•— o 
That  were  a  spell!    Fame !  &me! — your  hand 

hath  rent 
The  veil  from  off  your  world !  To  speak  of  &mc« 
When  tlie  soul  is  parch*d  like  mine !    Awaj ! 
Iharejoin*d  these  men*  because  they  war  with 

man 
And  all  his  hollow  pomp !    Will  you  go  hence  7 
{Fiereely.)  Why  do  I  talk  thus  with  a  wturdertrt 

Ay, 
This  is  the  desert,  where  true  words  may  rise 
Up  unto  Heaven  i*  the  stillness !    Leave  it  me  - 
The  free  wild  desert !  (Arab  Chief  enter*.) 

Stranger,  we  have  shared 

The  spoil,  forgetting  not A  Christian  here ! 

Ho !  sons  of  Kedar .'— t  is  De  Chatillon ! 

This  way ! — surround  him !    There  *s  an  Emir*a 

wealth 
Set  on  his  life !    Come  on ! 

{Several  Arabo  ruoh  in  and  eurromnd  Bai- 
MEM,  ti>Ao,  after  vainly  endeavouring  U 
force  hio  way  through  thent,  io  made 
prioaner.  Ae  &ry  are  leading  him  marayf 
AvMca,  who  hao  otood  for  a  momenf  ao 
if  bewildered^  rusheo  forward^  amd 
otrikeo  down  one  of  the  Arabs. 
RaL  And  he  stands  there 

To  see  me  bought  and  sold !    Death,  death ! — not 
chains ! 
Aym.  Off  from  my  brother,  infidd ! 

{The  othen  hurry  Raimib  away. 
{Reeolleeling  himeelf.)     Why,  then.  Heaven 
Is  just !— So !  now  1  see  it !    Blood  for  bkwd ! 

{Again  ruehing  forward. 
No!  ho  shall  f^l  remoroe! — 1 11  rescue  bim. 
And  make  him  weep  for  her !  [He  | 


ACT  THE  FIFTH. 


I. — ^A  HALL  IN  THK  VOKTBl 

CHATTLLOIt*!  VQLLOWBBS. 


Knights  Uftening  to  a  Troobadour. 
Her,  No  more  soft  strains  of  kive.  Good  Vidal, 
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Ths  impriaon'd  wairior*!  ky.    There  *■  a  prood 

tODO 

Of  lofty  eadnesf  in  it 

(TKoiTBAOouft  nn^*) 

*TwaB  a  trumpefe  pealing  MMind, 

And  the  knight  ]ook*d  down  from  the  PayniiD*a 

tower, 
And  a  Christian  boat  in  ita  pride  and  power, 

Thrrtugh  the  pass  beneath  him  wound. 
Ceaac  awhile,  clarion !  clarion,  wild  and  abrill, 
Ceaae !  let  them  hear  the  captive*a  voioe-^be  atilL 

**  I  knew  *t  was  a  trampet's  note ! 
And  I  tee  my  bretliren'a  lances  gleam. 
And  their  pennons  wave  by  the  mountain  stream. 

And  their  plumes  to  the  glad  wind  float 
Cease  awhile,  clarion !  clarion,  wild  and  ■hrill. 
Cease !  let  them  hear  the  captive^s  voioe-^be  still ! 

**  I  am  here  with  my  heavy  chain ! 
And  I  look  on  a  torront  sweeinng  by, 
And  an  eagle  rushing  to  the  sky. 

And  a  host  to  iti  battle-plain ! 
Cease  awhile,  clarion !  dtc,  dec. 

**Mu6t  I  pine  in  my  fetters  here? 
With  the  wild  waye*s  foam,  and  the  free  bird's 

flight. 
And  the  tall  spears  glancing  on  my  sight, 

And  the  trumpet  in  mine  ear  ? 
Cease  awhile,  clarion !"  &&,  dte. 

AYM£a  eoters  burriedly. 
Ayim.  Silence,  thou  minstrel,  silence ! 
lur,  Ayroer,  here ! 

And  in  that  garb !    Seize  oo  the  renegade  l 
Knights,  he  must  die ! 
Aym.  (icernfiil/y.)     Die !  die !  —  the  fearful 
threat! 
To  be  thrust  out  of  this  same  blessed  world, 
Your  world— all  yours!  (IWceJy.)    But  I  will 

nai  be  made 
A  thing  to  circle  with  your  'pomp9  of  death. 
Your  chains,  and  guards,  and  scaffolds !    Back  I 

I  Ml  die 

As  the  free  lion  dies ! —         {Drawing  hi$  $ahre. 

Her.  What  seek*st  thou  here  ? 

Jysi,    Nought  but  to  give   your   Christian 

swords  a  deed 

Worthier  than— where 's  your  chief  7  in  the  Pay. 

nim*s  bonds ! 
Made  the  wild  Arabs*  prize !— Ay,  Heaven  is  just ! 
If  ye  will  rescue  him,  then  follow  me: 
I  uipw  the  way  they  bore  him ! 

Her.  Folk>wthee! 

Recreant !  deserter  of  thy  house  and  faitli ! 
To  think  true  knights  would  follow  thee  again  I 
*T  is  all  some  snare — away  ! 

Aym.  Some  snare! — Heaven!  Heaven 

Is  my  name  sunk  to  this  7    Most  men  first  crush 
My  soul,  then  spurn  the  ruin  the^  have  msde  7 
—Why,  let  him  perish ! — blood  lor  blood  !-Hnust 

earth  cry  ont 
In  vain  7— Wino^  wine,  we  *11  revel  here ! 
On,  minstrel,  with  thy  song ! 

{Mintirel  eontinuee  the  etfng, 
''They  are  gone,  tlioy  have  all  passM  by ! 


They  in  whose  wars  I  had  borne  my  par% 
They  that  I  loved  with  a  brother's  heart,, 

They  have  left  me  here  to  die ! 
Sound  anin,  clarion  !  clarion,  pour  thy  bU9t ! 
Sound,  for  the  captive's  dream  of  hope  is  past  !* 

Aym.  {etarting  up.)  That  was  the  lay  he  loved 
in  our  bovish  days — 
And  he  must  die  forsaken ! — No,  by  Heaven 
He  shall  not !— Follow  me !    I  say  your  chief 
Is  bought  and  sold ! — Is  there  no  generous  trust 
Left  in  your  souls  7    De  Foiz,  I  saved  your  life 
At  Ascalon !    Dn  Mornay,  you  and  I 
On  Jaffa's  wall  together  set  our  breasts 
Against  a  thousand  spears !  What !  haVe  I  fenglil 
Beside  you,  shared  your  cup,  slept  in  your  tents. 
And  ye  can  think —        {Daehing  off  hie  turban. 
Look  on  my  Doming  brow ! 
Read  if  there's  felschood  branded  on  it — read 
The  marks  of  treaciiery  there ! 

Knighte  {gathering  round  Asm,  ery  ovt^    No| 
no,  come  on ! 
To  the  rescue !  lead  us  on !  we  11  trust  thee  still! 

Aym.  Follow,  then!— this  way — If  I  die  fer 
him, 
T%ere  will  be  vengeance  !^He  shall  think  of  me 
To  his  last  hour !  [JBvsiraL 

SCENX  II. — K  PAVIUON  IN  THZ  CAMP  OF  MKUBCH. 

MELECH  and  8ADI. 

Met  It  must  be  that  these  sounds  and  sights 
of  war 
Shake  her  too  gentle  nature.    Yes,  her  cheek 
Fades  hourly  in  my  sight !    What  other  cause- 
None,  none  ! — She  must  go  hence !    Choose  from 

thy  band 
The  bravest,  Sadi !  and  the  longest  tried, 

And  I  will  send  my  child 

Voice  toithout.  Where  is  your  chief  7 

{Arab  and  lyirkieh  SoUiere  enter  with  Dm 
Chatillon. 
Arab  Chief.  The  sons  of  Kedar's  tribe  have 
brought  to  the  son 
Of  tlie  Prophet's  house  a  prisoner ! 

Mel  {half  drawing  hie  eword.)    Chatillon ! 
That  slew  my  boy!    Thanks  ibr  the  avenger's 

hour! 
Sadi,  their  guerdon — ^give  it  them  -the  gold  ! 
And  me  the  vengeance ! 

{Looking  at  Raimir,  who  holde  the  npner 
fragment  of  hie  eword,  and  eeeme  tosf 
in  thought.)    This  is  he 
That  slew  my  firat-bom ! 

Rai.  {to  himeelf.)  Surely  there  leap'd  up 

A  brother's  heart  within  him !    Yes,  be  stnick 

To  the  earth  a  Paynim 

MeL  {raieing  hie  wriee.)    Christian !  thou  oaat 
been 
Our  nation's  deadliest  fee ! 
Rai,  {looking  up  and  emiling  proudly,)    'Tb 
joy  to  hear 
I  have  not  lived  in  vain ! 

Mel,  Thou  bear'st  tltysefaf 

With  a  conqueror's  mien !  What  is  thy  hope  fioss 
me  7 
Rai.  A  soldier's  death. 
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Thoo  thoo  wwld'it/w 


JUi.  Fear  ^<-Aa  if  inen*a  ovn  apirit  bad  not 
power 
To  inaka  bis  death  a  triuoipb !  Waale  not  worda; 
f iCt  my  blood  bathe  thine  own  aword.     Infidel ! 
f  alew  lb  J  eon !  {Looting  at  kii  broken  oword.) 
Ay«  (bere*a  the  red  mark  here  I 
MeL  {approachimg  kim.)    Thou  dareat  to  tell 
me  thia!    {A  tumuU  hoard  without,  voieeo 
erying"K  Chatillon  \ 
JUL  My  brother*a  voice !    He  to  oavod  ! 
MeL  (eaUing.)  What,  ho !  my  ^uarda 


(^YMCt  enters  with  the  knighto  Jlghting  their 
wgh  Melecii*9  ooldiero,  wat 
druoen  before  them. 


way 


ityai.  On  wtth  the  war-cry  of  oar  ascient 
hooae, 
For  the  Croaa— De  Chatillon ! 
{fmghto  ohottL)    For  the  Croas— De  Cbatillon ! 
(RAiMta  attempto  to  break  from  hio  guardo, 
Sadi  entero  with  mare  ootdiero  fa  (fte  ««. 
oitianee  of  Meuech.      Aymbk  and  the 
Knighto   are    overpowered.      Anna   u 
wounded  and  f alio,  * 

Mel,  Bring  fettera— bind  the  captivea ! 
jiat.  Lost— all  kat! 

No! — he  ia  aaved! 

{Breaking  from  hio  guard*,  he  gooo  up  to 
Atmvi. 
Brother,  my  brother !  haat  thoo  pardoned  me 
That  which  I  did  to  aave  thee  7    Speak ! — forgive ! 
Jym.  {turning from  him,)  Tbou  aeo*8t  I  die  for 

thee ! — She  ia  avenged ! 
Jlai.  I  am  no  morderpr !— hear  me ! — torn  to 
me! 
We  are  parting  by  the  grave ! 

(MoaAiMA  entero  veiled^  and  goeo  up  to 
Mblbch. 
Jfbr.  Father  !~0!  look  not  sternly  on   thy 
child. 
I  came  to  plead.    They  said  thou  hadatoondemn*d 
A  Christian  knight  to  die 

MeL  Henoe^to  thy  tent 

Away — ^begone ! 

Aym,  (attempting  to  rioe.)  Moraima ! — ^bath  her 
spirit  come 
To  make  death  beautiful  7    Moraima !— apeak. 
Jfi»r.  It  was  his  voice ! — Aymcr ! 

{She  ruoheo  to  him,  throwing  aoide  her  veil. 

Aym,  Thou  livest — tJiou  livest ! 

1  know  thoa  cooId*Bt  not  die ! — Look  on  me  still. 

Thoo  livest !— ^nd  makcst  this  world  so  iu|l  of 

Bvtldbpart! 
Mel.  {approaching  her.)  Moraima !— hence !  ia 
thir 
A  plaoe  for  theet 

Jtfsr.  Away!  away! 

rbore  is  no  plaoe  but  this  for  me  on  earth ! 
Where  should  I  go  7    There  is  no  place  but  this 
My  aoul  is  bound  to  it ! 

MM,  {to  tkt  Ouardo.)  Back,  alavcs,  and  look 

not  on  her !    (  They  retreat  to  the  background, 

*T  was  for  thia 

rtbe  droop*d  to  the  earth. 

Aym  Moraima,  fkre  tbco  well ! 


Think  OS  roe !-*I  barn  ioMd  thee!     Itekehanee 
That  deep  love  with  my  aonl !  for  well  I  kaow 
Itmustbadeathlesa! 

Jfor.  Oh !  thoQ  hast  not  known 

What  woman*$  love  ia !    Aymer,  A^mer.  atay ! 
If  I  could  die  for  thee !    My  heart  ia  grown 
Bo  atreog  in  its  despair ! 

RaL  {turning  from  them.)    And  all  the  past 
Forgotten  l^-oar  young  days !— His  last  thooghti 

Acrs/-— 
Tkelnfidd*a! 
Aym,  (wOk  a  vieient  effort  tmming  fttt  heti 
round.)    llioa  art  no  nuwderar !    Peace 
Between  qa— peace,  my  brother  {*— la  oat  deaths 
We  shall  be  join*d  once  more ! 
BaL  {holdtng  the  erooo  qftha  award  b^ore  Uol) 
Look  jet  on  this! 
Aym.  Ifthoubadstonly  told  ma  that  aha  lived! 
latlaat! 


tie  araaa  tahioUft 


•—But  our  hearta  meet 

Moraima!  onvamif 
Joy^4here  is  }of  in  death ! 

{He  dteo  am  lUnua'a  ana. 
Mor.  gpcak    speak  enee  aiore! 

Aymer !  how  ia  it  that  1  call  on  thoe. 
And  that  thou  answerest  not  7  Have  we  not  loved? 
Death !  death !— and  thia  ia— death ! 

RaL  So  them  artgan^ 

Aymer !  I  never  thought  to  weep  again— 
But  now  —  fiirewell !  — Thou  wert  the  braveiC 

knight 
That  e*er  laid  knee  in  rest— and  thoa  didat  weu 
The  nobloat  fom  that  ever  woman'a  eve 
Dwelt  on  with  love ;  and  till  that  fatal  dream 
Came  o'er  thee !— Aymer !  Aymer !  tbou  wert  slift 
The  meet  true-hearted  brother  !—tbei«  thoa  art 
Whose  breaat  was  onae  my  shisM !  —  I  asm 

thought 
That  foeaahonid  see  roe  weep!  bvtlheieiMiait, 
Aymer,  my  brother!—^* 
Mor.  {ouddenly  riaing.)    With  Ms  irot,  last 
breath 
He  bade  ma  aave  his  brother ! 

{FalUng  at  herfMm'oftd. 
Falfaer,  spars 
The  Christian— spare  him ! 

AM.  FerlAyaakeapsreUsi 

That  alew  thy  father^a  aon !— Shansa  to  thy  race ! 

{Todwekiduntnthabadiroaad. 

Sddiera !  come  nearer  with  your  levell*d  apsan ! 

Yet  nearer ;^Gird  him  in!— >my  boy's  yeusf 

blood 
Is  on  his  swont— ClhristiaB,  ^ue  thy  &ith, 
Or  di»--thine  hour  ia  come ! 
RaL  {turning and  throunngkunaeiff on Ae$m' 
pane  of  the  SoUioro.)    Thoa  hast  suae  in- 
awer.  Infidel ! 
{CalUngedmtdtoikoKmgktoaohefaUoboek. 
Knights  of  Franest 
Herman !  De  Foia!  Da  Momay .  be  je  atrong : 
Fear  hour  will  come ! 

Must  the  oM  war^sry  oaase? 
{Half  raiaing  himaelf,  and  wamng  ti* 
Cress  triumfhanUf. 
For  the  Crete— De  ChatiUon  ! 

{He^ft- 
{The  CurUinfalla.) 
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THOUGBTB  DOBSNO  SiettSfESS. 


THOUGHTS  DURING  SICKNESS. 


I.— INTELLECTUAL  POWERS. 

0  Thouort  !  O  Memory !  gema  for  ever  heaping 
High  in  the  illumined  chtmbers  of  the  mind, 
And  thou,  divine  Imagination  I  keeping 
Thj  lamp*8  kme  atar  *mid  abadowy  hoats  en- 
shrined ; 
How  in  one  moment  rent  and  diaentwined, 
At  Fever's  fiery  touch,  apart  they  fall. 
Your  glorious  comhinationa ! — broken  all. 
As  the  sand  pillara  by  the  desert's  wind 
8catter*d  to  whirling  dust ! — Ob,  soon  uncrownM ! 
Well  may  your  partmg  awift,  your  atrange  return, 
Subdue  the  soul  to  lowliness  profound. 
Guiding  its  chastenM  vision  to  discern 
How  by  meek  Vmth  Heaven's  portab  must'  be 

passM 
Ere  it  can  hold  your  gilb  inalienably  fast 


II^-^CKNBSS  LIKE  NIOHT. 

TiKNr  art  like  Night !  O  SicknsM !  deeply  sUIIing 
Within  my  heart  the  world's  disturbing  sound. 
And  the  dim  quiet  of  mv  chamber  filling 
With  low  sweet  voices  by  Life's  tumult  drown'd. 
Thou  art  like  awfiil  Night !— thou  gather'at  round 
The  things  that  are  vnteen-^though  close  they 

lier- 
And  with  a  truth,  clear,  startling,  and  profound, 
Givest  their  dread  preeenee  to  our  mental  eye. 
—Thou  art  like  etarrr,  apirftual  Night ! 
High  and  immortal  thoughts  attend  thy  way, 
And  revelations,  which  the  common  light 
Brings  not,  though  wakening  with  its  rosy  ray 
All  outwaitl  life : — Be  welcome  then  thy  rod. 
Before  whose  traeb  ny  seul  umfidde  itself  to  God. 


IL--ON  RETZSCH'S  DESIGN  OF  THE 
ANGEL  OF  DEATH.* 

Wxix  might  thine  awful  image  thus  arise 
With  that  high  calm  upon  thy  regal  brow. 
And  the  deep  solemn  sweetness  in  those  eyes, 
Unto  the  glorious  Artist !— Who  but  thou 
Hie  fleeting  forms  of  beauty  can  endow 


■•ThH  MMiiwl  WM  rag fOTlad  hj  tho  foHowinff  pMMfs  wtL  of 
Mn.  JuammH  rUlU  mti  SktUku  at  Hmm  tmd  Mroad, 
in  a  de«eri|»tiMi  the  g itm  of  a  vWt  paid  to  the  art»t  Rotneh, 
BMr  Dretden :— *'  AAerwardi  he  piaeed  upoa  hit  easel  a  woo- 
derooe  ftea,  whicb  made  lae  ihrink  baek->oot  with  terror,— for 
it  waaperfeodr  batalifbU^bul  wlUi  awe,  for  it  waa  uiMpeak- 
abhr  fearfu^:  the  hair  ilreaaied  baek  from  the  pale  brow— the 
orfaa  of  liiibt  appeared  atint  two  dark,  hollow,  oafaibooiable 
ipaeee,  like  those  io  a  ikall ;  but  when  I  drew  nearer  and  looked 
attaoiivelf  •  two  bvelj  liTiog  eroe  looked  at  me  again  out  of  the 
depth  of  the  ■hadow.  at  if  from  the  bottom  of  ao  abjrm.  The 
BMNith  waa  divtnelr  sweet,  but  sad.  and  the  soAest  repose  rested 
SB  trail featiif*.  TUakketeMme  wasthc^#arafl>s«tt.** 


For  Him  with  peimanenoy  7— who  make  thost 

gleams 
Of  brighter  life,  that  colour  his  lone  drenma, 
Immortal  thinga  7— Let  others  trtmibUw  bow». 
Angel  of  Death !  before  thee^^Not  to  those, 
Whose  spkiU  with  Eternal  Truth  repoa^ 
Art  thou  a  fearftil  altape  !•— and  eh  I  lot  tiM, 
How  full  of  welcome  would  thine  aspect  shine. 
Did  not  the  cords  of  strong  affisetion  twina 
So  fiut  arotmd  my  touk  it  eanmtt  spring  to  thee! 


IV.— REMEMBRANCE  OF  NATURE. 

O,  NATUEK !  thou  didst  rear  me  for  thine  own. 
With  thy  free  singing-birds  and  mountain  brooks ; 
Feeding  my  thoughts  in  primrose-haunted  nooks, 
With  fairy  fiintaaies  and  wood-dreams  lone ; 
And  thou  didst  teach  mo  every  wandering  tone 
DravQn  from  thy  matoy-whispering  trees  and  waves 
And  guide  my  steps  to  founts  and  sparry  caves. 
And  where  bright  mosses  wove  thee  a  nch  throne 
'Midst  the  green  hills :  and  now,  that  fiir  estranged 
From  all  sweet  sounds  and  odours  of  thy  breaUi, 
Fading  I  lie,  within  my  heart  unclianged, 
So  glows  the  love  of  thee,  that  not  for  Death 
Seems  that  pure  passion's  fervour — but  jrdain'd 
To  meet  on  brighter  ahores  thy  Majesty  onstain'd 


V— FLIGHT  OF  THE  SPIRIT. 

WBrratR,  oh !  whither  wilt  thou  wing  thy  waj  T 
What  solemn  region  first  upon  thy  sight 
Shall  break,  unveil'd  lor  terror  or  delight? 
What  hoat^  magnificent  in  dread  array  7 
Mv  spirit!  when  thy  prison-house  of  clay. 
After  long  strife  is  rent?— fond,  fruitless  gutist! 
The  lufledged  bird,  within  his  narrow  neat, 
Sees  but  a  few  green  branches  o'er  him  play. 
And  through  tlieir  parting  leaves,  by  fits  reveal'd, 
A  glimpse  of  summer  sky  :-~not  knows  the  field 
Wherein  his  dormant  powers  must  yet  be  tried. 
—Thou  art  that  bird !— of  what  beyond  thee  lies 
Far  in  the  untrack'd,  immeasorabie  skies. 
Knowing  but  this^that  thou  shalt  find  thy  Guide : 


VI.— FLOWERS. 

WtucottK,  O  pure  and  lovely  forms,  again 
Unto  the  shadowy  stillness  of  my  room ! 
For  not  alone  ye  bring  a  joyous  train 
Of  Bummerrthoughts  attendant  on  your  bkxmi— 
Visions  of  fi^shness,  of  rich  bowery  gloom. 
Of  the  low  murmurs  filling  mossy  dells. 
Of  stars  that  look  down  on  your  folded  bella 
Through  dewy  leaves,  of  many  a  wild  perfume 
Greeting  the  wanderer  of  the  hill  and  grove 
Like  sudden  music ;  more  than  thia  ye  bring- 
Far  more ;  ye  whisper  of  the  all-fos^ring  love 
Which  thus  hath  clothed  you,  and  whose  dov* 

like  wing 
Broods  o'er  the  sufferer  drawing  fevered  breath. 
Whether  the  couch  be  that  of  life  or  deaUv 
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VIL— RECOVERY.* 

Balk  Iheo,  oooe  mora  to  braut  tho  wavw  of  life, 
To  tank  on  afainit  Um  anootsing  tpray, 
To  nnk  o*erweuied  in  the  ftormy  itrilB, 
And  rim  to  strife  agsin ;  jot  on  mj  wiy« 
Oh!  liogor  itill,tboa  light  of  hotter  day. 


•Wrkmi 


bft 


Born  in  tho  bonrt  of  looolincM,  and  yoo* 
Ye  childlike  thooghtii,  the  holy  and  the  t 
Ye  that  came  bearing,  while  aubdoed  I  lay* 
The  feith,  the  inaight  of  life*8  Temal  mom 
Back  on  my  oottl,  a  dear  bright  aense,  new-born. 
Now  leave  me  not  I  hot  aa,  pTolbandly  pore. 
A  bloe  etrearo  rushee  through  a  darker  lake 
Unchang*d,  e*en  thoa  with  me  your  journey  take 
Wafting  eweet  aire  of  heaven  tbrougli  this  Ion 
world  obicore. 


Ibelertfotitt  from  Sufieiiae  ^jfofwrn* 


[In  thie  collected  edidon  of  theTarioni  writing* 
«f  Mre.  Hemana,  chronological  arrangement  has 
been  adhered  to,  in  so  &r  m  any  useful  purpose 
could  be  attained  by  it;  and,  when  departed  from, 
it  baa  only  been  to  a  amall  extent,  and  that  for  the 
purpose  of  difittsang  throogbout  the  volume  a  greats 
er  degree  of  variety. 

In  a  very  general  point  of  view,  the  intellectoal 
career  of  Mrs.  Hemana  may  be  divided,  as  we 
have  alresdy  hinted,  into  two  separate  eras,-— the 
first  of  which  may  bo  termed  the  cfarasicaf,  and 
comprehends  the  productions  of  her  pen,  from 
"the  Restoration  of  the  Works  of  Art  to  Italy'* 
and  ••Modem  Greece,**  down  to  the  •'Historic 
Scenes'* and  the  "Translations  from  Camoena,** 
—and  the  last  the  romafitte,  which  commences 
with  the  **  Forest  Sanctuary,**  and  includes  "^  Re- 
cords  of  Woman,"  together  with  nearly  all  her 
later  efforts. 

In  point  of  poetieal  merit,  there  can  be  little 
doubt  tliat  the  laat  aection  fer  transcends  the  fint, 
and  fonna  the  groundwork^whethcr  we  regard 
conception  or  execution— Km  which  her  peculiar 
feme  will  be  tested  by  posterity.  The  former 
series  of  poems,  howeyer,  must  be  always  reck- 
oned  valuable,  not  only  in  themselves  as  compK 
aitions,  but  as  showing  the  progress  of  an  intnn- 
sically  poetical  mind  towards  its  maturity. 

But  as  noonday  has  ite  morning,  so  even  these 
tcre  only  the  blossoms  from  antecedent  buds; 
4nd,  as  matter  of  literary  curiosity,  we  have  ap- 
pended a  selection  from  Mrs.  flemans*8  really 
juvenile  offorte,  sufficient  to  show  the  first  expan- 
aims  of  that  genius,  which  time  and  exertion 
afterwards  ripened  into  **  the  bright  consummate 
flower."  Even  after  the  early  poetical  attempte 
of  Cowley  and  Pope,  of  Chatterton,  Kirke  White, 
ar4  Byron,  some  of  the  following  outpourings  of 

Crieticai  f«nti*nent  may  be  read  with  no  common 
*1^tat.';  I 


JUVENILE   POEMS. 


Frofli  a  Tolana  nf  Poem,  by  FMieia  Daroihee  Bn 
puU'ialMd  in  1808^  oontaiaiaf  Pimm  writtoo  betwvae  tki 
of  aigfal  and  tkirtova. 


ON  MY  MOTHER'S  BIRTHDAY. 

WaXTTBH  AT  IHI  Afll  OT  BIGHT. 

CiJin  in  an  their  brightest  green, 
l*his  day  the  verdant  fiekk  are  seen  ; 
Tho  tunefiil  birds  begin  their  lay 
To  celebrato  thy  natal  day. 

The  braeas  b  atill,  the  sea  ia  calm. 
And  the  whole  scene  combines  to  chann ; 
l*he  flowers  revive,  this  charming  May, 
Because  it  is  thy  natal  day. 

The  aky  is  blue,  the  day  serene, 
And  only  pleasurs  now  is  seen; 
The  rose,  the  pink,  the  tulip  gay. 
Combine  to  bless  thy  natal  day. 


A  PRAYER. 

wanrrER  at  tbk  aob  or 


Co !  God,  my  Father  and  my  Frieiid» 
Ever  thy  bkssings  to  me  send ; 
Let  me  have  Virtue  for  my  guidoi 
And  Wisdom  always  at  my  side ; 
Thus  cheerfully  through  lifo  1*11  go^ 
Nor  ever  feel  (he  sting  of  woe ; 
Contented  with  the  humblest  lot, 
Happy,  though  In  the  i 
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ADDRESS  TO  THE  DEITY, 
wmmmr  at  the  ask  or  ilsvdi. 


Tat  infant  mute,  Jehovah !  would  aspire 

To  swell  the  adoration  of  the  lyre : 

Boarce  of  all  ^ood,  oh !  teach  my  Yoice  to  sin^^ 

Thee,  from   whom  Nature*8    genuine  beauties 

spring; 
Thee,  God  of  truth,  omnipotent  and  wise, 
Who  saidst  to  Chaos,  **  let  the  earth  arise.** 
Oh !  author  of  the  rich  luxuriant  year. 
Love,  Truth,  and  Mercy,  in  thr  works  eppear : 
Within  their  orbs  the  planets  dost  Thou  keep, 
And  e*en  hast  limited  the  mighty  deep. 
Oh !  could  I  number  thy  inspiring  ways. 
And  wake  the  voice  of  apimated  praise ! 
Ah,  no  *.  the  theme  shsll  swell  a  cherub*s  note ; 
To  Thee  celestial  hymns  of  rapture  float 
"T  is  not  for  me,  in  lowly  stnunS|»^  to  sing 
Thee,  God  of  mercy, — heaven's  immortal  King, 
Yet  to  that  happiness  I  *d  lain  aspire ; 
Oh !  fill  my  heart  with  elevated  fire : 
With  angel-songs  an  artless  voice  shall  blend. 
The  grateful  offering  shall  to  Thee  ascend. 
Yes !  thou  wilt  breathe  a  spirit  o*er  my  lyre. 
And  **  fill  my  beating  heart  with  sacred  fire  !** 
And  when  to  Thee  my  youth,  my  life,  I*ve  given. 
Raise  me  to  join  EHiza,*  blest  in  Heaven. 


SONNET  TO  MY  MOTHER. 

WftltTUC   AT   THZ  A*IK  09  TWBLVK. 


To  thee,  maternal  guardian  of  my  youth, 

I  pour  the  genuine  numbers  firce  from  art; 
The  lays  inspired  by  gratitude  and  truth. 

For  thou  wilt  prize  the  effusion  of  the  heart 
Oh !  be  it  mine,  with  sweet  and  pious  care. 

To  calm  Uiy  bosom  in  the  hour  of  grief; 
With  soothing  tenderness  to  chase  the  tear. 

With  fond  endearments  to  impart  relie£ 
Be  mine  thy  warm  affection  to  repay 

With  duteous  love  in  thy  declining  lumrs ; 

My  filial  hand  shall  strew  unfading  flowers. 
Perennial  roses  to  adorn  thy  way ; 
Still  may  thy  grateful  children  round  thee  smile. 
Their  pleasing  care  affliction  shall  beguile. 


SONNET. 

WBITTBN  AT  THE  AGK  OT  THIRTEBT. 

*ris  sweet  to  think  the  spirits  of  the  blest 
May  hover  round  the  virtuous  man's  repose ; 

And  oft  in  visions  animate  his  breast. 
And  scenes  of  bright  beatitude  disclose. 


*  A  ik^'  whoa  tks  aatlior  bad  UttL 


The  ministers  of  Heaven,  with  pure  control. 

May  bid  his  sorrow  and  emotion  cease, 
Inspire  the  pious  fervour  of  his  soul. 

And  whisper  to  his  bosom  hallowM  peace. 
Ah !  tender  thought,  that  ofl  with  sweet  relief. 

May  charm  the  bosom  of  a  weeping  friend ; 
Beguile  with  magic  power  the  tear  of  grief« 

And  pensive  pleasure  with  devotion  blend. 
While  oft  he  fancies  music  sweetly  faint. 
The  airy  lay  of  some  departed  saint 


RURAL  WALKS. 

WErtTKN  AT  TBK  AGE  or  THlETBBir. 


Oh  !  may  I  ever  pass  my  happy  hours 

In  Cambrian  valleys  and  romantic  bowers ; 

For  every  spot  In  sylvan  beauty  drest, 

And  every  landscape  charms  my  youthful  breast 

And  much  I  love  to  hail  the  vernal  mom. 

When  flowers  of  spring  the  mossy  seat  adorn ; 

And  sometimes  through  the  lonely  wood  I  stray 

To  cull  the  tei)der  rosebuds  in  my  way ; 

And  seek  in  every  wild  secluded  dell. 

The  weeping  cowslip  and  the  azure  bell ; 

With  all  the  blossoms,  fairer  in  the  dew. 

To  form  the  gay  festoon  of  varied  hue. 

And  oft  I  seek  the  cultivated  green. 

The  fertile  meadow,  and  the  village  scene ; 

Where  rosy  children  sport  around  the  cot, 

Or  gather  woodbine  from  the  garden  spot 

And  there  I  wander  by  the  cheerful  rill. 

That  marmurs  near  the  osiers  and  the  mill; 

To  view  the  smiling  peasants  turn  the  hay, 

And  listen  to  their  pleasing  festive  lay. 

I  love  to  loiter  in  the  spreading  grove. 

Or  in  the  moimtain  scenery  to  rove; 

Where  summits  rise  in  awful  grace  around. 

With  hoary  moss  and  tufled  verdure  crown'd ; 

Where  cliffs  in  solemn  majesty  are  piled, 

**  And  frown  upon  the  vale**  with  grandeur  wild 

And  there  I  view  the  mouldering  tower  Bublime* 

Array*d  in  all  the  blending  shades  of  Time. 

The  airy  upland  and  the  woodland  green. 
The  valley,  and  romantic  mountain-scene ; 
The  lowly  hermitage,  or  fair  domain. 
The  dell  retired,  or  willow-shaded  lane ; 
**  And  every  spot  in  sylvan  beauty  drest. 
And  every  landscape,  charms  my  youthful  breokt 


SONNET. 

WRITTEN   AT  THE  AGE  OV  TIIIRTEEII. 

I  LOVB  to  hail  the  mild  and  bokny  hour, 

When  evening  spreads  aroond  her  twilight  vwt 
When  dews  descend  on  every  languid  flower, 

And  sweet  and  tranquil  is  tlie  summer  gala 
Then  let  me  wander  by  the  peaoefnl  tide. 

While  o'er  tlie  wave  tiie  breezes  lightly  plar* 
To  hear  the  waters  murmor  as  they  glide, 

Tr  mark  the  fading  smile  ot  closing  dav 
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There  let  roe  linger,  blc«t  in  visioni  dear,  ' 
Till  the  loil  moonbeams  tremble  on  the  aeae; 

While  melting  aoondt  decay  on  fancy's  Mr, 
Of  airy  music  floating  on  the  breeie. 

For  still  when  evening  sneds  the  genial  dews. 

That  pensive  hoor  is  sacred  to  the  muse. 


From  **7iU  DmesHe  AfeetwM  nd  OAer 
Poenu;*  hy  Felicia  Dokotbia  Bkowni.  Pub^ 
lithed  in  1813. 


TO  MY   MOTHER. 


Ir  e*cr  for  hnman  bliss  or  woe 

I  feel  the  sympathetic  glow ; 

If  o*er  my  heart  has  learnM  to  know 

The  gcn'roos  wish  or  prayer; 
Who  sow*d  the  germ  with  tender  hand  7 
Who  mark'd  iU  infant  leaves  expand? 

My  mother's  fostering  care. 

And  if  one  flower  of  charms  refined 
May  grace  the  garden  of  my  mind ; 

*T  was  she  who  nursed  it  there : 
She  loved  to  cherish  and  adorn 

Each  blossom  of  the  soil ; 
To  banish  every  weed  and  thorn. 

That  oft  opposed  her  toil ! 

And  oh !  if  e*er  I  sigVd  to  claim 
The  palm,  the  living  palm  of  Fame, 

The  glowing  wreath  of  praise ; 
If  e*er  I  wished  the  glittering  stores, 
That  Fortune  on  her  fav'rite  pours; 
*T  was  but  that  wealth  and  fame,  if  mine. 
Round  Thee,  with  streaming  rays  might  shine. 

And  gild  thy  sun-brigbt  days ! 

Yet  not  that  splendour,  pomp^  and  power, 
Might  then  irradiate  every  hour ; 
For  these,  my  mother  I  well  I  know. 
On  tfaee  no  raptures  could  bestow ; 
But  could  thy  bounty,  warm  and  kind. 
Be,  like  thy  wishes,  uneo^^Hned; 
And  fall,  as  manna  fVom  the  skies, 
And  bid  a  train  of  blessings  rise. 

Diffusing  joy  and  peace; 
The  teardrop,  grateful,  pure,  and  bright. 
For  thee  would  beam  with  softer  light. 
Than  all  the  diamond's  crystal  rays, 
Than  all  the  emerald's  lucid  blaie ; 
And  joys  of  heaven  would  thrill  thy  heart. 
To  bid  one  bosom-grief  depart. 

One  tear,  one  sorrow  cease ! 
niieo,  oh !  may  Heaven,  that  k>ves  to  bICie, 
Bestow  the  power  to  cheer  distress ; 
Make  Thee  its  minister  below. 
To  light  the  ckmdy  path  of  woe ; 
l*o  visit  the  deserted  cell. 
Where  indigence  is  doom'd  to  dwell ; 
To  raise,  when  drooping  to  the  earth, 
Ti«e  liloMoros  of  neglected  worth ; 


And  round,  with  liberal  band. 
The  sunshine  of  beneficence  I 


But  ah !  if  Fata  should  still  deny 
Delights  like  these,  too  rich  and  high ; 
In  grief  and  pain  thy  steps  asMil; 
In  life's  remote  and  wintry  vale ; 
Then,  as  the  wild  .£olian  lyre. 

Complains  with  soft  entrancing  number 
When  the  lone  storm  awakes  the  vrire. 

And  bids  enchantment  cease  to  slumber » 
So  filial  love,  with  soothing  voice. 
E'en  then,  shall  teoch  thee  to  rejoice ; 
E'en  then^  shall  sweeter,  milder  sound. 
When  sorrow's  tempest  raves  around; 
While  dark  misfortune's  gales  destroy 
The  frail  mimosa-buds  of  hope  and  joy ! 


TO  MY  YOUNGER  BROTHER. 
ON  HIS  nirruftit  raoir'  stmii,  afvu  •(«  patajl  Btf 

TEEAT  DNDKE  SIE  iOHM   MOOEE,  AND  THE  BATTUT 
Of  COEONIf  A. 


TnodGH  dark  are  the  prospects  and  heavy  tbt 

hours, 
Though  life  is  a  desert,  and  choerkss  the  way 
Yot  still  shall  affection  adorn  it  with  flowen. 
Whose  fragrance  shall  never  decay ! 

And  lo !  to  embrace  thee,  my  Brother !  she  fiie% 
With  artless  delight,  that  no  words  con  bespeak ; 

With  a  sunbeam  of  transport  illuming  her  ejesy 
With  a  smile  and  a  gkrw  on  her  cheek  ! 

From  the  trophies  of  war,  from  the  spear  and  tfas 
shield, 

l^rom  scenes  of  destruction,  fVom  perils  unUest ; 
Oh !  welcome  again,  to  the  grove  and  the  Qtidt 

To  the  vale  of  retirement  and  rest 

Then  warble,  sweet  muse !  with  the  lyre  and  tfas 
voice,  ^ 

Oh{  gny  be  the  measure  and  sportive  the  strain 
For  light  is  my  heart,  and  my  spirits  rejoice. 

To  meet  thee,  my  Brother  I  again. 

When  the  heroes  of  Albion,  still  valiant  and  troc^ 
Were    bleeding,    were    falling,   with    victoiy 
crown'd ; 

How  oflen  would  fancy  present  to  my  view. 
The  horrors  that  waited  thee  round ! 

JHow  constant,  how  fervent,  how  pure  was  my 
prayer, 
Tiiat  Heaven  would  protect  thet  from  danger 
and  harm ; 
That  angels  of  mercy  would  shield  thee  with  carot- 
in the  heat  of  the  combat's  alarm  1 

I 

;  How  sad  and  how  often  descended  the  tear, 
'     (Ah !  long  shall  remembrance  the  image  retain) 
How  mournful  tlie  sigh,  when  I  trembled  with  fear 
I  might  never  beliold  thoe  again ! 
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Bat  the  pnyor  was  accepted,  the  eorrow  is  o*er,    I     Oh !  coald  that  Iotd,  through  life*s  eventfal  hour*, 
And  the  tear-drop  is  fled,  like  the  detir  on  the  lllame  thy  bccdcs  and  strew  thy  path  with  flowers  *, 

rose:  _  Perennial  joy  should  harmonize  thy  Breast, 

ThxiiUIMMriiiifrMffViHP^'^'lHlF^  tiiee  the | No  straggle'rcnd  thee,  and  no  cares  molest! 

But  though  our  tenderness  can  but  bestow 
The  wish,  the  hope,  the  prayer,  averting  woe ; 
Still  shall  it  live,  with  pure,  unclouded  flame. 
In  storms,  in  sunshine,  far  and  near — the  same. 
Still  dwell  enthroned  within  th'  unvarying  heart, 
.And  firm  and  mta(->but  with  life  depart ! 
BroQwyllk,  Fteb.  8th,  181L 


jr, 
ihali 


Now  distant  far,  amidst  tiie  intrepid  host, 
Albion's  firm  son.*,  on  Lu8itania*s  coast, 
(That  gallant  band,  in  countless  dangers  tried. 
Where  gIory*a    pole-star  beams  their  constant 

guide,) 
Say,  do  thy  thoughts,  my  Brother,  fondly  stray 
To  Cambria's  vales  and  mountains  far  away  7 
Docs  fiincy  ofl  in  busy  day-dreams  roam. 
And  paint  the  greeting  that  awaits  at  home  7 
Does  memory's  pencil  ofl,  in  mellowing  hue, 
Dear  social  scenes,  departed  joys  renew  ; 
In  sof\er  tints  delighting  to  retrace 
Kach  tender  image  and  each  well-known  face  7 
Yes !  wanderer,  yes !  thy  spirit  flies  to  those. 
Whose  love,  unalter'd,  warm  and  fiiithful  cflows. 


LINES 

WmiTTEM  IN  THE  HCMOIRS  OF  EUZABETH  SHrni 

Oh.  thou!  whose  pure,  exalted  mind, 
r\uJ^  >»  ^«s  record,  fair  and  bright; 
^ft  7^**   whose  blameless  life  combined 
oon  temale  charms  and  grace  refined. 
With  science  and  with  light ! 
U)leslial  maid !  whose  spirit  soar'd 

Beyond  this  vale  of  tears; 
whose  clear,  eniightcn'd  eye  explored 
ihe  lore  of  years! 

^ghter  of  Heaven  !  if  here,  e'en  here, 

I  he  wmg  of  towering  thought  was  thine 
*N  on  this  dim  and  mundane  sphere, 
*air  truth  illumed  thy  bright  career. 
With  morning-star  divine; 
How  must  thy  blcss'd  ethereal  soul 
Abie  kindle  in  her  noon-tide  ray  • 
And  hail,  unfeltcr'd  by  control, 
The  Fount  of  Day] 

E'en  now,  perhaps,  Ihy  seraph  eyes, 

Undimm'd  by  doubt,  nor  veil'd  by  fear, 
itehold  a  chain  of  wonders  rise ; 
Oaze  on  the  noon-bcam  of  the  skies. 
Transcendent;  pure  and  clear ! 
*«  en  now,  the  fair,  the  good,  the  true, 

From  mortal  sight  conceal'd. 
Bless  in  one  blaze  thy  raptured  view. 
In  light  reveal'd ! 

If  Aere,  the  lore  of  distant  time. 

And  learning's  flowers  were  all  thine  own 
How  must  thy  mind  ascend  sublime, 
Matured  in  heaven's  empyreal  clime. 
To  light's  unclouded  throne ! 
Perhaps,  e'en  mno,  thy  kindling  glance. 

Each  orb  of  living  fire  explores ; 
Darts  o'er  creation's  wide  expanse, 
Admires— adoree ! 

Oh !  if  that  lightning-eye  surveys 
This  dark  and  sublunary  plain , 
How  must  the  wreath  of  human  praise 
Fade,  wither,  vanish,  in  thy  gaze. 
So  dim,  so  pale,  so  vain } 
How  like  a  faint  and  shadowy  dream. 
Must  quiveiKiearning's  brightest  rav ; 
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While  on  thine  eyee  with  lucid  itratiii. 
The  luii  of  glory  pours  hif  beun, 
PerfiscUon*!  i»j  I 


THE  SILVER  IiOCK& 

ADDftnUED  TO  AM  AOID  raiKND. 

Thooob  jonth  maj  bout  the  oarb  tiMl  Bow, 

lo  •onn J  waves  of  aubam  glow ; 
At  graceful  oo  thy  hoary  hesd, 
Has  time  the  robe  of  honour  spread. 
And  there,  oh !  softly,  toftly  shed 
His  wreath  of  snow : 

Ai  froet-work  on  the  trees  displayed. 
When  weeping  Flora  leaves  the  shade, 
E*en  more  Oian  Flora,  charms  the  sight ; 
E*en  so  thy  locks  of  purest  white, 
Sunrive,  in  age*s  frost-work  bright, 

Youth's  vernal  rose  decay'd ! 

To  grace  the  nymph  whose  tresses  play 
Light  on  the  sportive  breeze  of  May, 
Let  other  bards  the  garland  twine. 
Where  sweets  of  every  hue  combina ; 
Those  locks  revered,  that  silvery  shine. 
Invite  my  lay ! 

Lese  white  the  summer-^^loud  sublime, 
Less  white  the  wfnter's  fringing  rime; 
Nor  do  Belinda's  lovelier  seem, 
(A  Poet's  blest  imroorUl  theme,) 
Than  thine,  which  wear  the  moonlight 
Of  lev'rendTime! 

Long  may  the  graceful  honours  smile. 
Like  moes  on  some  declioiog  pile ; 
Oh !  much  revered !  may  filial  care. 
Around  thee,  duteous,  long  repair. 
Thy  joys  with  tender  bliss  to  share. 
Thy  pains  beguile ! 

Long,  long,  ye  snowy  ringlets,  wave, 
Long,  long,  your  much-loved  beauty  save ! 
May  bliss  your  latest  evening  crown. 
Disarm  life's  winter  of  its  frown. 
And  soft  ye  hoary  hairs  go  down. 
In  gladness  to  Uie  grave ! 

And  as  the  parting  beams  of  day, 
On  mountain^nows  reflected  play. 
And  tints  of  roseate  lustre  shed; 
Thus,  on  the  snow  that  crowns  thy  head, 
May  joy,  with  evening  planet,  shed 
His  mildest  ray  I 
As^tttft  Iftii.  ieo». 


THE  RUIN  AND  ITS  FLOWERS. 


SwiSTS  of  the  wild!  that  breathe  and  hlooiii. 
On  this  lone  tower,  this  ivied  wall ; 

Lend  to  the  gale  a  rich  perfume. 
And  grace  the  ruin  in  its  iall ; 


Though  doom'd,  remote  from  cmieiew  e^ 
To  smilfB,  to  flourish,  and  io  die, 

In  solitude  sublime. 
Oh !  ever  may  the  8|ff  ing  venev 
Your  bahny  scent  and  glowing  hoe. 

To  deck  ths  robe  of  tim«l 

Breathe,  fragranoe!  braaiha, aorioh  the  aix, 
Though  wasted  oo  its  wing  onknowo  ! 

Blow,  flow'retB !  blow,  though  vainlj  &ir. 
Neglected  and  alone ! 

These  flowers  that  long  withstood  the  blurt. 

These  mossy  towers  are  mouldering  &•!, 
While  Flora's  chUdren  stay-— 
To  mantle  o'er  the  Umdy  pilo, 
To  gild  Destruction  with  a  amilei 
And  beautify  Decay! 

Sweets  of  the  wild !  uncultured  blowings. 
Neglected  in  luxuriance  glowing; 
From  the  dark  ruins  frowning  near. 
Your  charms  in  brighter  tinu  appear. 
And  richer  blush  assume; 
You  mnile  with  $efter  beautv  crawn'd. 
Whilst  all  is  desolate  around. 

Like  sunshine  on  a  tomb! 

Thou  hoary  pile,  majestic  still. 

Memento  of  departed  iame ! 
While  roving  o'er  the  moss-dad  hill, 

I  ponder  on  thine  ancient  name! 

Here  Grandeur,  Beauty,  Yalour  sleep. 
That  here,  so  oft,  have  shone  supreme  ; 

While  Glory,  Honour,  Fancy,  weep. 
That  vanish'd  is  the  golden  dream ! 

Wbete  are  the  banners,  waving  prood. 
To  kiss  the  summer-gale  of  even— 

All  purple  as  the  morning-cloud. 
All  streaming  to  the  wmds  of  Heaven  7 

Where  is  the  harp,  by  rapture  strung. 
To  melting  song,  or  martial  story  T 

Where  are  the  lays  the  minstrel  sung. 
To  loveliness,  or  gbry  7 

Lorn  echo  of  these  mouldering  waHa, 
To  thee  no  ftaUl  measure  calls; 
No  music  through  the  desert  halls, 
Awakes  thee  to  rejoice ! 

How  still  they  sleep !  as  death  profound. 
As  if,  within  this  lonely  round, 
A  step— a  note — a  whuper^d  tound^ 
Had  ne'er  aroused  thy  voice ! 

Thou  hear'st  the  zephyr  murmuring,  dymg, 
Thou  hear'st  the  foWm  waving,  sighing : 
But  ne'er  again  shall  harp  or  song, 
These  dark  deserted  courts  along. 

Disturb  thy  calm  repose ; 
The  harp  is  broke,  the  song  is  &d. 
The  voice  is  hush'd,  the  bard  is  dead  ; 
And  never  shall  thy  tones  ^peat, 
Or  lofty  strain,  or  carol  sweet, 

With  pUintive  dose  I 
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Proud  Cutie !  though  the  days  are  flown^ 
When  onoe  tbv  towers  in  glory  thone ; 
When  mosie  throDgb  thy  turrets  rung, 
When  banners  o*er  thy  nunparts  hung« 
Though  *raidst  thine  arches,  ftownnig  kne, 
Stern  DesolatioB  raar  his  throne ; 
And  Silence,  deep  and  awful,  reign, 
Where  echo*d  onoe  the  choral  strain  *, 
Yet  oft,  dark  Ruin !  lingering  here. 
The  Muse  will  haU  thee  with  a  tear ; 
Here  when  the  moonlight,  quiy'ring,  beaxnsi 
And  tAroagh  the  fringing  iTy  streams, 
And  softens  etery  shade  soblime, 
And  mellows  every  tint  of  Time — 
Oh !  here  shall  Contemplation  love, 
Unseen  and  undisturbed,  to  rove; 
And  bending  o*er  some  mossy  tomb^ 
Where  Valour  sleeps,  or  Beauties  bloom. 
Shall  weep  for  61ory*s  transient  day, 
And  Grandeur's  evanescent  ray  \ 
And  list'ninff  to  the  swelling  blast. 
Shall  wake  3ie  Spirit  of  the  Past, 
Call  up  the  forms  of  ages  fled. 
Of  warriors  and  of  mmstreb  dead ; 
Who  sought  the  field,  who  struck  the  lyre, 
With  all  Ambition's  kindling  fire ! 

Nor  wilt  thou,  Spring !  refiise  to  breathe 

Soft  odoura  on  this  desert  air ; 
fteftne  to  twine  thine  earliest  wreath. 

And  fringe  these  towers  with  garlands  fair ! 

dweets  of  the  wild,  oh !  ever  bloom, 

Unheeded  on  this  ivied  wall ! 
Lend  to  the  gale  a  rich  perfume. 

And  graoe  the  Ruin  in  its  fall ! 

Thus,  round  Misfortune's  holy  head 
Would  Pity  wreaths  of  honour  spread ; 
Like  you,  thus  blooming  on  this  lonely  pile. 
She  seeks  Despair,  with  heart^reviving  smile ! 


CHRISTMAS  CAROL. 


Faa  Gratitude !  in  strain  sublime. 
Swell  high  to  Heaven  thy  tuneflil  seal ; 

And,  hailing  this  auspicious  time. 
Kneel,  Adoration  I  kneel ! 

CUOftVS. 

For  lo !  the  day,  tli*  immortal  day. 
When  Mercy's  full,  benignant  ray, 
Chasnd  every  gathering  cloud  away. 

And  pour'd  the  noon  of  lisfht ! 
Rapture!  be  kindling,  mounting,  ffbwing. 
While  from  thine  eye  the  tear  is  flowing. 

Pure,  warm,  and  bright  I 

"T  was  on  this  day,  oh,  Love  Divine ! 

The  Orient  Star's  efihlgence  rose ; 
Then  waked  the  Mom,  whose  eye  benign 

Shall  never  never  clcee ! 


CBOftUS. 

Messiah !  be  thy  name  adored. 
Eternal,  hiffh,  redeeming  Lord ! 
By  grateful  words  be  anthems  pour'd ! 

Emanuel !  Prince  of  Peace ! 
This  day,  from  Heaven's  empyreal  dwelling. 
Harp,  lyre,  and  voice,  in  concert  swelling, 

Bade  discord  cease ! 

Wake  the  loud  p«an,  tune  the  voice. 
Children  of  heaven  and  sons  of  earth ! 

Seraphs  and  men,  exult,  rejoice, 
To  bless  the  Saviour's  birth ! 


Devotion !  light  thy  purest  fire ! 
Transport !  on  chernUwing  sspire ! 
Praise !  wake  to  Him  thy  golden  lyre,  - 

Strike  every  thriUing  chord ! 
While  at  the  Ark  of  Mercy  kneeling. 
We  own  thy  grace,  reviving,  healing, 

Redeemer!  Lord! 


THE  DOMESTIC  AFFECTIONa 

WaiMOB  are  those  tranquil  joys  in  mercy  given. 
To  light  the  wilderness  with  beams  of  heaven  7 
To  soothe  our  cares,  and  through  the  worM  difibsi 
Their  temper'd  sunshine,  and  celestial  hoes  7 
Those  pure  delights,  ordain'd  on  life  to  throw 
Gleams  of  the  Miss  ethereal  natures  know  7 
Say,  do  they  graoe  Ambition's  regal  thrctie. 
When  kneeling  myriads  call  the  world  his  own  i 
Or  dwell  with  Lux'ry,  in  th'  enchanted  bowers. 
Where  taste  and  wealth  exert  creative  powen  T 

Favour'd  of  Heaven!  O  Genius!  are  they  thine^ 
When  round  thy  brow  the  wreaths  of  glory  shine 
While  rapture  gazes  on  thy  radiant  way, 
'Midst  the  bright  realms  of  clear  and  mental  dijj  f 
No!  sacred  joys!  tis  yoon  to  dwell  enshrined. 
Most  fondly  cherish'd,  in  the  purest  mind ; 
To  twine  with  flowers,  those  loved,  endearing  tie% 
On  earth  so  sweet— so  perfect  in  the  skies ! 

Nursed  on  the  lap  of  solitude  andshsde. 
The  violet  smiles,  einbosomM  in  the  glade: 
There  sheds  her  spirit  on  the  lonely  gale. 
Gem  of  seclusion !  treasure  of  tlie  vale ! 
Thus,  far  retired  from  life's  tumultuous  road. 
Domestic  Bliss  has  fix'd  her  calm  abode. 
Where  hallow'd  Innocence  and  sweet  Repose 
May  strew  her  shadowy  path  with  many  a  rose : 
As,  when  dread  thunder  shakes  the  troubled  sky 
The  cherub.  Infancy,  can  close  its  eye. 
And  sweetly  smile,  unconscious  of  a  tear, 
While  riewless  angels  wave  their  mnions  near 
Thus,  while  around  the  storms  of  Discord  roll. 
Borne,  on  resistless  wing,  from  pole  to  pole ; 
While  War's  red  lightning  desolate  the  ball. 
And  thrones  and  empires  in  destruction  fall ; 
I  Then  calm  as  evening  on  the  silvery  wave, 
[When  the  wind  slumbers  in  the  ocean  cave, 
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She  dwells  anraffled,  in  Iier  bower  of  reet. 
Her  empire   Hornet  — her   throne,   AffectloD*e 
fareart! 

For  her,  sweet  Netare  wears  her  loTclicst  blooms, 
And  softer  sunshine  every  scene  illumes. 
When  Spring  awakes  the  spirit  of  the  breeze. 
Whose  hghi  wing  nndalatcs  the  sleeping^  seas ; 
When  Summer  waving  her  creative  wand, 
Bids  verdure  smile,  and  slowing  life  expand ; 
Or  Autumn's  pencil  sheds,  with  magic  trace, 
0*er  fading  loveliness,  a  moonlight  grace ; 
Oh !  still  for  her,  through  Nature's  boundless 

reign. 
No  charm  is  lost,  no  beauty  blooms  in  vain ; 
While  mental  peace,  o'er  e^cry  prospect  bright 
Throws  mellowing  tint^  and  harmonizing  light! 
Lo !  borne  on  clouds,  in  rushing  might  sublunc, 
Stern  Winter,  bursting  from  the  polar  clime. 
Triumphant  waves  his  signal-torch  on  high. 
The  bIood.red  meteor  of  the  northern  sky  I 
And  high  through  darkness  roars  his  giant-ibrm, 
His  throne  the  billow,  and  his  flag  the  storm ! 
Yet  then,  when  bk)om  and  sunshine  are  no  more, 
And  the  wild  surges  foam  along  the  shore ; 
Domestic  Bliss,  li^f  heaven  is  still  serene, 
Thy  star  unclouded,  and  thy  myrtle  green ! 
Thy  fane  of  rest  no  raging  storms  invade. 
Sweet  peace  is  thine,  Uie  seraph  of  the  shade ! 
Clear  through  the  day,  her  light  around  tfae^  glows. 
And  gilds  &e  midnight  of  thy  deep  repose ! 
— HaiU  sacred  Home!  where  soft  Affection's  hand. 
With  flowers  of  Eden  twines  her  magic  band  2 
Whore  pure  and  bright,  the  social  ardours  rise, 
Concentring  all  their  holiest  energies ! 
When  wasting  toil  has  dimm'd  the  ;rital  flame. 
And  every  power  deserts  the  sinking  frame; 
ExhcTOled  nature  still  from  sleep  implores 
The  charm  that  lolls,  the  manna  thit  restores ! 
Thus,  when  oppress'd  with  rude,  tumultuous  cares, 
To  thee,  sweet  Home !  the  fainting  mind  repairs ; 
Stili  to  thy  breast,  a  wearied  pilp^rim,  flies, 
Her  ark  of  refuge  from  unoertam  skies ! 

Bower  of  repose !  wlien  torn  from  all  we  love ; 
Through  toil  we  struggle,  or  through  distance 

rove; 
To  thee  we  turn,  still  faithful,  from  afar. 
Thee,  our  bright  vista !  thee,  our  mairnct  star ! 
And  from  the  martial  field,  the  troubled  sea, 
Unfetter'd  thought  still  roves  to  bliss  and  thee  ! 

When  ocean-sounds  in  awful  slumber  die. 
No  wave  to  murmur,  and  no  gale  to  sigh ; 
Wide  o'er  the  world,  when  Peace  and  Midnight 

reign. 
And  the  moon  trembles  on  the  sleeping  main ; 
At  that  stili  hour,  the  sailor  wakes  to  keep, 
'Midst  the  dead  calm,  the  vigil  of  the  deep ! 
No  gleaming  shores  his  dim  horizon  bound. 
All  hesven — nnd  sea — and  solitudo— around  ! 
Then,  from  the  lonely  deck,  the  silent  helm. 
From  the  wide  grandeur  of  the  shadowy  realm  ; 
Still  homeward  borne,  his  fitncy  nneonfined, 
Ijoaving  the  worlds  of  occ4n  far  behind. 


Wings  like  a  raetoor-flash  her  awlfl  career. 
To  the  kived  scene,  so  distant,  and  m  dear  ! 

Lo !  the  rude  whirlwind  rushes  fi^MD  its  cave. 
And  Danger  fK>wns    the  monarch  of  the  ware  2 
Lo !  rocks  snd  storms  the  striving  bark  repel. 
And  Death  and  Shipwreck  ride  the  foaming  swell ! 

Cliiid  of  the  ocean !  is  thy  bier  the  aorge. 
Thy  grave  the  billow,  and  the  wind  thy  dirge  ? 
Yes !  thy  long  toils,  thy  weary  conflict 's  o'er, 
No  storm  shall  wake,  no  perils  rouse  thee  mors  I 
Yet,  in  thai  solemn  hour,  that  awful  strife. 
The  struggling  agony  for  death  or  life : 
E'en  then  thy  mind,  embitt'ring  every  pain. 
Retraced  the  image  so  beloved — in  vain  I 
Still  to  sweet  Home,  thy  laet  regrets  were  tme. 
Life's  parting  sigh — the  murmur  of  adieu  ! 

Can  wor's  dread  scenes  the  hallow'd  ties  efface. 
Each  tender  thought,  each  fond  romembranoe 

chase? 
Can  fields  of  carnage,  days  of  toil,  destro/ 
The  kived  impression  of  domestic  joy  ? 

Ye  daylight  dreams!  that  cheer  the  soldierii 
breast. 
In  hostile  c!imes»with  spelb  benign  and  blest ; 
Soothe  his  brave  heart,  and  shed  your  glowing  ray. 
O'er  the  long  march,  through  Desolation's  wajr ; 
Oh !  still  ye  bear  him  from  th'  ensanguined  plun. 
Armour's  bright  flash,  and  Victory's  choral  straiqr 
To  that  loved  Home,  where  pure  affisction  glowa» 
That  shrine  of  bliss  !  asylum  of  repose ! 
When  all  is  hnsh'd— tlie  rage  of  combat  pest. 
And  no  dread  war-note  swells  the  moaning  blast ; 
When  the  warm  throb  of  many  a  heart  is  o'er. 
And  many  an  eye  is  closed  to  wake  no  more ; 
LuU'd  by  the  ntght-wind,  pillow'd  on  the  grom 
(The  dewy  deathbed  of  his  comrades  round !) 
While  o'er  the  slain  the  tears  of  midnight  weep, 
Faint  with  fatigue,  he  sinks  in  slumbers  deep* 
E'en  then,  soft  visions,  hov'ring  round,  portray 
The  cherish'd  forms  that  o'er  his  bosom  away ; 
He  sees  fond  transport  light  each  beaming  faee. 
Meets  the  warm  tear-drop,  and  the  long  embrace! 
While  the  sweet  welcome  vibrates  through  his 

heart, 
**  Hail,  weary  soldier !— never  more  to  parti" 

And  lo !  at  lost,  released  from  every  toil. 
He  comes ! — the  wanderer  views  his  native  soil ! 
Then  the  bright  raptures,  words  can  never  speak. 
Flash  in  his  eye,  end  mantle  o'er  his  cheek ! 
Then  Love  and  Friendship,  whoee  unceasing 

prayer. 
Implored  for  him,  eoch  guardian-spirit's  care; 
Who,  for  his  fate,  through  sorrow's  ling'ring  year, 
Had  proved  each  thrilling  pulse  of  hope  and  fear 
In  tliat  blest  moment,  all  the  past  forget^— 
Hours  of  suspense,  and  vigils  of  regret! 

And,  oh !  for  him,  the  child  of  rads  alarms, 
Rear'd  by  stem  danger  in  the  school  of  i 
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How  sweet  to  chtnge  the  wmr«eong*a  pealing  note, 
For  woodland-aoands,  in  aaiiiroer<4iir  that  float ! 
Through  Tales  of  peace,  (f  er  mountain  wilds  to 

roam. 
And  breathe  his  nativo  gales,  that  whisper  — 

•«Homer 

Hail,  sweet  endearments  of  domestic  ties. 
Charms  of  existence !  angel  sympathies ! 
Though  Pleasure  smile,  a  soft  Circassian  queen ! 
And  guide  her  votaries  through  a  fairy  scene. 
Where  sylphid  forms  beguile  their  vernal  hours, 
With  mirth  and  music,  in  Arcadian  bowers ; 
l*bough  gazing  nations  hail  the  fiery  car, 
That  bears  the  Son  of  Concjuest  from  afar ; 
While  Fame*s  lond  piean  bids  his  heart  rejoice, 
And  every  life-puLse  vibrates  to  her  voice  ;-^ 
Yet  from  your  source,  aUnu,  in  mazes  bright, 
Flows  the  full  current  of  serene  delight ! 


On  Freedom**  wing,  that  every  wild  eiplores. 
Through  realms  of  space,  th*  aspiring  eagle  soars ! 
Darts  o*er  the  clouds,  exulting  to  admire, 
Meridian  glory — on  her  throne  of  fire ! 
Bird  of  the  Sun !  his  keen  unwearied  gaie. 
Hails  the  fiill  moon,  and  triumphs  in  the  blaze ;  . 
But  soon,  descending  from  his  height  sublime, 
t>ay*s  burning  fount,  and  light*s  empvreal  clime ; 
Once  nx>re  he  speeds  to  jovs  more  calmly  blest, 
*Midst  the  dear  inmates  of  his  lonely  nest ! 

Thus  Genius,  mounting  on  his  bright  career. 
Through  the  wide  regions  of  the  mental  sphere; 
And  proudly  waving,  in  his  gifted  hand, 
0*er  Fancy's  worlds,  Invention's  plastic  wand ; 
Fearless  and  firm,  with  lightning-eye  surveys 
The  clearest  heaven  of  intellectual  rays  I 
Yet,  on  his  course  though  loftiest  hopes  attend. 
And  kindling  raptures  aid  him  to  ascend ; 
(While  in  his  mind,  with  high-born  grandeur 

fraught. 
Dilate  the  noblest  energies  of  thought ;) 
Still,  from  the  bliss,  ethereal  and  refined. 
Which  crowns  the  soarings  of  triumphant  mind, 
At  length  he  flies,  to  that  serene  retreat, 
Where  calm  and  pure,  the  mild  affections  meet ; 
Embosom*d  there,  to  feel  and  to  impart 
The  softer  pleasures  of  tlie  social  heart ! 

Ah !  weep  for  those,  deserted  and  forlorn, 
From  every  tie,  by  fate  relentless  torn ; 
See,  on  the  barren  coast,  the  lonely  isle, 
Mark'd  witli  no  step,  uncheer*d  by  human  smile ; 
Heartsick  and  fiunt  the  shipwrecked  wanderer 

stand. 
Raise  the  dim  eye,  and  lift  tlio  suppliant  hand ! 
Explore  with  fruitless  gaze  the  billowy  main. 
And  weep— and  pray — and  linger — but  in  vain! 

Thence,  roving  wild  tlirough  many  a  depth  of 
shade. 
Where  voice  ne'er  ccho'd,  footstep  never  stray'd  j 
He  fondly  seeks,  o'er  clii^  and  deserts  rude. 
Haunts  of  mankind,  'midst  realms  of  solitude! 
And  pauses  oft,  and  sadly  hears  alone. 
The  wood*s  deep  sigli,  the  surge's  distant  moan ! 
49* 


All  else  is  hush'd !  so  silent,  so  profound. 
As  if  some  viewless  power,  presiding  round. 
With  mystic  spell,  unbroken  by  a  breath. 
Had  spread  for  ages  the  repose  of  death ! 
Ah !  still  the  wanderer,  by  the  boundless  deep. 
Lives  but  to  watch — and  watches  but  to  weep ! 
He  sees  no  sail  in  faint  perspective  rise. 
His  the  dread  loneliness  of  sea  and  skies ! 
Far  from  his  cherish'd  friends,  his  native  shore, 
Banish'd  from  being — to  return  no  more ; 
There  must  ho  die ! — within  that  circling  wave. 
That  lonely  isle— his  prison  and  his  grave ! 

Lo !  through  the  waste,  the  wildemess'of  snowi^ 
With  fainting  step,  Siberia's  exile  goes ! 
Homeless  and  sad,  o'er  many  a  polar  wild. 
Where  beam,  or  flower,  or  verdure  never  smiled ; 
Where  frost  and  siknoe  hold  their  despoUroign, 
And  bind  existence  in  eternal  chain ! 
Child  of  the  desert !  pilgrim  of  the  gloom  ! 
Dark  is  the  path  which  leads  thee  to  the  tomb! 
While  on  thy  faded  cheek,  the  arctic  air       \ 
Congeals  the  bitter  tear-drop  of  despair ! 
Yet  not  that  fate  condemns  thy  closing  day 
In  that  stem  clime,  to  shed  its  parting  ray ; 
Not  that  fair  nature's  loveliness  and  light. 
No  more  shall  boam  enchantment  on  thy  sight ; 
Ah !  not  for  Mt«,  far,  fwr  bevond  relief. 
Deep  in  thy  bosom  dwells  the  hopek»s  grief; 
But  that  no  friend  of  kindred  heart  is  there, 
Thy  woes  to  mitigate,  thy  toils  to  share ; 
That  no  mild  sooUier  fondly  shall  assuage 
The  stormy  trials  of  thy  ling'ring  age ; 
No  smile  of  tenderness,  with  an^l  power. 
Lull  tho  dread  pongs  of  dissolution's  hour ; 
For  this  alone,  despair,  a  withering  guest. 
Sits  on  thy  brow,  and  cankera  in  thy  breast . 
Yes !  there,  e'en  there,  in  that  tremendous  clime 
Where  deseit  grandeur  frowns,  in  pomp  sublime , 
Where  winter  triumphs,  through  the  polar  night. 
In  all  his  wild  magnificence  of  might ; 
E'en  Mere,  affection's  hallow'd  spoil  might  pour 
The  liffht  of  heaven  around  th*  inclement  shore ! 
And,  Tike   the  vales  with  gloom  and  sunsliins 

graced. 
That  smile,  by  circling  Pyrenees  embraced. 
Teach  the  pure  heart,  with  vitid  fires  to  glow. 
E'en  'midst  the  world  of  solitude  and  snow ! 
The  halcyon's  charm,  thus  dreaming  fictions 

feign. 
With  mystic  power,  could  tranquillize  the  main; 
Bid  the  loud  wind,  tho  mountoin  billow,  sleep, 
And  peace  and  silence  brood  upon  the  deep  1 

And  thus.  Affection,  can  thy  voice  compose 
The  stormy  tide  of  passions  and  of  woes ; 
Bid  every  throb  of  wild  emotion  ccose. 
And  lull  misfortune  in  the  arms  of  peace  2 

Oh  !  mark  yon  drooping  form,  of  aged  mien. 
Wan,  yet  resign'd,  and  hopeless,  yet  serene ! 
Long  ere  victorious  time  had  sought  to  chase 
The  bloom,  the  smile,  that  once  illumed  his  face 
That  faded  eye  was  dimm'd  with  many  a  care 
Those  waviiig  locks  were  silver'd  by  despa*** 
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Yflt  filial  Io?0  can  po«ur  the  Mvereign  bdm, 
Amnmge  his  pang%  bit  wounded  spirit  calm ! 
He,  a  sad  emigrant !  eondemn'd  to  roam. 
In  ]ife*fl  pale  aatamn,  from  hie  roinM  home ; 
Has  borne  the  shock  of  Peril's  darkest  waTe, 
Where  joy  —  and  hope  —  and  fortune  ^—  found  a 

grave! 
T  was  his,  to  see  Destmetion^  fiercest  band. 
Rush,  like  a  Tjphon,  on  his  native  land. 
And  roll,  triumphant,  on  their  blasted  way, 
In  fire  and  blood— the  dehige  of  dismay ! 
Unequal  combat  raged  on  many  a  plain. 
And  patriot»valour  waved  the  sword  in  vain ! 
Ah!  galhmtexile!  nobly, lonr,  he  Ued, 
Long  braved  the  tempest  gathering  o*er  his  head ! 
Till  all  wia  kist!  and  horror's  darkeoM  ey* 
Roused  the  stem  spirit  ol^despair  to  die! 

Ah !  gallant  exile !  in  the  storm  that  roird 
Far  o*er  his  eoontry,  ruining  uncontroHM ; 
The  flowers  that  graced  his  path  with  loveliest 


Tom  by  the  blast — were  scatter'd  on  the  tomb ! 
When  carnage  burst,  exulting  in  the  strife, 
The  bosom  ties  that  bound  his  soul  to  life ; 
Yet  one  was  spared  !  and  she,  whose  filial  smile 
Oin  soothe  hu  wanderings,  and  his  tears  beguile ; 
E*en  Men,  could  temper,  with  divine  relief, 
The  wild  delirium  or  unbounded  grief; 
And  whisp*ring  peace,  conceal,  with  duteous  art, 
Uer  own  deep  sorrows  in  her  inmost  heart ! 
And  now,  though  time,  subduing  every  trace. 
Has  mellowed  dl,  he  net>er  can  erage  ; 
Oil  will  the  wanderer's  tears  in  silence  flow. 
Still  sadly  faithful  to  reroember*d  woe ! 
Then  she,  who  feels  a  father's  pang  alone, 
(Still  fondly  struggling  to  suppress  her  oten,) 
With  anxious  tenderness  is  ever  nigh, 
To  chase  the  image  that  awakes  the  sigh ! 
Her  angel-voice  his  fiiinting  soul  can  raise, 
To  brighter  visions  of  celestial  days ! 
And  speak  of  realms,  where  Virtue's  wing  shall 

soar 
On  eagle-plume— to  wonder  and  adore ; 
And  Friends,  divided  here,  shall  meet  at  last. 
Unite  their  kindred  souls--and  smile  on  all  the 

psst! 

Yes !  we  may  hope,  that  nature's  deathless  ties, 
Renew'd,  refined— «hall  triumph  in  the  skies ! 
Heart-soothing  thought!  whose  loved,  consoling 

power 
With  seraph-dreams  can  gild  reflection's  hour ; 
Oh!  still  be  near,  and  brigbt'ning  through  the 

gloom. 
Beam  and  ascend !  the  day-star  of  the  tomb !  , 
And  smile  for  those,  in  sternest  ordeals  proved. 
Those  k>nely  hearts,  bereft  of  all  they  loved. 

Ijo  !  by  the  couch  where  pain  and  cliill  disease. 
In  every  vein,  the  ebbing  life-blood  freeze ; 
Where  vooth  is  taught,  bv  stealing,  slow  decay, 
Life's  closing  lesson — ^in  its  dawning  day ; 
Where  beauty's  rose  is  with'ring  ere  its  prime* 
Uiy hanged  bv  sorrow — and  unsoil'd  by  time ; 


lliere,  betiding  still,  with  fix*d  and  skeplem  eje^ 
There,  from  her  child,  the  mother  leame  to  fie  ; 
Explores,  with  fearfid  gate,  each  monmlol  traee 
Of  ling'ring  sickness  in  the  feded  fooe ; 
Through  the  sad  niglit,  when  every  hope  is  fle^ 
Keeps  her  lone  vigil  by  the  sufierer^s  bed ; 
And  starts  eaeh  mom,  as  deeper  marks  dedar» 
The  spoiler's  hand— 'the  blifffat  of  death,  is  thero . 
He  comes !  now  foebly  in  the  exhausted  firanae. 
Slow,  languid,  quiverinr,  bums  the  vital  flame  ; 
From  the  glazed  eye-bdl  sheds  its  parting'  imjr* 
Dim,  transient  spark,  that  fluttering,  fodes  amj    . 
Faint  beats  the  hov'ring  pulse,  the  tremfali^ 

heart. 
Yet  food  existence  Imgers  ere  she  part ! 

*Tis  past,  the  struggle  and  the  pang  are  oVr, 
And  Kfe  shall  throb  with  agony  no  more ; 
While  o'er  the  wasted  form,  the  featores  pale. 
Death's  awful  shadows  throw  their  silvery  vail  r 
Departed  spirit !  on  this  earthly  sphere. 
Though  poignant  suffering  mark'd  thy  abort  ea* 

recr; 
Still  eould  maternal  bve  beguile  thy  woea, 
An4  huah  thy  aighs— an  angel  of  repose ! 

But  who  may  charm  ik«r  aleepless  pang  to  res^ 
Or  draw  the  thorn  that  rankles  in  her  hnmA  T 
And,  while  she  bends  in  silence  o'er  thy  bier. 
Assuage  the  grief,  too  heart-sick  for  a  tear  7 
Visions  of  hope,  in  loveliest  hoes  array'd. 
Fair  scenes  of  bliss !  by  fancy's  hand  portnVd ; 
And  were  ye  doom'd  with  false,  illusive  smile, 
With  flatt'ring  promise,  to  enchant  awhile  7 
And  arc  ye  vanisb'd,  never  to  return. 
Set  in  the  darkness  of  the  mould'ring  am  7 
Will  no  bright  hour  departed  joys  restore  7 
Shall  the  sad  parent  meet  her  child  no  more  7 
Behold  no  more  the  soul-illumined  fiioe. 
The  expressive  smile,  the  animated  grace  7 
Must  the  fair  blossom,  wither'd  in  the  tomb, 
Revive  no  more  in  loveliness  and  Uoom  7 
Descend,  blest  Ikith !  dispel  the  hopeless  care. 
And  chase  the  gath'ring  phantoms  of  despair; 
TcU,  that  the  flower,  transplanted  in  its  mom. 
Enjoys  bright  Ekicn,  fi-eed  from  everv  thorn ; 
Expands  to  milder  suns,  and  softer  dews. 
The  full  perfection  of  Immortal  hues ; 
Tell,  that  when  mounting  to  her  native  skiea, 
By  death  released,  the  parent  spirit  flies ; 
There  shall  the  child,  in  anguish  moOta'd  so  long, 
With  rapture  hail  her,  'midst  the  cherab  throng; 
And  guide  her  pinion,  on  exulting  flight, 
Throu^rh  glory's  boundless  realms,  and  worlds 
ol  living  light 

Ye  gentle  spirits  of  depsrted  friends! 
If  e'er  on  earth  your  buoyant  wing  deseends; 
If;  with  benignant  care,  ye  linger  near. 
To  guard  the  objects  in  existence  dear ; 
If  hov'ring  o'er,  ethereal  hand !  ye  view 
The  tender  sorrows,  to  your  memory  trae; 
Oh !  in  the  musing  hour,  at  midnight  deep. 
While  fi>r  your  loss  afiection  wakes  to  weep; 
While  every  sound  in  hallow'd  stillness  lies, 
But  the  low  murmur  of  her  plaintive  siiehs ; 


Digiti 


ized  by  Google 


JUVENILE  POEM& 


559 


Oh !  then,  amidst  that  holy  calm  bo  near, 
Breathe  your  liffht  whisper  softly  in  her  ear ; 
With  secret  spdls,  her  wounded  mind  oooipose, 
And  chase  the  &ithfbl  tear— for  too  that  flows ; 
Be  near ;  when  moonlight  spreaJs  the  charm  yon 

loved, 
0*er  scenes  where  once  yoor  tmrthly  footstep 

roved: 
Then,  while  she  wanders  o'er  the  sparkling  dew. 
Through  glens  and  wood-paths,  once  endear*d  by 

you. 
And  fondly  fingers  in  yoor  fav*rite  bowers, 
And  pauses  oft,  recalling  former  hours ; 
Then  wave  your  pinion  o'er  e^ch  well-known  vale, 
float  in  the  moonbeam,  sigh  upon  the  gale ; 
Bid  your  wild  symphonies  remotely  swell. 
Borne  by  the  summer-wind  from  grot  and  dell ; 
And  touch  your  viewless  harps,  and  soothe  her 

soul, 
With  soft  enchantments  and  divine  control ! 
Be  near,  sweet  guardians ;  watch  her  sacred  ies|a 
When  Slumber  folds  her  in  his  msgic  vest ; 
Around  her,  smiling,  let  your  ibrms  arise, 
Retum'd  in  diearos,  to  bless  her  mental  eyes ; 
Effiioe  the  mem'ry  of  your  last  farewell. 
Of  glowing  joys,  of  radiant  prospects  tell ; 
The  sweet  communion  of  the  past  renew. 
Reviving  fimner  scenes,  array'd  in  softer  hue. 

Be  near  when  death,  in  virtue's  brightast  hour, 
Cklls  up  each  psng,  and  summons  all  his  power; 


Oh !  then,  transcending  Fancy's  loveliest  dream. 
Then  let  your  forms  unveird,  around  her  beam; 
Then  waft  the  vision  of  unclouded  light, 
A  burst  of  glory,  on  her  closing  sight ; 
Wake  from  the  harp  of  heaven  th'  immortal 

strain. 
To  hush  the  final  agonies  of  pain ;  . 
With  rapture's  flame,  the  parting  soul  illume. 
And    smile    triumphant   through  the  shadowy 

gloom! 
Oh !  still  be  near,  when,  darting  into  dav, 
Th*  exulting  spirit  leaves  her  bonds  of  clar ; 
Be  yours  to  guide  her  flutt'ring  wings  on  high. 
O'er  many  a  world,  sscending  to  the  skv ; 
There  let  your  presence,  once  her  earthly  joy. 
Though  dimm'd  with  tears,  and  clouded  ivith 

alloy. 
Now  form  her  bliss  on  that  celestial  ihore. 
Where   death    ahall   sever  kindred   hearts  no 

more. 

Tea !  in  the  noon  of  that  Elysian  dime, 
Bevond  the  sphere  of  anguish,  death  or  time ; 
Where  mind's  bright  eye,  with  renovated  fire« 
Still  beam  on  glories— never  to  expire ;  . 
Oh !  there  th'  illumined  soul  may  fondly  trust* 
More  pure,  more  perfisct,  rising  from  the  dust. 
Those  mild  sfTections,  whose  consoling  light 
Sheds  the  soft  moonbeam  on  terrestrid  night. 
Sublimed,  ennobled,  shall  for  ever  glow, 
I  Exalting  rapture— not  assuaging  woe ! 


THE  ENIX 
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